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PREFACE. 

% 


From  tbe  very  beginning  of  reading  and  writing— nay 
doobtless  from  the  very  beginning  of  speaking, — Troth,  im- 
mortal Truth,  has  been  the  object  of  ostensible  worship  (o  all 
who  read  and  to  all  who  listen ;  and,  in  the  abstract,  it  is  un 
questionably  held  in  sincere  veneration  by  all :  yet,  in  the  de- 
tail of  every-day  practice,  the  majority  of  mankind  often  hate 
it,  and  are  seen  to  bear  pain,  disappointment,  and  sorrow 
more  patiently  than  its  honoured  voice  when  it  echoes  not 
their  own  opinion. 

Preconceived  notions  generally  take  a  much  firmer  hold  of 
the  mind  than  can  be  obtained  by  any  statement,  however 
dear  and  plain,  which  tends  to  overthrow  them;  and  if  it 
happen  that  these  are  connected  with  an  honest  intention  of 
being  right,  they  are  often  mistaken  for  principles ;  in  which 
case  the  attempt  to  shake  them  is  considered  not  merely  as  a 
*  folly,  but  a  sin. 

With  this  conviction  strongly  impressed  upon  my  mind,  it 
requires  some  moral  courage  to  publish  these  volumes ;  for  they 
are  written  in  conformity  to  the  opinions  of....  perhaps  none, 
—and,  worse  still,  there  is  that  in  them  which  may  be  consi- 
dered as  contradictory  to  my  own.  Had  I  before  my  late  visit 
to  Paris  written  a  book  for  the  purpose  of  advocating  the 
opinions  I  entertained  on  the  state  of  the  country,  it  certainly 
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would  have  been  composed  in  a  spirit  by  no  means  according 
in  all  points  with  that  manifested  in  the  following  pages  :  but 
while  profiting  by  every  occasion  which  permitted  me  to  mix 
with  distinguished  people  of  all  parties,  I  learnt  much  of  which 
I  was — in  common,  I  suspect,  with  many  others — very  pro- 
foundly ignorant.  I  found  good  where  I  looked  for  mischief 
—strength  where  I  anticipated  weakness— and  the  watchful 
wisdom  of  cautious  legislators,  most  usefully  at  work  for  the 
welfare  of  their  country,  instead  of  the  crude  vagaries  of  a  re- 
volutionary government,  active  only  in  leading  blindfold  the 
deluded  populace  who  trusted  to  them. 

The  result  of  this  was,  first  a  wavering,  and  then  a  change 
.  of  opinion, — not  as  to  the  immutable  laws  which  should  regu- 
late hereditary  succession,  or  the  regret  that  it  should  ever 

have  been  deemed  expedient  to  violate  them—but  as  to  the 

« 

wisest  way  in  which  the  French  nation,  situated  as  it  actually 
is,  can  be  governed,  so  as  best  to  repair  the  grievous  injuries 
left  by  former  convulsions,  and  most  effectually  to  guard 
against  a  recurrence  of  them  in  future. 

That  the  present  policy  of  France  keeps  these  objects 
steadily  in  view,  and  that  much  wisdom  and  courage  are  at 
work  to  advance  them,  cannot  be  doubted ;  and  those  mosfr 
anxious  to  advocate  the  sacred  cause  of  well-ordered  authority 
amongst  all  the  nations  of  the  earth  should  be  the  first  to  bear 
testimony  to  this  truth. 

London,  December  i835. 
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AND  THE  PARISIANS 

IN   1835. 


LETTER    I 


Difficulty  of  givins  a  systematic  accoant  of  what  is  doing  in  France. 
•—Pleasure  of  revisiting  Paris  after  long  absence. — What  is 
changed;;  what  remains  tiie  same. 

Paris,  nth  April,  z835. 

My  dear  Friend, 

In  visiting  Paris  it  certainly  was  my  intention  to  describe 
in  print  what  I  saw  and  heard  there;  and  to  do  this  as 
faithfully  as  possible,  I  proposed  to  continue  my  old  habit  of 
noting  in  my  journal  all  things,  great  and  small,  in  which  I 
took  an  interest.  But  the  task  frightens  me.  I  have  been 
here  but  a  few  days,  ^nd  I  ahready  find  myself  preaching  and 
prosing  at  mneh  greater  length  than  I  approve.  I  already  feel 
that  I  am  involved  in  such  a  mizmaze  of  interesting  subjects, 
that  to  give  anything  like  an  orderly  and  well-arranged  digest 
of  them,  would  beguile  me  into  attempting  a  work  gi'eatly 
l)eyond  my  power  to  execute. 

The  very  most  I  can  hope  to  do  will  be  but  to  ''skim  lightly 
over  the  surfoee  of  things } "  and  in  addressing  myself  to  you, 
I.  t 
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I  shall  feel  less  as  if  I  were  about  to  be  guilty  of  the  presump- 
tion of  writing  ^'  a  work  on  France,"  than  if  I  threw  my 
notes  into  a  less  familiar  form.  I  will  then  discourse  to  you, 
as  well  as  I  may,  of  such  things  as  leave  the  deepest  impres- 
sion among  the  thousand  sights  and  sounds  in  the  midst  of 
which  I  am  now  placed.  Should  it  be  our  will  hereafter  that 
these  letters  pass  from  your  hands  into  those  of  the  public,  I 
trust  that  nobody  will  be  so  unmerciful  as  to  expect  that  they 
shall  make  them  acquainted  with  everything  past,  present, 
and  to  come,  ^^  respecting  the  destinies  of  this  remarkable 
country." 

It  must  indeed  be  a  bold  pen  that  attempts  to  write  of 
''Young  France,"  as  it  is  at  present  the  fashion  to  call  it, 
with  anything  like  a  reasonable  degree  of  order  and  precision, 
while  still  surrounded  by  all  the  startling  novelties  she  has  to 
show.  To  reason  of  what  she  has  done,  what  she  is  doing, 
and— more  difficult  still— of  what  she  is  about  to  do,  would 
require  a  steadier  head  than  most  persons  can  command,  while 
yet  turning  and  twisting  in  all  directions  to  see  what  this 
Young  France  looks  like. 

In  truth,  I  am  disposed  to  believe  that  whatever  I  write 
about  it  will  be  much  in  the  style  of  the  old  conundrum— 

**  I  saw  a  comet  rain  down  hail 
I  saw  a  cloud"  etc. 

And  here  you  will  remember,  that  though  the  things  seen 
are  stated  in  the  most  simple  and  veracious  manner,  much  of 
the  meaning  is  occult,  depending  altogether  upon  the  stopping 
or  pointing  of  the  narrative.  This  stopping  or  pointing  I 
must  leave  to  you,  or  any  other  readers  I  may  happen  to 
have,  and  confine  myself  to  the  plam  statement  of  I  saw;** 
for  though  it  is  sufficiently  easy  to  see  and  to  hear,  I  feel 
extremely  doubtful  if  I  shall  always  he  able  JU>  understand. 
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It  is  jast  seven  years  and  seven  months  since  I  last  visited 
the  capital  of  the  ^'  Great  Nation."  The  interval  is  a  long 
one,  as  a  portion  of  haman  life ;  hut  how  short  does  it  appear 
when  the  events  that  it  has  brought  forth  are  contenvplated! 
-I  left  the  virhite  banner  of  France  floating  gaily  over  her 
palaces,  and  I  find  it  torn  dovirn  and  trampled  in  the  dost. 
The  renowned  lilies,  for  so  many  ages  the  83rmbol  of  chivalric 
bravery,  are  everywhere  erased;  and  it  should  seem  that  the 
<mce-prond  shield  of  St.  Louis  is  soiled,  broken,  and  reversed 
forever. 

But  all  this  was  old.  France  is  grown  young  again ;  and  I 
am  assured  that,  according  to  the  present  condition  of  human 
judgment,  everything  is  exactly  as  it  should  be.  Knighthood, 
glory,  shields,  banners,  faith,  loyalty,  and  the  like,  are  gone 
out  of  fashion;  and  they  say  it  is  only  necessary  to  look  about 
me  a  little,  to  perceive  how  remarkably  well  the  present  race 
of  Frenchmen  can  do  without  them;— an  occupation,  it  is 
added,  which  I  shall  find  much  more  profitable  and  amusing 
than  lamenting  over  the  mouldering  records  of  their  ancient 
greatness. 

The  good  sense  of  this  remonstrance  is  so  evident,  that  I 
am  determined  henceforth  to  profit  by  it;  remembering, 
moreover,  that,  as  an  Englishwoman,  I  have  certainly  no 
particular  call  to  mourn  over  the  fading  honours  of  my 
country's  rival :  so  in  future  I  shall  turn  my  eyes  as  much 
as  I  can  from  the  tri-coloured  flag— (tliose  three  stripes  are 
terribly  false  heraldi7)— and  only  think  of  amusing  myself, 
a  business  never  performed  anywhere  with  so  much  ease  as 
at  Paris. 

Since  I  last  saw  it,  I  have  journeyed  half  round  the  globe; 
but  nothing  I  have  met  in  all  my  wanderings  has  sufficed  to 
damp  the  pleasure  with  which  I  enter  again  this  gay,  bright, 
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noisy,  restless  city,->— ihis  city  of  the  iiviog,  as,  beyond  all 
others,  it  may  be  justly  called. 

And  where,  in  truth,  can  anything  be  found  that  shall 
make  its  air  of  ceaseless  jubilee  seem  tame  ? — or  its  thousand 
depdts  of  all  that  is  prettiest  in  art  lose  by  comparison  with 
any  other  pretty  things  in  the  wide  world?  Where  do  all 
the  externals  of  happiness  meet  the  eye  so  readily  ?— or  where 
can  the  heavy  spirit  so  easily  be  roused  to  seek  and  find 
enjoyment?  Cold,  worn-out,  and  dead, indeed, must  the  heart 
be  that  does  not  awaken  to  some  throb  of  pleasure  when 
Paris,  after  long  absence,  comes  again  in  sight !  For  though 
a  throne  has  been  overturned,  the  Tuileries  still  remam;— 
though  the  main  stock  of  a  right  royal  tree  has  been  torn  up, 
and  a  scion  sprung  from  one  of  the  roots  that  had  run, 
wildly  enough,  to  a  distance,  has  been  barricaded  in,  and 
watered,  and  nurtured,  and  fostered  into  power  and  strength 
of  growth  to  supply  its  place,  the  Boulevards,  with  their 
matchless  aspect  of  eternal  holiday,  are  still  the  same.  No 
commotion,  however  violent,  has  yet  been  able  to  cause  this 
light  but  precious  essence  of  Parisian  attractiveness  to 
evaporate ;  and  while  the  very  foundations  of  society  have 
been  shaken  round  them,  the  old  elms  go  on,  throwing  their 
flickering  shadows  upon  a  crowd  that — allowing  for  some 
vagaries  of  the  milliner  and  tailor — might  be  taken  for  the 
very  same,  and  no  other,  which  has  gladdened  the  eye  and 
enlivened  the  imagination  since  first  their  green  boughs 
beckoned  all  that  was  fairest  and  gayest  in  Paris  to  meet 
together  beneath  them. 

Whilst  this  is  the  case,  and  while  sundry  other  enchant- 
ments that  may  be  named  in  theu*  turn  continue  to  proclaim 
that  Paris  is  Paris  stili,  it  would  be  silly  quarrelling  with 
somethmg  better  than  bread-and-butter,  did  we  spend  the 
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time  of  our  abode  here  in  dreaming  of  what  has  fiaen,  instead 
of  opening  oar  eyes  and  endeaTonring  to  be  as  much  awake  as 
possible  to  look  npon  ail  that  is. 

Farewell ! 


LETTER    II. 

Absence  of  the  English  Embassy. — Trial  of  the  Lyons  Prisoners. — 
Church  of  the  Madeleine. — Statue  of  Napoleon. 

It  may  be  doubtful,  perhaps,  whether  the  present  period  (*) 
be  more  favourable  or  unfavourable  for  the  arrival  of  English 
travellers  at  Paris.  The  sort  of  interregnum  which  has  taken 
place  in  our  embassy  here  derives  us  of  the  centre  round 
which  all  that  is  most  gay  among  the  English  resideiXb  usually 
revolves;  button  the  other  hand,  the  approaching  trial  of  the 
Lyons  prisoners  and  their  Parisian  accomplices  is  stirring  up 
from  the  very  bottom  all  the  fermenting  passions  of  the  nation. 
Every  principle,  however  quietly  and  unobtrusively  treasured, 
— every  feeling,  however  cautiously  concealed,— is  now 
afloat;  and  the  most  careless  observer  may  expect  to  see,  with 
tittle  trouble,  the  genuine  temper  of  the  people. 

The  genuine  temper  of  the  people  ?— Nay,  but  this  phrase 
must  be  mended  ere  it  can  convey  to  you  any  idea  of  what 
is  indeed  likely  to  be  made  visible ;  for,  as  it  stands,  it  might 
intimate  that  the  people  were  of  one  temper ,  and  anything 
less  like  the  truth  than  this  cannot  easily  be  imagined. 

The  temper  of  the  people  of  Paris  upon  the  subject  of  this 
*'  atrocious  trial,"  asall  parties  not  connected  with  the  govern- 
ment are  pleased  to  call  it,  varies  according  to  theu-  politics,— 

(i)  April,  i835. 
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from  rage  anU  execration  to  ecstasy  and  delfght—from  indif- 
ference to  enthasiasm— from  triumph  to  despair. 

It  will  be  impossible,  my  friend,  to  ramble  np  and  down 
Paris  for  eight  or  nine  weeks,  with  a  note-book  in  my  hand, 
without  recarring  again  and  again  to  a  theme  that  meets  us  in 
every  salon,  murmurs  through  the  corridors  of  every  theatre, 
glares  from  the  eyes  of  the  republican,  sneers  from  the  lip  of 
the  doctrinaire,  and  in  some  shape  or  other  crosses  our  path, 
let  it  lead  in  what  direction  it  may. 

This  being  inevitable,  the  monster  must  be  permitted  to 
protrude  its  horns  occasionally;  nor  must  I  bear  the  blame 
should  it  sometimes  appear  to  you  a  very  tedious  and  tiresome 
monster  indeed.  Having  announced  that  its  appearance  may 
be  frequently  expected,  I  will  leave  you  for  the  present  in  the 
same  state  of  expectation  respecting  it  that  we  are  in  ourselves ; 
and,  while  we  are  still  safe  from  its  threatened  violence,  indulge 
in  a  little  peaceable  examination  of  the  still-life  part  of  the 
picture  spread  out  before  me. 

*The  first  objects  that  struckjme  as  new  on  re-entering  Paris, 
or  rather  as  changed  since  I  last  saw  them,  were  the  Column 
of  the  Place  Yenddme,  and  the  finished  Church  of  the  Made- 
leine. Finished  indeed !  Did  Greece  ever  show  any  combi- 
nation of  stones  and  mortar  more  graceful,  more  majestic  than 
this  ?  If  she  did,  it  was  in  the  days  of  her  youth ;  for,  poetical 
association  apart,  and  the  unquestionably  great  pleasure  of 
learned  investigation  set  aside,  no  ruin  can  possibly  meet  the 
eye  with  such  perfect  symmetry  of  loveliness,  or  so  completely 
fill  and  satisfy  the  mind,  as  does  this  modern  temple. 

Why  might  not  our  National  Gallery  have  risen  as  noble,  as 
simple,  as  beautiful  as  this? 

As  for  the  other  novelty—- the  statue  of  the  sometime  Em- 
peror of  the  French,  I  suspect  that  I  looked  up  at  it  with  rather 
more  approbation  than  became  an  Englishwoman.  But,  in 
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troth,  though  the  name  of  Napoleon  brings  with  it  reminis- 
cences which  call  np  many  hostile  feelings,  I  can  never  find 
myself  in  Paris  withoat  remembering  his  good,  rather  than 
his  terrible  actions.  Perhaps,  too,  as  one  gazes  on  this  brazen 
monument  of  his  yictories,  there  may  be  something  soothing 
in  the  recollection  that  the  bold  standard  he  bore  never  for  an 
kislant  wantoned  on  a  British  breeze. 

However,  patting  sentiment  and  personal  feeling  of  every 
kind  apart,  so  mach  that  is  admirable  in  Paris  owes  its  origin 
to  him,  that  his  ambition  and  his  usurpations  are  involuntarily 
forgotten,  and  the  use  made  of  his  ill-gotten  power  almost 
obliterates  the  lawless  tyranny  of  the  power  itself.  The 
appearance  of  hi»  statue,  therefore,  on  the  top  of  the  column 
formed  of  the  cannon  taken  by  the  armies  of  France  when 
fighting  under  his  command,  appeared  tome  to  be  the  result 
of  an  arrangement  founded  upon  perfect  propriety  and  good 
taste. 

When  his  effigy  was  torn  down  some  twenty  years  ago  by 
the  avenging  hands  of  the  Allies,  the  act  was  one  both  of 
moral  justice  and  of  natural  feeling;  and  that  the  rightful 
owners  of  tlie  throne  he  had  seized  should  never  have  replaced 
it,  can  hardly  be  matter  of  surprise:  but  that  it  should  now 
again  be  permitted  to  look  down  upon  the  fitful  fortunes  of 
the  French  people,  has  something  of  historic  propriety  in  it 
which  pleases  the  imagination. 

This  statue  of  Napoleon  offers  the  only  instance  I  remember 
in  which  that  most  grotesque  of  European  habiliments,  a 
cocked-hat,  has  been  immortalized  in  marble  or  in  bronze 
with  good  eflect.  The  original  statue,  with  its  flowing  out- 
line of  Roman  drapery,  was  erected  by  a  feeling  of  pride; 
but  this  portrait  of  him  has  the  every-day  familiar  look  that 
Goald  best  satisfy  affection.  Instead  of  causing  the  eye  to 
tarn  away  as  it  does  from  some  fiiithful  portraitures  of 
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modttro  cosiQine  with  positive  disgust,  this  chapeau  a  trois 
eorneSy  and  the  well-known  loose  redingote,  have  that  air  of 
picturesque  truth  in  them  which  is  sure  to  please  the  taste 
even  where  it  dees  not  touch  the  heart. 

To  the  French  themselves  this  statue  is  little  short  of 
an  idol.  Fresh  votive  wreaths  are  perpetually  hung  about 
its  pedestal;  and  little  draperies  of  black  crape,  constantly 
renewed,  show  plainly  how  fondly  his  memory  is  still 
dierished. 

While  Napoleon  was  still  among  them  the  halo  of  his 
military  glory,  bright  as  it  was,  could  not  so  dazzle  the  eyes 
of  the  nation  but  that  some  portentous  spots  were  discerned 
evtxk  in  the  very  nucleus  of  that  glory  itself;  but  now  that  it 
shines  upon  them  across  his  tomb,  it  is  gazed  at  with  an 
enthusiasm  of  devoted  affection  which  mixes  no  memory  of 
error  with  its  regrets. 

It  would,  I  think,  be  very  difllcurt  to  find  a  Frenchman,  let 
his  party  be  what  it  might,  who  would  speak  of  Napoleon 
withdisre^ct. 

I  one  day  passed  the  foot  of  his  gorgeous  pedestal  in  company 
with  a  legitimate  sans  reproehe^  who,  raising  his  eyes  to  the 
statue,  said — ^'  Notre  position,  Madame  Trollope,  est  bien 
dure:  nous  avons  perdu  le  droit  d'^re  fiddles,  sans  avoir  plus 
oelui  d'etre  fiers." 


LETTER    IIL 

SlaDg. — Les  Jeunes  Gens  de  Paris. — La  Jeune  France. — Rococo. — 

Decousu. 

I  SUPPOSE  that,  among  all  people,  and  at  all  times,  a  certain 
portion  of  what  we  call  slang  will  insinuate  itself  into  familiar 
cblloqoial  intercourse,  and  sometimes  even  dare  ta  make  its 
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muanctioDed  accents  heard  from  the  tribune  and  the  stage.  It 
appears  to  me,  I  confess,  that  France  is  at  present  taking 
considerable  liberties  with  her  mother*toRgue.  But  this  is  a 
sob|ect  which  requires  for  its  grave  discussion  a  native  critic, 
and  a  learned  one  too.  I  therefore  can  only  venture  distantly 
and  doubtingly  to  allude  to  it,  as  one  of  the  points  at  which  it 
appears  to  me  that  innovation  is  visibly  and  audibly  at 
work. 

I  know  it  may  be  said  that  every  additional  word,  whether 
fabricated  or  borrowed,  adds  something  to  the  riches  of  thelan- 
guage ;  and  no  doubt  it  does  so.  But  ihete  is  a  polished  grace, 
a  finished  elegance  in  the  language  of  France,  as  registered  in 
the  writings  of  her  Augnstanage,  whichmay  well  atone  for  the 
want  of  greater  copiousness,  with  which  it  has  been  sometimes 
reproached.  To  increase  its  strength,  by  giving  it  coarseness, 
would  be  like  exchanging  a  high<-mettled  racer  for  a  dray- 
horse.  A  brewer  would  tell  yon,  that  you  gained  in  power 
what  you  lost  in  grace:  it  may  be  so;  but  there  are  many,  I 
think,  even  in  this  age  of  operative^  and  utilitarians,  who 
would  regret  the  change. 

This  is  a  theme,  however,  as  I  have  said  before,  on  which 
I  shonld  not  feel  mysdf  justified  in  saying  much.  None 
should  pretend  to  examine,  or  at  any  rate  to  discuss  criti- 
cally, the  iiicetieB<)f  idiom  in  a  language  that  is  not  native  to 
them.  But,  distinct  from  any  sncli  presumptuous  examina- 
tion, there  are  words  and  phrases  lawfully  within  the  reach 
of  foreign  observation,  which  strike  me  as  remarkable  at  the 
present  day,  either  from  their  frequent  recurrence,  or  for 
something  of  unusual  emphasis  in  the  manner  in  which  they 
are  employed. 

Lesjeunes  gens  de  Paris  appears  to  me  to  be  one  of  these. 
Translate  it,  and  you  find  nothing  but  <Hhe  young  men  of 
Paris ;"  whicii  should  seem  to  have  no  more  imposing  mean- 


iO  PARIS 

iog  than  ^<  the  young  men  of  London;'  or  of  any  other  me- 
tropolis. But  hear  it  spokenat  Paris— -Mercy on  me !  itsonnds 
like  a  thunderbolt.  It  is  not  only  loud  and  bittsteriog, 
however;  you  feel  that  there  is  somethings  awful,  nay,  mys- 
tical, implied  by  the  phrase.  It  appears  8ol«nnly  to  typify 
the  power,  the  authority,  the  learning— ay,  and  the  wisdom 
top,  of  the  whole  nation . 

La  jewie  France  is  another  of  these  cabalistic  forms  of 
speech,  by  which  everybody  seems  expected  to  understand 
something  great,  terrible,  volcanic,  and  sublime.  At  present, 
I  confess  that  both  of  these,  pronounced  as  they  always  are 
with  a  sort  of  mysterious  emphasis,  which  seems  to  say  that 
*'  more  is  meant  than  meets  the  ear,"  produce  rather  a  para- 
lysing effect  upon  me.  I  am  conscious  that  I  do  not  clearly 
comprehaid^ll  the  meaning  with  which  they  are  pregnant, 
and  yet  I  am  afraid  to  ask,  lest  the  explanation  should  prove 
either  more  unintelligible  or  more  alarming  dian  even  the 
words  themselves.  I  hope,  however,  that  ere  long  I  shaH 
grow  more  intelligent  or  less  timid ;  and  whenever  this  bap^ 
pens,  and  I  conceive  that  I  fully  comprehend  their  occult 
meaning,  I  will  not  fail  to  transmit  it  faithfully  to  you.    - 

Besides  these  phrases,  and  some  others  that  I  may  perhaps 
mention  hereafter  as  difficult  to  understand,  I  have  learned  a 
word  quite  new  to  me,  and  which  I  suspect  has  but  very  re^ 
oentiy  been  introduced  into  the  French  language;  at  least  it 
is  not  to  be  found  in  the  dictionaries,  and  I  therefore  presume 
it  to  be  one  of  those  happy  inventions  which  are  permitted 
&om  time  to  time  to  enrich  the  power  of  expression.  How 
ihe  Academy  of  former  days  might  have  treated  it  I  know 
not ;  but  it  seems  to  me  to  express  a  great  deal,  and  might 
at  this  time,  I  think,  be  introduced  very  convenientiy  into  our 
own  language :  at  any  rate,  it  may  often  help  me,  I  think,  as 
a  very  useful  adjective.    This  new-born  word  is  ^'rococo,** 
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and  appears  to  me  to  be  applied  by  the  young  and  innoTatoig 
to  everything  which  bears  the  stamp  of  the  taste,  principles, 
or  feelings  of  time  past.  That  part  of  the  French  population 
to  whom  the  epithet  of  rococo  is  thus  applied,  may  be  under- 
stood to  contain  all  yarieties  of  old^fashionism,  from  the  gentle 
advocate  for  laced  coats  and  diamond  sword-knots,  up  to  the 
liigh-minded  venerable  loyalist,  who  only  loves  his  rightful 
king  the  better  because  he  has  no  means  left  to  requite  his 
love.  Such  is  the  interpretation  of  rococo  in  the  month  of 
a  doctrinaire;  but  if  a  republican  speaks  it,  he  means 
that  it  should  include  also  every  gradation  of  orderly  obe- 
dience, even  to  the  powers  that  be;  and,  in  fact,  whatever 
else  may  be  considered  as  essentially  conneeted  either  with 
law  or  gospel. 

There  is  another  adjective  which  appears  also  to  recur  so 
frequently  as  fully  to  merit,  in  the  same  manner,  the  distinc- 
tion  of  being  considered  as  fashionable.  It  is,,  however,  a 
good  old  l^itimate  word,  admirably  expressive  too,  and  at 
present  of  more  than  ordinary  utility.  This  is  '<  dicousu ; " 
and  it  seems  to  be  the  epithet  now  given  by  the  sober-minded 
to  all  that  smacks  of  the  rambling  nonsense  of  the  new  school 
of  literature,  and  of  all  those  fragments  of  opinions  which 
hang  so  loosely  about  the  minds  of  the  young  men  who  dis- 
course fashionably  of  philosophy  at  Paris. 

Were  the  whole  population  to  be  classed  nnder  two  great 
divisions,  I  doubt  if  they  could  be  more  expressively  desig- 
nated than  by  these  two  appellations,  the  d^covsuand  the  ro- 
eoctr.  I  have  already  stated  who  it  is  that  form  the  rococo 
class :  the  dicofus\^  division  may  be  considered  as  embracing 
the  whole  of  the  ultra-romantic  school  of  authors,  be  they  no- 
velists, dramatists,  or  poets;  all  shades  of  republicans,  from 
the  avowed  eulogists  of  the  ^'spirited  Robespierre''  to  the 
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gentler  disciples  of  Lamennais ;  most  of  the  schoolboys,  and 
all  the  poissardes  of  Paris* 


LETTER    IV. 

Theatre  Fran^ais. — Mademoiselle  Mars.— -Elmire. — Charlotte 
Brown. — Extract  from  a  Sermon. 

It  was  not  wkhont  some  expectation  of  having  ^'  Gnilty  of 
rococoism"  recorded  against  nie,  that  I  avowed,  very  soon 
after  my  arrival,  the  ardent  desire  I  felt  of  turning  my  eyes 
from  all  that  was  new,  that  I  might  once  again  see  Mars 
perform  the  part  of  Elmire  in  the  "Tarluffe." 

I  was  not  quite  without  fear,  too,  that  I  was  running  some 
risk  of  effacing  the  delight  ful  recollections  of  the  past,  by 
contemplating  the  change  which  seven  years  had  made.  I 
almost  feared  to  let  my  children  behold  a  reality  that  might 
destroy  their  heau  idM  of  the  only  perfect  actress  still  re- 
maining on  the  stage. 

But  '<Tartuffe"  was  on  the  bills:  it  might  not  soon  appear 
again.  An  early  dinner  was  hastily  dispatched,  and  once  more 
I  found  myself  before  the  curtain  which  I  had  so  often  seen  rise 
to  Talma,  Duchesnois,  and  Mars. 

I  perceived  vrith  great  pleasure,  on  reaching'the  theatre,  that 
the  Parisians,  though  fickle  in  all  else,  were  still  faithful  in 
their  adoration  of  Mademoiselle  Mars ;  for  now,  for  perhaps 
Uie  five  hundredth  representation  of  her  Elmire,  the  barri- 
cades were  as  necessary,  the  gueu^  as  long  and  as  full,  as  when, 
fifteen  years  ago,  I  was  first  told  to  remark  the  wonderful 
power  of  attraction  possessed  by  an  actress  already  greatly 
past  the  first  bloom  of  youth  and  beauty.    Were  the  Parisians 
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as  defensible  in  their  ordinary  love  of  change  as  they  are  in 
this  singular  proof  of  fidelity,  it  would  be  well.  It  is,  how- 
ever^strange  witchery. 

That  the  ear  should  be  gratified ,  and  the  feelings  awaken- 
ed, by  the  skilful  intonations  of  a  voice  the  sweetest  perhaps 
that  ever  blest  a  mortal,  is  quite  intelligible;  but  that  the  eye 
should  follow  with  such  unwearied  delight  every  look  and 
movenoent  of  a  woman,  not  only  old— for  that  does  sometimes 
happen  at  Paris — but  one  known  to  be  so  from  one  end  of 
Europe  to  the  other,  is  certainly  a  singular  phenomenon. 
Yet  so  it  is;  and  could  yon  see  her,  yon  would  understand 
why,  though  not  how,  it  is  so.    There  is  still  a  chavm,  a  grace, 
in  every  movement  of  Mademoiselle  Mars,  however  trifling 
and  however  slight,  which  instantly  captivates  the  eye,  and 
Inrbids  it  to  wander  to  any  other  object*-even  though  that 
object  be  young  and  lovely. 

Why  is  it  that  none  of  the  young  heads  can  learn  to  turn 
like  hers  ?  Why  can  no  arms  move  with  the  same  beautiftil 
and  easy  elegance  ?  Her  very  fingers,  even  when  gloved,  seem 
to  aid  her  expression;  and  the  quietest  and  least  posture- 
studying  of  actresses  contrives  to  make  the  most  trifling  and 
ordinary  movement  assist  in  giving  effect  to  her  part. 

I  would  willingly  consent  to  be  dead  for  a  few  hours,  if  I 
could  meanwhile  bring  Moli^re  to  life,  and  let  him  see  Mars 
play  one  of  his  best-loved  characters.  How  delicious  would 
be  his  pleasure  in  beholding  the  creature  of  his  own  fancy 
thus  exquisitely  alive  before  him;  and  of  marking,  moreover, 
the  thrill  that  makes  itself  heard  along  the  closely-packed 
rows  of  the  parterre,  when  his  wit,  conveyed  by  this  charm- 
ing conductor,  runs  roqnd  the  house  like  the  touph  of  electri- 
eity !  Do  you  think  that  the  best  smile  of  Louis  le  Grand 
could  be  worth  this  ? 
Few  theatrical  pieces  can,  I  think,  be  calculated  to  give 
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less  pleasure  than  that  of  ^'  Charlotte  Brown,"  which  followed 
the  '^Tartuffe;"  bat  as  the  part  of  Charlotte  is  played  by 
Mademoiselle  Mars,  people  will  stay  to  see  it.  I  repented, 
however,  that  I  did  not  go,  for  it  made  me  cross  and  angry. 

Such  an  actress  as  Mars  should  not  be  asked  to  try  a  totcr 
de  force  in  order  to  make  an  abortive  production  effective. 
And  what  else  can  it  be  called,  if  her  touching  pathos  and 
enchanting  grace  are  brought  before  the  public,  to  make  them 
endure  a  platitude  that  woald  have  been  hissed  into  oblivion 
ere  it  had  well  seen  light  without  her  ?  It  is  hardly  fair  to 
expect  that  a  performer  should  create  as  well  as  personate  the 
chief  character  of  a  piece ;  but  Mademoiselle  Mars  certainly 
does  nothing  less,  when  she  contrives  to  excite  sympathy  and 
interest  for  a  low-i)orn  and  low-minded  woman,  who  has 
managed  to  make  a  great  match  by  telling  a  great  fiilsehood. 
Yet  *'^  Charlotte  Brown"  is  worth  seeing  for  the  sake  of  a  cer- 
tain tragic  look  given  by  this  wonderful  actress  at  the  moment 
when  her  folsehood  is  discovered.  It  is  no  exaggeration  to 
say,  that  Mrs.  Siddons  never  produced  an  expression  of 
greater  power. 

It  is  long  since  I  have  seen  any  theatre  so  crowded. 

I  remember  many  lyears  ago  hearing  what  I  thought  an 
excellent  sermon  from  a  venerable  rector,  who  happened  to 
have  a  curate  more  remarkable  for  the  conscientious  manner 
in  which  he  performed  his  duty  to  the  parish,  and  the  judi- 
cious selection  of  his  discourses,  than  for  the  excellence  of  his 
original  sermons.  ^'  It  is  the  duty  of  a  minister,"  said  the 
old  man,  ^'  to  address  the  congregation  whidi  shall  assemble 
to  hear  liim  with  the  most  impressive  and  most  able  eloquence 
that  it  is  within  the  compass  of  his  power  to  use;  and  far 
better  is  it  that  the  approved  wisdom  of  those  who  have  pass- 
ed away  be  read  from  the  pulpit,  than  that  the  weak  elYbrts 
of  an  ungifted  preacher  should  fall  wearily  and  unproiitably 
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OD  the  ears  of  his  congregation.  The  fact  that  his  digooarae 
is  manuscript,  instead  of  printed,  will  hardly  console  them 
for  the  difference.'' 

Do  yoa  not  think— with  all  rererenoe  he  it  spoken— that 
the  same  reasoning  might  be  very  usefully  addressed  to  the 
managers  of  theatres,  not  in  France  only,  but  all  the  world 
over?  If  it  cost  too  much  to  have  a  good  new  piece,  would  it 
not  be  better  to  have  a  good  old  one? 


LETTER   V. 

E&hibitioii  of  Liviiig  Artists  at  the  LouTre. — The  Deluge >Pous5in 

and  Martin. — Portraits. — Appearance  of  the  company. 

I  HAYB  been  so  little  careful  about  dates  and  seasons,  as 
totally  to  have  forgotten,  or  rather  neglected  to  learn,  that 
the  period  of  our  arriving  at  Paris  was  that  of  the  Exhibition 
of  Living  Artists  at  the  Louvre ;  and  it  is  not  easy  to  describe 
the  feeling  produced  by  entering  the  gallery,  with  the  expec- 
tation of  seeing  what  I  had  been  used  to  see  there,  and  finding 
what  was,  at  least,  so  very  different. 

Nevertheless,  the  exhibition  is  a  very  fine  one,  and  so 
greatly  superior  to  any  I  had  heretofore  seen  of  the  modern 
French  school,  that  we  soon  had  the  consolation  of  finding 
ourselves  amused,  and  I  may  say  delighted,  notwitlistanding 
our  disappointment. 

But  surely  there  never  was  a  device  hit  upon  so  little 
likely  to  propitiate  the  feelings  which  generate  applause,  as 
this  of  covering  up  Poussin,  Rubens,  Raphael,  Titian,  and 
Correggio,  by  hanging  before  them  the  fresh  results  of  mo- 
dem palettes.  It  is  indeed  a  most  un-coqtiettish  mode  of 
extorting  attention. 
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There  are  some  pictares  of  the  Louvre  Gallery  in  parti- 
cular, with  whidi  my  children  are  well  acquainted,  either  by 
engravings  or  description,  whose  eclipse  produced  a  ?ery  sad 
effect.  ^'  The  Deluge"  of  Poussin  is  one  of  these.  Perhaps  it 
may  have  been  my  brother's  striking  description  of  this  picture 
which  made  it  pre-«minently  an  object  of  interest  to  us.  You 
may  remember  that  Mr.  Milton,  in  his  elegant  and  curious 
little  volume  on  the  Fine  Arts,  written  at  Paris  just  before  the 
breaking  up  of  Napoleon's  collection,  says,  in  speaking  of  it— 
*^  Colouring  was  unquestionably  Poussin's  least  excellence ; 
yet  in  this  collection  there  is  one  of  his  pictures — the  I>eluge 
— in  which  the  effect  produced  by  the  mere  colouring  is  most 
singular  and  powerful.  The  air  is  burdened  and  heavy  with 
water ;  the  earth,  where  it  is  not  as  yet  overwhelmed,  seems 
torn  to  pieces  by  its  violence  :  the  very  light  of  heaven  is 
absorbed  and  lost."  I  give  you  this  passage,  because  I  remem- 
ber no  picture  described  with  equal  brevity,  yet  brought  so 
powerfully  before  the  imagination  of  the  reader. 

Can  the  place  where  one  comes  to  look  for  this  be  fovour- 
able  for  hanging  our  illustrious  countryman's  representation 
of  the  same  subject?  It  is  doing  him  a  most  ungratifying 
honour;  and  were  I  Mr.  Martin,  or  any  other  painter  living, 
I  would  not  consent  to  be  exposed  to  the  invidious  compari- 
sons which  must  inevitably  ensue  from  such  an  injudicious 
arrangement. 

How  exceedingly  disagreeable,  for  instance,  must  it  be  for 
the  artists— who,  I  believe,  not  unfrequently  indulge  them- 
selves by  hovering  under  the  incognito  of  apparent  indif- 
ference near  their  favourite  works— to  overhear  such  remarks 
as  those  to  which  I  listened  yesterday  in  (hat  part  of  the  gal- 
lery where  Le  Sueur's  St.  Brunos  hangs!—"  Certainly,  the 
bows  on  thut  lady's  dress  are  of  a  delicate  blue,"  said  the 
critic;^^and  so  is  thedrapery  of  Le  Sueur,  which,  for  my  sins, 
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I  happen  to  know  is  hid  jugt  under  it.  .  .  .  Would  one  wish 
a  better  contrast  to  what  it  hides  than  that  unmeaning  smile, 
that  cold,  smooth,  varnished  skin,  those  lifeless  limhs,  and 
the  whole  unspeakable  tameness  of  this  thing,  called,  por^ 
trait  d'une  dame?** 

He  sp<^e  truly ;  yet  was  there  but  little  point  in  what  he 
said,  for  it  might  have  rderred  with  equal  justice  to  many  a 
pretty  lady  doomed  to  simper  for  ever  in  her  gilded  frame. 

On  the  whole,  however,  portraits  are  much  less  oppres' 
sively  predominating  than  with  us;  and  among  them  are 
many  whose  size,  composition,  and  exquisite  style  of  finish- 
ing redeem  them  altogether  from  the  odiam  of  being  de 
irop  in  the  collection.  I  cannot  but  wish  that  this  style  of 
portrait*painting  may  find  favour  and  imitation  in  England. 
Lawrence  is  gone;  and  though  Gerard  on  this  side  of  the 
water,  and  indeed  too  many  to  rehearse  on  both,  are  left, 
whose  portraitures  of  the  human  face  are  admirable ,  true  to 
nature,  true  to  art,  true  to  expressioUy^-'true,  even  to  the 
want  of  it ;  I  am  greatly  inclined  to  believe  that  the  enormous 
sums  annually  expended  on  these  clever  portraits  contribute 
more  to  lower  than  to  raise  the  art  in  popularity  and  in  the 
genuine  estimation  of  the  public.  The  sums  thus  lavished 
may  be  termed  patronage,  certainly ;  but  it  is  patronage  that 
bribes  the  artist  to  the  restraint,  and  often  to  the  destruction, 
of  his  genius. 

Is  there,  in  feet,  any  one  who  can  honestly  deny  that  a 
splendid  exhibition-room,  crowded  with  ladies  and  gentlemen 
on  canvass,  as  large  as  life,  is  a  lounge  of  great  tediousness 
and  inanity  ? 

We  may  feel  some  satisfaction  in  recognising  at  a  glance 
the  eyes,  nose,  mouth,  and  chin,  of  many  of  our  freinds  and 
acquaintance,— nay,  our  most  critical  judgment  may  often 
acknowledge  that  these  familiar  features  are  registered  with 

I. 
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equal  trath  and  skill;  but  this  will  not  prevent  the  exhibition 
from  being  very  dull.  Nor  is  the  thing  much  mended  when 
eadi  portrait,  or  pair  of  portraits,  has  been  withdrawn  fronn 
the  gaudy  throng,  and  hung  up  for  ever  and  for  ever  befbre 
the  eyes  of  their  family  and  friends.  The  foir  lady,  sweetly 
smiling  in  one  diviaon  of  the  apartment,  and  the  well-dressed 
gentleman  looking  disiingu^  in  another,  eontribute  as  little  at 
home  as  they  did  when  suspended  on  the  walls  of  the  academy 
to  the  real  pleasure  and  amusement  of  the  beholder. 

At  the  exhibition  this  year  at  the  Louvre  are  many  exquisite 
full-length  portraits  in  oil,  of  which  the  canvass  measures  from 
eighteen  inches  to  a  foot  in  height,  and  from  a  foot  to  ten 
inches  in  width.  The  composition  and  style  of  these  beautiful 
little  pictures  are  often  such  as  to  detain  one  long  before  them, 
even  though  one  does  not  recognise  in  them  the  features  of 
an  acquaintance.  Their  unobtrusive  size  must  prevent  their 
ever  being  disagreeably  predominant  in  the  decoration  of  a 
room,  while  their .  delicate  and  elaborate  finish,  and  tlie 
richness  of  their  highly-studied  composition,  will  well  reward 
attention ;  and  even  the  closest  examination,  when  directed 
tothem^  either  by  politeness,  affection,  or  connoisseurship^^ 
can  never  be  disappointed. 

The  catalogue  of  the  exhibition  notices  all  the  pictures 
which  have  been  either  ordered  or  purchased  by  the  king  or 
any  of  the  royal  family ;  and  the  number  is  so  considerable  as 
to  show  plainly  that  the  most  liberal  and  widely-extended 
patronage  of  art  is  a  systematic  object  with  the  government 

The  gold  medal  of  the  year  has  been  courteously  bestowed 
upon  Mr.  Martin  for  his  picture  of  the  Deluge.  Had  I  been 
the  judge,  I  should  have  awarded  it  to  Stdben's  Battle  of 
Waterloo.  That  the  faculty  of  imagination  is  one  of  the 
highest  requisites  for  a  painter  is  most  certain;  and  that 
Mr»  Martin  pre-eminently  possesses  it^  not  less  so.    But  ima- 
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ginadon,  tboogh  it  can  do  machy  cannot  do  ail ;  and  common 

sense  is    at  least  eqaally  important  in  the  formation  of  a 

finished  artist.    The  painter  of  the  great  day  of  Waterloo  has 

both.    His  imagination  has  enabled  him  to  dive  into  the  very 

hearts  and  sools  of  the  persons  he  has  depicted.    Passion 

speaks  in  every  line;  and  common  sense  has  tanght  him  that, 

however  powerful,  nay,  vehement,  might  be  the  expression 

besought  to  produce,  it  must  be  obtained  rather  by  the  patient 

and  feithful  imitation  of  Nature  than  by  a  bold  defiance  of  her. 

The  Assassination  of  the  Due  de  Guise,  by  M.  Delaroche, 

is  an  admirable  and  highly-popular  work.    It  requires  some 

patient  perseverance  to  contest  inch  by  inch  the  slow  approach 

to  the  place  where  this  exquisite  piece  of  finishing  is  hung ; 

but  it  well  rewards  the  time  and  labour^    One  or  two  lovely 

little  pictures  by  Franqaelln  made  me  envy  those  who  have 

power  to  purchase,  and  sigh  to  think  that  they  will  probably  go 

into  private  collections,  where  I  shall  never  see  them  more. 

There  are,  indeed,  many  pictures  so  very  good,  that  I  think 

it  possible  the  judges  may  have  relieved  themselves  firom  the 

embarrassment  of  declaring  which  was  best,  by  politely 

awarding  the  padm  to  the  stranger. 

I  could  indulge  myself,  did  I  not  fear  to  weary  you,  by 
dwelling  much  longer  upon  my  agreeable  recollections  of  this 
extensive  exhibition— containing,  by  the  way,  2,^4  pictures, 
—and  might  particularise  many  very  admirable  works. 
Nevertheless,  I  must  repeat,  that  thus  hiding  the  precious 
labours  of  all  schools,  and  of  all  ages  of  painting,  by  the 
promiscuous  productions  of  the  living  artists  of  Fruice  during 
the  last  year,  is  a  most  injudicious  device  for  winning  for 
them  the  golden  opinions  of  those  who  throng  from  all 
quarters  of  the  world  to  visit  the  Louvre. 

This  exhibition  reaches  to  about  three-fourths  of  the  gallery; 
and  where  it  ceases,  a  grim  curtain,  suspended  across  it/ 
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conceals  the  precious  labojrs  of  the  Spanish  and  lt«lian 
schools,  which  tiecapy  the  further  end.  Can  anything  be 
imagined  more  tantalising  than  this?  And  where  is  the 
living  artist  who  could  stand  his  ground  against  such  cruel 
odds? 

To  render  the  effect  more  striking  stilly  this  dismal  curtain 
is  permitted  so  to  hang  as  to  leave  a  few  inches  between  its 
envious  amplitude  and  the  rich  wall-— suffering  the  mellow 
browns  of  a  well4[nown  Murillo  to  meet  and  mock  the  efe. 
Certainly  not  all  the  lecturers  of  all  the  academies  extant  could 
point  out  a  more  effectual  manner  of  showing  the  modern 
French  artist  wherein  he  chiefly  fails  :  let  us  hope  he  will 
profit  by  it. 

As  I  am  writing  of  Paris,  it  must  be  almost  superfluous  to 
say  that  the  admission  to  this  collection  is  gratis. 

I  cannot  quit  the  subject  without  adding  a  few  words  re- 
specting the  company,  or  at  least  a  part  of  it,  whose  appear- 
ance, I  thought,  gave  very  unequivocal  marks  of  the  march 
of  mind  and  of  indecorum ;  for  a  considerable  sprinkling  of 
very  particularly  greasy  citizens  and  citizenesses  made  itself 
felt  and  seen  at  every  point  where  the  critical  crowd  was 
thickest.    But— 

^  Sweetest  nut  hath  seurest  rind ;  ^ 

and  it  were  treason  here,  I  suppose,  to  doubt  that  such  a 
proportion  of  inteltect  and  refinement  lies  hid  under  the 
soiled  hl&nM  and  time-worn  petticoat,  as  is  at  least  equal  to 
any  that  we  may  hope  to  find  enveloped  in  lawn,  and  bee, 
and  broadcloth. 

It  is  an  incontrovertible  feet,  I  think,  that  when  the 

immortals  of  Paris  raised  the  barricades  lii  the  streets,  they 

pulled  them  down,  more  or  less,  in  society.  But  this  is  an  evil 

'  which  those  who  look  beyond  the  present  hour  for  their  sources 
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of  joy  and  sorrow  need  not  deeply  lament.  Natara  herself 
—at  least  sach  as  she  shows  herself,  when  man,  forsaking  the 
ibrest,  agrees  with  his  fellows  to  congregate  in  cities— Nature 
herself  will  lake  care  to  set  this  right  again. 

'•Strength  will  be  lord  of  imbecility;" 

and  were  all  men  equal  in.the  morning,  they  wonld  not  go  to 
rest  till  some  amongst  them  had  been  thoroughly  made  to 
understand  that  is  was  their  lot  to  strew  the  couches  of  the 
rest.  Such  is  the  law  of  nature;  and  mere  brute  numerical 
strength  will  no  more  enable  a  mob  to  set  it  aside,  than  it 
will  enable  the  ox  or  the  elephant  to  send  us  to  plough,  or 
draw  out  our  teeth  to  make  their  young  one's  toys. 

For  tlie  present  moment,  however,  some  of  the  rubbish  that 
the  commotion  of  '^  tfaeOrdonnances"  stirred  up  may  still  be 
seen  ^floating  about  on  the  surface;  and  it  is  difficult  to  observe 
withoQt  a  smile  in  what  chiefly  consists  the  liberty  which 
these  immortals  have  so  valianUy  bled  to  acquire.  We  may 
truly  say  of  the  philosophical  population  of  Paris,  that  ^*  they 
are  thankful  for  small  matters ; "  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
of  their  newly-acquired  rights  being  certainly  the  privilege  of 
presenting  themselves  dirty,  instead  of  clean,  before  the  eyes 
of  their  magnates. 

I  am  sure  you  must  remember  in  days  of  yore,— that  is  to 
say,  before  the  last  revolution, — how  very  agreeable  a  part  of 
the  spectacle  at  the  Louvre  and  in  the  Tniieries  Gardens  was 
constituted  by  the  people,— not  the  ladies  and  genilemen, 
they  look  pretty  much  the  same  everywhere,— but  by  the 
careful  coquetry  of  the  pretty  costumes,  now  a  catichoise,  and 
now  a  toque,— the  spruce  neatness  of  the  men  who  attended 
them,— nay,  even  by  the  tight  and  tidy  trimness  of  the  *^wee 
things''  that,  in  long  waist,  silk  apron,  snow-white  cap,  and 
fooltless  chttussure,  trotted  beside  them.-   AH  these  added 
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greatly  to  the  pleasantness  and  gaiety  of  the  scene.  Bat  now, 
till  the  fresh  dirt  (not  the  fresh  gloss)  of  the  Three  Days' 
labour  be  worn  off,  dingy  jackets,  uncomely  casqueUes, 
ragged  hlouseSy  and  ili-favoured  rouudeared  caps,  that  look 
as  if  they  did  duty  night  and  day,  must  all  be  tolerated;  and 
in  this  toleration  appears  to  consist  at  present  the  principal 
external  proof  of  the  increased  liberty  of  (he  Parisian  mob. 


LETTER    VI. 

Society.— -Morality.— False  Impressions  and  False  Reports. — Obser- 
vations from  a  Frendunas  on  a  recent  pubUcation. 

MocH  as  I  love  the  sights  of  Paris,— including  as  we  must 
under  this  term  all  that  is  great  and  enduring,  as  well  as  all 
that  is  for  ever  changing  and  for  ever  new,— I  am  more 
earnestly  bent,  as  you  will  readily  believe,  upon  availing 
myself  of  all  my  opportunities  for  listening  to  the  conversation 
within  the  houses,  than  on  contemplating  all  the  marvels  that 
may  be  seen  without. 

Joyfully,  therefore,  have  I  welcomed  the  attention  and 
kindness  that  have  been  offered  me  in  various  quarters;  and 
I  have  already  the  satisfaction  of  finding  myself  on  terms  of 
most  pleasant  and  familiar  intereourse  with  a  variety  of  very 
delightful  people,  many  of  them  highly  distinguished,  and, 
happily  for  me,  varying  in  their  opinions  of  all  things  both  in 
heaven  and  earth,  from  the  loftiest  elevation  of  the  rococoy  to 
the  lowest  profundity  of  the  dicousu  school. 

And  here  let  me  pause,  to  assure  you,  and  any  other  of  my 
countrymen  and  countrywomen  whose  ears  I  can  reach,  that 
excursions  :to  Paris,  be  they  undertaken  with  what  spirit  of 
enterprise  they  niay,aQd  though  they  may  be  carried  through 
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with  all  the  anrestrained  expense  that  English  wealth  can 
permit,  yet  without  the  power  by  some  means  or  other  of 
entering  into  good  French  society,  they  are  nothing  worth. 

It  is  true,  that  there  is  something  most  exceedingly  exhi- 
larating to  the  spirits  iu  the  mere  external  novelty  and 
cheerfulness  of  the  objects  which  surround  a  stranger  on  first 
entering  Paris.  That  indescribable  air  of  gaiety  which  makes 
every  sunshiny  day  look  like  a  fdte ;  the  light  hilarity  of  spirit 
that  seems  to  pervade  all  ranks;  the  cheerful  tone  of  voice, 
the  sparkling  glances  of  the  numberless  bright  eyes ;  the 
gardens,  the  flowers,  the  statues  of  Paris, — all  together  produce 
an  effect  very  like  enchantment. 

But  '^use  lessens  marvel ; "  and  when  the  first  delightful 
excitement  is  over,  and  we  begin  to  feel  weary  from  its  very 
intensity,  the  next  step  is  backward  into  rationality,  low 
spirits,  and  grumbling. 

From  that  moment  the  English  tourist  talks  of  nothing  but 
wide  rivers,  magnificent  bri()ges^  prodigious  trotioirs,  un- 
rivalled drains,  and  genuine  port.  It  is  at  this  stage  that  the 
traveller,  in  order  to  continue  his  enjoyment  and  bring  it  to 
perfection,  should  remit  his  examination  of  the  exterior  of 
noble  hotels,  and  endeavour  to  be  admitted  to  the  much  more  ' 
enduring  enchantment  which  prevails  within  them. 

So  much  has  already  been  said  and  written  on  the  grace  and 
charm  of  the  French  language  in  conversation,  that  it  is  quite 
needless  to  dwell  upon  it.  That  good  things  can  be  said  in  no 
other  idiom  with  equal  grace,  is  a  fact  that  can  neither  be 
controverted  nor  more  firmly  established  than  it  is  already. 
Happily,  the  art  of  expressing  a  clever  thought  in  the  best 
possible  words  did  not  die  with  Madame  de  Sdvign^;  nor  has 
it  yet  been  destroyed  by  revolution  of  any  kind. 

It  is  not  only  for  the  amusement  of  an  hour,  however,  that 
I  would  recommend  the  assiduous  cultivation  of  good  French 
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society  to  the  Bnglisb*  Great  and  important  improyements 
in  our  national  manners  have  already  arisen  from  the  inter^ 
eourse  which  long  peace  has  permitted.  Oar  dinner-tables 
are  no  longer  disgraced  by  inebriety ;  nor  are  oar  men  and 
women,  when  ihey  form  a  party  expressly  for  the  purpose  of 
enjoying  each  other's  society^  separated  by  the  law  of  the 
land  during  half  the  period  for  which  the  social  meeting  has 
been  convened. 

But  we  have  much  to  learn  still ;;  and  the  general  tone  of 
onr  daily  associations  might  be  yet  forther  improved,  did  the 
best  specimens  of  Parisian  habits  wi  manners  furnish  the 
examples. 

It  is  not  from  the  large  and  brilliant  parties  which  recur 
in  every  fashionable  mansion,  perhaps,  three  or  four  times 
in  each  season,  that  I  think  we  could  draw  much  improve- 
ment.   A  fine  party  at  Lady  A 's  in  Grosvenor  Square, 

is  not  more  like  a  fine  party  at  Lady  B 's  in  Berkeley 

Square,  than  a  fine  party  in  Paris  is  to  one  in  London.  There 
are  abundance  of  pretty  women,  handsome  men,  satin,  gauze, 
velvet,  diamonds,  chains,  stars,  moustaches,  and  imperials,  at 
both,  with  perhaps  very  little  deserving  the  name  of  rational 
enjoyment  in  either. 

I  suspect,  indeed,  that  we  have  rather  the  advantage  on 
these  crowded  occasions,  for  we  more  frequently  change  the 
air  by  passing  from  one  room  to  another  when  we  eat  our 
ices ;  and  as  the  tulip-tinctured  throng  enjoy  this  respite  from 
auffocation  by  detachments,  they  have  often  not  only  oppor- 
tunity to  breathe,  but  occasionally  to  converse  also,  for  several 
minutes  together,  without  danger  of  being  dislodged  from 
their  standing-ground. 

It  is  not,  therefore,  at  the  crowded  roll-calls  of  all  their  ac- 
quaintance that  I  would  look  for  anything  rational  or  peculiar 
in  the  salons  of  Paris,  but  in  the  daily  and  constant  intercourse 
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of  fiuniKar  companionship.  This  is  enjoyed  with  a  degree  of 
pleasant  ease,  an  absence  of  all  pomp,  pride,  and  circnm- 
stance,  of  which,  unhappily,  we  have  no  idea.  Alas !  we  must 
know  by  special  printed  announcement  a  month  beforeliand 
that  our  friend  is  '^  at  home,"— that  liveried  servants  will  be 
in  attendance,  and  her  mansion  blazing  with  light,— before 
we  can  dare  venture  to  pass  an  evening-hour  in  her  drawing- 
room.  How  would  a  London  lady  siare,  if  some  half-dozen 
—though  perhaps  among  the  most  chosen  £w>ourites  of  her 
visiting-listr-were  to  walk  unbidden  into  her  presence,  in 
bonnets  and  shawls,  between  the  hours  of  eight  and  eleven ! 
And  how  strangely  new  would  it  seem,  were  the  pleasantest 
and  laost  coveted  engagements  of  the  week,  formed  without 
ceremony  and  kept  without  ostentation,  to  arise  from  a  casual 
meeting  at  the  beginning  of  it ! 

It  is  this  ease,  this  habitual  absence  of  ceremony  and  parade, 
this  national  enmity  to  constraint  and  tediousness  of  all  kinds, 
which  renders  the  tone  of  French  manners  so  infinitely  more 
agreeable  than  our  own.  And  the  degree  in  which  this  is  the 
case  can  only  be  guessed  at  by  those  who,  by  some  happy  ac- 
cident or  other/possess  a  real  and  effective  ^^  open  seseme !" 
finr  the  doors  of  Paris. 

With  all  the  superabundance  of  vanity  ascribed  to  the 
French,  they  certainly  show  infinitely  less  0f  it  in  their  in- 
tercourse with  their  fellow-creatures  than  we  do.  I  have 
seen  a  countess,  whose  title  was  of  a  dozen  feir  descents,  open 
the  external  door  of  her  apartment,  and  welcome  the  guests 
who  appeared  at  it  with  as  much  grace  and  elegance  as  if  a 
triple  relay  of  tall  fellows  who  wore  her  colours  had  handed 
their  names  from  hall  to  drawing-room.  Tet  in  this  case 
there  was  no  want  of  wealth.  Coachman,  footman,  abigail, 
and  doubtless  all  fitting  etceteras,  owned  her  as  their  sovereign 
lady  and  mistress.  But  they  happened  to  have  been  sent 
I.  a 
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hither  and  thither,  and  it  never  entered  her  imagination  that 
her  dignity  could  be  oompromised  by  her  appearing  without 
them.  In  shorty  the  vanity  of  the  French  does  not  show  it- 
self in  little  things;  and  it  is  exactly  for  this  reason  that  their 
enjoyment  of  society  is  stripped  of  so  much  of  the  anxious, 
sensitive,  ostentatious,  self-seeking  etiquette  which  so  heavily 
encumbers  our  own. 

There  are  some  among  us,  my  friend,  who  might  say  of 
this  testimony  to  the  charm  of  French  society,  that  there  was 
danger  in  praising,  and  pointing  out  as  an  example  to  be 
foUowed,  the  manners  of  a  people  whose  morality  is  considered 
as  so  much  less  strict  than  our  own.  Could  I  think  that,  by 
thus  approving  what  is  agreeable,  I  could  lessen  by  a  single 
hairVbreadth  the  interval  which  we  believe  exists  between 
us  in  this  respect,  I  would  turn  my  approval  to  reproof,  and 
my  superficial  praise  to  deep-dyed  reprobation  ;  but  to  any 
who  should  express  such  a  fear,  I  would  reply  by  assuring 
them  that  it  would  require  a  very  different  species  of  intimacy 
from  any  to  which  I  had  the  honour  of  being  admitted,  in 
order  to  authorise,  from  personal  observation,  any  attack 
upon  the  morals  of  Parisian  society.  More  scrupulous  and 
delicate  refinement  in  the  tone  of  manners  can  neither  be  found 
nor  wished  for  anywhere;  and  I  do  very  strongly  suspect, 
that  many  of  the  pictures  of  French  depravity  which  have 
been  brought  home  to  us  by  our  travellers,  have  been  made 
after  sketches  taken  in  scenes  and  circles  to  which  the  intro- 
ductions I  so  strongly  reconunend  to  my  countrywomen  could 
by  no  possibility  lead  them.  It  is  not  of  such  that  I  can  be 
supposed  to  speak. 

A  propos  of  false  impressions  and  felse  reports,  I  may  repeal 
to  you  an  anecdote  which  I  heard  yesterday  evening.  The 
little  committee  in  which  it  was  related  consisted  Df  at  least  a 
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dozen  persons,  and  it  appeared  that  I  was  myself  the  only  one 
to  whom  it  was  new. 

'^  It  is  rather  more  than  two  years  ago,"  said  the  speaker, 
"  that  we  had  amongst  ns  an  Engh'sh  gentteman,  who  avowed 
that  it  was  his  purpose  to  write  on  France,  not  as  other  men 
write— snperficiaHy,  respecting  troths  that  lie  obvious  to 
ordinary  eyes— hot  with  a  research  that  should  make  him 
caqoainted  with  all  things  above,  about,  and  imderneath.  He 
professed  this  intention  to  more  than  one  dear  fiiend  •  anri 
more  than  one  dear  friend  took  the  trouble  of  tracino-him  in 
bis  chase  after  hidden  truths.    Not  long  after  his  arrival 
among  os,  this  gentleman  became  intimately  acquainted  with 
a  lady  more  celebrated  for  the  variety  of  her  friendships  with 
men  of  letters  than  for  the  endurance  of  them.    This  lady  re- 
ceived the  attentions  of  the  stranger  with  distinguished  kind- 
ness, and,  among  other  proofs  of  regard,  undertook  to  purvey 
for  him  allsorts  of  private  anecdotes,  great  and  little,  thatfrom 
the  mass  he  might  form  an  average  estimate  of  the  people  ; 
assuring  him  at  the  same  time,  that  no  one  in  Paris  was  more 
au  fait  of  its  secret  histories  than  herself.    This,"  continued 
my  informant,  "  might  be,  and  I  believe  was,  very  particu- 
larly true;  and  the  English  traveller  might  have  been  justified 
in  giving  to  his  countryn>en  and  countrywomen  as  much  in- 
sight into  such  mysteries  as  he  thought  good  for  them  :  but 
when  he  published  the  venomous  slanders  of  this  female  re- 
specting persons  not  only  of  the  highest  honour,  but  of  the 
most  unspotted  reputation,  he  did  what  will  blast  his  name  as 
long  as  his  charlaUn  book  is  remembered/'    Such  were  the 
indignant  words ;  and  there  was  nothing  in  the  tone  with 
which  they  were  uttered  to  weaken  their  expression. 

I  tell  you  the  tale  as  I  heard  it;  but  I  will  not  repeat  much 
more  that  was  said  on  the  same  subject,  nor  will  I  give  any 
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A )..  B. ,  or  G hints  as  to  the  names  so  freely 

mentioned. 

Some  degree  of  respectability  ought  certainly  to  attach  to 
those  from  whom  im{K>rtant  information  is  sought  respecting 
the  morals  and  manners  of  a  country,  when  it  is  the  intention 
of  the  inquirer  that  his  observations  and  statements  upon  it 
should  become  authority  to  the  whde  civilized  world. 

The  above  conversation,  however, was  brought  to  a  laugh- 
ing conclusion  by  Madame  G ,  who,  addressing  her  has. 

band  as  he  was  seconding  the  angry  eloquence  I  have  repeat- 
ed, said,  '^  Galmez-vous  done,  mon  ami :  apr^s  tout,  le  tableau 
fait  par  M.  le  Voyageur  des  dames  Anglaises  n'a  rien  k  nous 
faire  monrir  de  jalousie." 

I  suspect  that  neither  you  nor  any  other  lady  of  England 
will  feel  disposed  to  contradict  her.  Adieu ! 


LETTER    VII. 

Alarm  created  by  the  Trial  of  the  Lyons  Prisoners. — Visits  from  a 
Republican  and  from  a  Doctrinaire :  reassured  by  the  promises  of 
safety  and  protection  received  from  the  latter. 

We  have  really  had  something  very  like  a  panic  amongst 
us,  from  the  rumours  in  circulation  respecting  this  terrible 
trial,  which  is  now  rapidly  approaching.  Many  people  think 
ihat  fearful  scenes  may  be  expected  to  take  place  in  Paris 
when  it  begins. 

The  newspapers  of  all  parties  are  so  full  of  the  subject,  that 
there  is  little  else  to  be  found  in  them;  and  all  those,  of 
whatever  colour,  which  are  opposed  to  the  government, 
describe  the  manner  in  which  the  proceedings  are  to  be 
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managed,  as  the  most  tyrannical  exercise  of  power  ever  prac- 
tised in  modern  Europe. 

The  legitimate  royalists  declare  it  to  be  illegal,  inasmuch 
9S  the  colprits  have  a  right  to  be  tried  by  a  jury  of  their  peers 
—the  citizens  of  France;  whereas  it  appears  that  this  their 
chartered  right  is  denied  them,  and  that  no  other  judge  or 
jury  is  to  be  permitted  in  thdr  case  than  the  peers  of  France. 

Whether  this  accusation  will  be  satisfactorily  answered  I 
know  not;  but  there  certainly  does  appear  to  be  somethuig 
rather  plausible,  at  least,  in  the  objection.  Nevertheless,  it 
is  not  very  difficult  to  see  that  the  28th  Article  of  the  Charter 
may  be  made  to  answer  it,  which  says,— 

*^  The  Chamber  of  Peers  takes  cognizance  of  high*treason, 
and  of  attempts  against  the  safety  of  the  state  which  shall 
be  defined  by  law." 

Now,  though  this  defining  by  law,  appears,  by  what  I  can 
learn,  to  be  an  operation  not  yet  quite  completed,  there  seems 
to  be  something  so  very  like  high-treason  in  some  of  the 
offences  for  which  these  prisoners  are  to  be  tried,  that  the 
irst  clause  of  the  article  may  do  indifferently  well  to  cover  it. 

The  republiean  journals,  pamphlets,  and  publications  of  all 
sorts,  however,  treat  the  whole  business  of  their  detention 
and  trial  as  the  most  tremendous  infringement  of  the  newly- 
aequired  rights  of  Young  France;  and  they  say-^nay,  they  do 
swear,  that  crowned  king,  created  peers,  and  placed  minis- 
ters, never  dared  to  venture  upon  anything  so  tyirannical  as  this. 

AH  that  the  unfortunate  Louis  Seize  ever  did,  or  suffered 
to  be  done— all  that  the  banished  Charles  Dix  ever  threatened 
to  do-^never  '^  roared  so  loud,  and  thundered  in  the  index," 
a§  does  this  deed  without  a  name  about  to  be  perpetrated  by 
Kiilg  Louis-Philippe  the  First. 

At  last,  however,  the  horrible  thing  has  been  christened, 
and  Pfioc^s  Mozvstrb  is  its  name.    This  is  a  happy  device,. 
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and  will  save  a  world  of  words.  Before  it  received  this 
expressive  appellation,  every  paragraph  concerning  it  began 
by  a  roundabout  specification  of  the  horrific  business  they 
were  about  to  speak  of;  but  since  this  lucky  name  has  been 
hit  upon,  all  prefatory  eloquence  is  become  unnecessary  : 
Proces  MoHStre!  simply  Proces  Monstre/ expresses  all  it  could 
say  in  two  words;  and  whatever  follows  may  safely  become 
matter  of  news  and  narrative  respecting  it. 

This  new$,  and  these  narratives,  however,  still  vary  con- 
siderably, and  leave  one  in  a  very  vacillating  state  of  mind 
as  to  what  may  happen  next.  One  account  states  that  Paris 
is  immediately  to  be  put  under  martial  law,  and  all  foreigners, 
except  those  attached  to  the  different  embassies,  civilly 
requested  to  depart.  Another  declares  all  this  to  be  a  weak 
invention  of  the  enemy ;  but  hints  that  it  is  probable  a  pretty 
strong  cordon  of  troops  will  surround  the  city,  to  keep  watch 
day  and  night,  lest  lesjeunes  gens  of  the  metropolis,  in  their 
mettlesome  mood,  should  seek  to  wash  out  in  the  blood  of 
their  fellow-citizens  the  stain  which  the  illegitimate  birth  of 
the  monster  has  brought  upon  France.  Others  announce 
that  a  devoted  body  of  patriots  have  sworn  to  sacrifice  a 
hecatomb  of  National  Guards,  to  atone  for  an  abomination 
which  many  believe  to  originate  with  them. 

Not  a  few  declare  that  the  trial  will  never  take  place ;  that 
the  government,  audacious  as  they  say  it  is,  dare  do  no  more 
than  hold  up  the  effigy  of  the  monster  to  frighten  the  people, 
and  that  a  general  amnesty  will  end  the  business.  In  truth, 
it  would  .be  a  tedious  task  to  record  one  lialf  of  the  tales  that 
are  in  circulation  on  this  subject ;  but  I  do  assure  yon,  that 
listening  to  the  awful  note  of  preparation  for  ail  that  is  to  be 
done  at  the  Luxembourg  is  quite  enough  to  make  one  nervous, 
and  many  English  families  have  already  thought  it  prudent 
to  leave  the  city. 
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At  one  moment  we  were  really  worked  into  a  state  very 
nearly  approaching  terror  by  the  vehement  eloquence  of  a 
fiery-hot  republican  who  paid  as  a  visit.  I  ventured  to  lead 
to  the  terrible  subject  by  asking  him  if  he  thought  the 
approaching  political  trials  likely  to  produce  any  resdt  beyond 
their  disagreeable  influence  on  the  convenience  of  the  parties 
concerned  f  but  I  really  repented  my  temerity  when  I  saw  the 
cloud  which  gathered  on  his  brow  as  he  replied  :— 

^^ Remit!  What  do  you  call  result,  madam?  Is  the 
boming  indignation  of  millions  of  Frenchmen  a  result?  Are 
the  execrations  of  the  noble  beings  enslaved,  imprisoned, 
tortured,  trampled  on  by  tyranny,  a  result?  Are  the  groans 
<tf  their  wives  and  mothers— are  the  tears  of  their  bereaved 
diildren— a  result  ?-^Yes,  yes,  there  will  be  results  enough ! 
They  are  yet  to  come,  but  come  they  will;  and  when  they 
do,  think  you  that  the  next  revolution  will  be  one  of  three 
days?  Do  your  countrymen  think  so?  does.  Europe  thiuk 
so?  There  has  been  another  revolution,  to  whidi  it  will 
more  resemble.'^ 

He  looked  rather  ashamed  of  himself,  I  thou^t,  when  he 
had  concluded  his  tirade, — and  well  he  m^ht ;  but  there  was 
such  a  hideous  tone  of  propheey  in  this,  that  I  actually 
trembled  as  I  listened  to  him,  and,  all  jesting  apart,  thoughts 
of  pas^orts  to  be  signed  and  conveyances  to  be  hired,  were 
arranging  themselves  very  seriously  in  my  brain.  But  b^re 
we  went  out  for  the  evening,  all  these  gloomy  meditations 
were  mo^  a^eeably  dispersed  by  a  visit  from  a  staid  old 
doctrinaire,  who  was  not  only  a  soberer  politician,  but  one 
oonsideFably  more  likely  to  know  what  he  was  talking 
about  than  the  youth  who  had  harangued  us  in  the  mom 

ing. 

Anxious  to  have  my  fears  either  confirmed  or  removed,  I 
hastened  to  tell  him,  half  in  jest,  half  in  earnest,  that  we  were 
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beginning  to  think  of  taking  an  abropt  leave  of  Paris.    ^  ^  And 
why?"  said  he. 

I  stated  very  seriously  my  newly-awakened  fears;  at  whieh 
he  laughed  heartily,  and  with  an  air  of  such  unfeigned 
amusement,  that  I  was  cured  at  once. 

**  Whom  can  you  have  been  listening  to  ?"  said  he. 

^'I  will  not  give  ni^  my  authority,"  I  replied  with  proper 
diplomatic  discretion;  ^^but  I  will  tell  you  exactly  what  a 
gentleman  who  has  been  here  this  morning  has  been  saying 
to  us."  And  I  did  so  precisely  as  I  have  repeated  it  to  you; 
upon  which  he  laughed  more  heartily  than  before,  and 
rublnng  his  hands,  as  if  perfectly  delighted,  he  exclaimed, 
'^ Delicious^  And  you  really  have  been  fortunate  enough  to 
Min  with  one  of  these  enfans  perdus?  I  really  wish  you 
joy.  But  do  not  set  off  immediately :  listen  first  to  another 
view  of  the  case."  I  assured  him  that  this  was  exactly  what 
I  wished  to  do,  and  very  truly  declared  that  he  could  do 
me  no  greater  fiivour  than  to  put  me  au  fait  of  the  real  state 
of  affoirs. 

'^Willingly  will  I  do  so/'  smd  he;  ^^and  be  assured  I 
will  not  deceive  you*"  AVhereupon  I  dosed  the  croisie, 
that  no  rattling  wheels  might  disturb  us,  and  prepared  to 
listen. 

^^My  good  lady,"  he  began  with  great  kindness,  ^^soyez 
tranquille.  There  is  no  more  danger  of  revolution  at  this 
time  in  France  than  there  Is  in  Russia.  Louis-Philippe  is 
adored;  the  laws  are  respected;  order  is  universally  esta- 
blished; and  if  there  be  a  sentiment  of  discontent  or  a 
feeling  approaching  to  irritation  among  any  deserving  the 
name  of  Frenchmen,  it  is  against  these  miserable  vauriens, 
who  still  cherish  the  wild  hope  of  disturbing  our  peace 
and  our  prosperity.  But  fear  nothing :  trust  me,  the  munber 
of  these  is  too  small  to  make  it  worth  while  to  count  them.'^ 
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You  will  believe  I  heard  this  wilh  sincere  satisfiiction;  and 
I  really  felt  very  grateful,  both  for  tlie  infonnatioD,  and  the 
ffieiidly  manner  in  which  it  was  given. 

*^  I  rejoice  to  hear  this,"  said  I :  ^^  but  may  I,  as  a  matter  of 
curiosity,  ask  yon  what  yon  think  about  this  famous  trial? 
How  do  yon  think  it  will  end?" 

**As  all  trials  ought  to  end,"  he  replied:  ^  by  bringing  all 
sndi  as  are  found  guilty  to  punishment." 

^'Heaven  grant  itT'  said  I; ''for  the  sake  of  mankind  in 
general,  and  for  that  portion  of  it  in  particular  which 
happen  at  the  present  moment  to  inhabit  Paris.  But  do 
yon  not  think  that  the  irritation  produced  by  these  prepa- 
rations at  the  Luxembourg  is  of  considerable  extent  and  vio- 
lence?" 

^^  To  whatever  extent  this  irritation  may  have  gone,"  he 
answered  gravely,  ^^itisan  undoubted  fact,— undoubted  in 
the  quarter  where  most  is  known  about  the  matter,— that  the 
feeling  which  approves  these  preparations  is  not  only  of  greater 
extent,  but  of  infinitely  deeper  sincerity,  than  that  which  is 
opposed  to  it.  What  you  have  heard  to-day  is  mere  un- 
meaning bluster.  The  trial,  I  do  assure  you,  is  very  popu- 
lar. It  is  for  the  justification  and  protection  of  the  National 
Guard ;— and  are  we  not  all  National  Guards  ?" 

^^  But  are  all  the  National  Guards  true?" 

'^Perhaps  not.  But  be  sure  of  this,  that  there  are 
enough  true  to  igorger  without  any  difficulty  those  who  are 
not.'* 

''But  is  it  not  very  probable,"  said  I,  '^  that  the  republican 
feeting  may  be  quite  strong  enough  to  produce  another  dis- 
turbaiK^e,  though  not  another  revolution?  And  the  situation 
of  strangers  would  probably  become  very  embarrassing,  should 
this  eventually  lead  to  any  renewed  ouibreakings  of  public 
enthusiasm." 
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'^  Not  the  least  in  the  worid,  I  do  assure  yon ;  for,  at  any 
rate,  all  the  enthusiasm,  as  yon  civilly  call  it,  would  only  elicit 
additto;iial  proof  of  the  stability  and  power  of  the  government 
which  we  are  now  so  happy  as  to  enjoy.  The  enthusiasm 
would  be  speedily  calmed,  depend  upon  it." 

''A  peaceable  traveller,"  said  I,  ^' can  wish  for  no  better 
news;  and  henceforward  I  shall  endeavour  to  read  and  to 
listen  with  a  tranquil  spirit,  let  the  prisoners  or  their  parti- 
sans say  what  they  may." 

*'You  will  do  wisely,  believe  me.  Rest  in  perfect  confi- 
dence and  security,  and  be  assured  that  Louis-Philippe  holds 
all  the  English  as  his  right  good  friends.  While  this  is  the 
case,  neither  Windsor  Castle  nor  the  Tower  of  London  itselj 
could  afford  you  a  safer  abode  than  Paris." 

With  this  seasonable  and  very  efficient  encouragement, 
he  left  me ;  and,  as  I  really  believe  him  to  know  more  about 
the  new-bom  politics  of  ''Young  France"  than  most  people^ 
I  go  on  very  tranqnilly  making  engagements,  with  but 
few  misgivings  lest  barricades  should  prevent  my  keeping 
them. 


LETTER    VIIL 

Eloquence  of  the  Pulpit. — L'Abbe  Coeur. — Sermon  at  St.  Roch. — 
Elegant  Congregation. — Costume  of  the  younger  Clergy. 

There  is  one  novelty,  and  to  me  a  very  agreeable  one, 
which  I  have  remarked  since  my  return  to  this  volatile  France : 
this  is  the  fashion  and  consideration  whidi  now  attend  the 
eloquence  of  her  preachers. 

Political  economists  assert  that  the  supply  of  every  article 
follows  the  demand  for  it  in  a  degree  nicely  proportioned  to 
the  wants  of  the  population;  and  it  is  upon  this  principle,  I 
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presume,  ihat  we  must  account  for  the  present  afflaence  of  a 
lalent  which  some  few  years  ago  could  hardly  be  said  to 
exist  in  France,  and  miglit  perhaps  have  been  altogether 
denied  to  it,  had  not  the  pages  both  dfFenelon  and  his  elo- 
quent antagonist,  Bossuet,  rendered  sach  an  injustice  impos- 
sible. 

It  was,  I  think,  about  a  dozen  years  ago  that  I  took  some 
trouble  to  discover  if  any  traces  of  this  glorious  eloquence  re- 
mained at  Paris.  I  heard  sermons  at  Notre  Dame— at  St.  Roch 
—at  iSt.  Eostache;  but  never  was  a  search  after  talent  attend- 
ed with  worse  success.  The  preachers  were  nought;  they 
had  the  air,  too,  of  being  vulgar  and  uneducated  men, 
which  I  believe  was,  and  indeed  still  is,  very  frequently  the 
case.  The  churches  were  nearly  empty;  and  the  few  persons 
scattered  up  and  down  theur  splendid  aisles  appeared, 
generally  speaking,  to  be  of  the  very  lowest  order  of  old 
women. 

How  great  is  now  the  contrast !  Nowhere  are  we  so  cer- 
tain of  seeing  a  crowd  of  elegantly-dressed  and  distinguished 
persons  as  in  the  principal  churches  of  Paris.  Nor  is  it  a 
crowd  that  mocks  the  eye  with  any  tinsel  pretensions  to  a 
rank  they  do  not  possess.  Inquire  who  it  is  that  so  meekly 
and  devoutly  kneels  on  one  side  of  you--that  so  sedulously 
turns  the  pages  of  her  prayer-book  on  the  other,  and  you  will 
be  answered  by  the  announcement  of  the  noblest  names 
remaining  in  France. 

Though  the  eloquence  of  the  pulpit  has  always  been  an  ob- 
ject of  attention  and  interest  to  me  in  all  countries,  I  hardly 
ventured  on  my  first  arrival  here  to  inquire  again  if  anything 
of  the  kind  existed,  lest  I  should  once  more  be  sent  to  listen 
to  an  inaudible  mumbling  preacher,  and  to  look  at  the  deaf 
and  dozing  old  women  who  formed  his  congregation.  But  it 
has  needed  no  inquiry  to  make  us  speedily  acquainted  with 
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the  fact,  that  the  churches  have  become  the  fovaurite  resort 
of  the  young,  the  beautiful,  the  high-bom,  and  the  instructed* 
Whence  comes  this  change? 

^^  Have  you  heard  TAhb^  Goeur?''  was  a  question  asked  me 
before  I  had  been  here  a  week,  by  one  who  would  not  for 
worlds  have  been  accounted  rococo.  When  I  replied  that  i 
had  not  even  heard  of  him,  I  saw  plainly  that  it  was  decidjed 
I  could  know  very  Httle  indeed  of  what  was  going  on  in  Paris. 
^^  That  is  really  extraordinary !  but  I  engage  you  to  go  with- 
out delay.  He  is,  I  assure  you,  quite  as  much  the  foshion 
as  Taglioni." 

As  the  conversation  was  continuM  on  the  subjectof feshion- 
able  preachers,  I  soon  found  that  I  was  indeed  altogether 
benighted.  Other  celebrated  names  were  dted  r  Lacordaire, 
Duguerry ,  and  some  others  that  I  do  not  remember,  were  spoken 
of  as  if  their  fame  must  of  necessity  have  reached  from  pole  to 
pole,  but  of  which,  in  truth,  I  knew  no  more  than  if  thegen- 
tlemen  had  been  private  chaplains  to  the  princes  of  Chili. 
However,  I  set  down  all  their  names  with  much  docility ;  and 
the  more  I  listened,  the  more  I  rejoiced  that  the  Passion- 
week  and  Easter,  those  most  Catholic  seasons  for  preaching, 
were  before  us,  being  fully  determined  to  profit  by  this 
opportunity  of  hearing  in  perfection  what  was  so  perfectly 
new  to  me  as  popular  preaching  in  Paris. 

I  have  lost  little  time  in  putting  this  resolution  into  effect. 
The  church  of  St  Roch  is,  I  believe,  the  most  fashionable  in 
Paris ;  it  was  there,  too,  that  we  were  sure  of  hearing  this  ce- 
lebrated Abb^  Coeur;  and  both  these  reasons  together  decided 
that  it  was  at  St.  Roch  our  sermon-seeking  should  begin.  I 
therefore  immediately  set  about  discovering  the  day  ancLhour 
on  which  he  would  make  his  appearance  in  the  pulpit. 

When  inquiring  these  particulars  in  the  church,  we  were 
informed,  that  if  we  intended  to  procure  chairs,  it  would  be 
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necessary  to  come  at  least  one  good  hoar  before  the  high  mass 
which  fHTCceded  the  sermon  should  hegin.  This  was  rather 
alamuDg  intelligence  to  a  party  of  heretics  who  had  an 
immense  deal  of  basinesson  their  hands;  hot  I  was  stead&ist 
in  my  purpose,  and,  with  a  small  detachment  of  my  fiimily, 
sabmitted  to  the  preliminary  penance  of  sitting  the  long  silent 
iHNir  in  front  of  the  pulpit  of  St.  Roch.  The  precaution  was, 
however,  perfectly  necessary,  for  the  crowd  was  really 
tremendous;  hot,  to  console  us,  it  was  of  the  most  elegant 
description ;  and,  after  all,  the  hour  scarcely  appeared  much 
too  long  for  the  business  of  reviewing  the  YiMt  multitude  of 
gracefol  personages,  waving  plumes,  i^Rd  blooming  flowers, 
that  ceased  not  during  every  moment  of  the  time  to  collect 
themselves  closer  and  closer  still  about  us. 

Nothing  certainly  could  be  more  beautiful  than  this  collec- 
tion of  bonnets,  unless  it  were  the  collection  of  eyes  under 
^em.  The  proportion  of  ladies  to  gentlemen  was  on  the 
whole,  we  thought,  not  less  than  twelve  to  one. 

* '  Jed^irenus  savoir,"  said  a  young  man  near  me,  address- 
ing an  extremely  pretty  woman  who  sat  befide  him,— ^'  Je 
dtSsirerais  savoir  si  par  hasard  M.  TAbb^  Ckeur  est  jeune." 
The  lady  answered  not,  but  frowned  most  indignantly. 
A  few  minutes  afterwards,  his-doubts  upon  this  point,  if  he 
really  had  any,  were  removed.    A  man  for  from  ill-lo(dEing, 
and  ferther  still  from  being  old,  mounted  the  tribune,  and 
some  thousands  of  bright  eyes  were  rivetted  upon  him.    The 
silent  and  profound  attention  which  hung  on  every  word  he 
attered,  unbroken  as  it  was  by  a  single  idle  sound,  or  even 
glance,  showed  plainly  that  his  influence  upon  the  splendid 
and  numerous  congregation  that  surrounded  him  must  be  very 
great,  or  the  power  of  his  eloquence  very  strong;  and  it  was 
an  influence  and  a  power  that,  though  ^^  of  another  parish," 
I  could  well  conceive  must  be  generally  felt,  for  he  was  in 
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earnest.    His  voice,  though  weak  and  somewhat  wirey,  was 
distinct,  and  his  enunciation  clear.  I  did  not  lose  a  word. 

His  manner  wassimpleand  affectionate ;  his  language  strong, 
yet  not  intemperate;  but  he  decidedly  appealed  more  to  the 
hearts  of  his  hearers  than  to  their  understandings ;  and  it  was 
their  hearts  that  answered  him,  for  many  of  them  wept  plen- 
teously. 

A  great  number  of  priests  were  present  at  this  sermon,  who 
were  all  dressed  in  their  full  clerical  habits,  and  sat  in  places 
reserved  for  them  immediately  in  front  of  the  pulpit :  they 
were  consequently  very  near  us,  and  we  had  abundant  oppor- 
tunity to  remark  the'  traces  of  that  march  of  mind  which  is 
doing  so  many  wondrous  works  upon  earth. 

Instead  of  the  tonsure  which  we  have  been  used  to  see,  cer- 
tainly with  some  feeling  of  reverence—for  it  was  often  shorn 
into  the  very  centre  of  crisped  locks,  while  their  raven  black 
or  shining  chestnut  still  spoke  of  youth  that  scrupled  not  to 
sacrifice  its  comeliness  to  a  feeling  of  religious  devotion;— 
instead  of  this,  we  now  saw  unshaven  crowns,  and  more  than 
one  pairofllourishingfaViOri5,nourished,trained, and  trimmed 
evidently  with  the  nicest  care,  though  a  stiff  three-cornered 
cowl  in  every  instance  hung  behind  the  rich  and  waving 
honours  of  the  youthful  head . 

The  effect  of  this  strange  mixture  is  very  singular.  But 
notwithstanding  this  bold  abandonment  of  priestly  costume 
among  the  junior  clergy,  there  were  in  the  long  double  row 
of  anointed  heads  which  faced  the  pulpit  some  exceedingly 
fine  studies  for  an  artist;  and  wherever  the  ofTending  Adam 
was  subdued  by  years,  nothing  could  be  in  better  keeping 
than  the  countenances  and  the  sacred  garb  of  those  to  whom 
they  belonged.  Similar  causes  will,  I  suppose,  at  all  times 
produce  similar  effects;  and  it  is  therefore  that  among  the 
twenty  priests  at  St.  Roch  in  4835, 1  seemed  to  recognise  the 
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lorigioais  of  many  a  holy  head  with  which  the  painters  of  Italy, 
Spain,  and  Flanders,  have  made  me  familiar. 

The  contrast  furnished  by  Uie  deep-set  eyes,  and  the  fine 

severe  expression  of  some  of  these  consecrated  brows,  to  the 

light,  airy  elegance  of  the  pretty  women  aroand  them,  was 

efficiently  striking;  and,  together  with  the  mellow  light  of 

the  shaded  windows,  and  ihe  lofty  spaciousness  of  the  noble 

chordi,  formed  a  spectacle  highly  picturesque  and  impressive. 

Afker  the  sermon  was  over,  and  while  the  gaily-habited 

congregation  fluttered  away  through  the  different  doors  like 

so  many  butterflies  hastening  to  meet  returning  jsunshine,  we 

amused  ourselves  by  wandering  round  the  church.    It  is  mag- 

nifioently  large  for  a  parish  church ;  but,  excepting  in  some 

of  the  little  chapels,  we  found  not  much  to  admire. 

That  very  unrighteous  old  churchman,  the  Abb^  Dubois, 
has  a  fine  monument  there,  restored  from  Les  Petits  Angus- 
tins;  and  a  sort  of  marble  medallion,  bearing  the  head  of  the 
immortal  Corneille — immortal  despite  M.  Victor  Hugo — is 
also  restored,  and  placed  against  one  of  the  heavy  columns  of, 
I  think,  the  centre  aisle.    But  we  paused  longest  in  a  little 
chapel  behind  the  altar— not  the  middle  one,  with  its  well- 
managed  glory  of  crimson  light,  though  that  is  very  beautiful, 
bat  in  the  one  to  the  right  of  it,  which  contams  a  sculptured 
Calvary.    It  is,  I  believe,  only  one  of  les  stations ,  of  which 
twelve  are  to  be  found  in  different  parts  of  the  church ;  but  it 
has  a  charm — seen  as  we  saw  it,  with  a  strong  effect  of  acci- 
dental light,  bringing  forward  the  delicate  figure  of  the  adoring 
Magdalene*  and  leaving  the  Saviour  in  the  dark  shadow  and 
reposeof  death— that  sets  at  defiance  all  the  connoisseurship 
of  art,  andy  taking  from  yon  all  faculty  to  judge,  leaves  only 
the  power  to  feel.    Under  these  circumstances,  whether  quite 
delusive  or  not  I  hardly  know,  this  group  appeared  to  as  one 
of  exceedmg  beauty. 
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The  high  altar  of  St.  Roch,  and  the  extremity  of  the  carpet- 
ed space  enclosed  round  it,  is  most  lavishly,  beautifully,  and 
fragrantly  adorned  with  flowers  of  the  choicest  kind,  all 
flourishing  in  the  fullest  bloom  in  boxes  and  vases.  It  is  the 
only  instance  I  remember  in  which  the  perfume  of  this  most 
foir  and  holy  decoration  actually  pervaded  the  church.  They 
certainly  offer  the  sweetest  incense  that  «an  be  found  to 
breathe  its  grateful  life  and  spirit  out  on  any  altar ;  and  were 
it  not  for  the  graceful  swinging  of  the  censers,  which  very 
particularly  pleases  my  eye,  I  would  recommend  to  the  Ro- 
man Catholic  church  henceforth  an  economy  ottheir  precious 
gums,  and  advise  them  to  offer  the  incense  of  flowers  in  their 
stead. 

Before  we  left  the  church,  about  a  hundred  and  fifty  boys 
and  girls,  from  ten  to  fourteen  years  of  age,  assembled  to  be 
catechised  by  a  young  priest,  who  received  them  behind  the 
Lady  Chapel.  His  manner  was  familiar,  caressing,  and  kind ; 
and  his  waving^hair  fell  about  his  ears  like  the  picture  of  ^ 
young  St.  John. 


LETTER    IX. 

Literature  of  <the  RevolutioDary  School.— Its  low  estimation  in 

France. 

Among  many  proofii  of  attentive  kindness  which  I  have 
received  from  my  Paris  friends,  their  care  to  furnish  me  with 
a  variety  of  modem  publications  is  not  the  least  agreeable. 

One  fancies  everywhere,  that  it  is  easy,  by  tlie  help  of  a 
circulating  library,  to  know  tolerably  well  what  is  going  on  at 
Paris ;  but  this  is  a  mighty  fond  delusion,  though  sometimes, 
^rhaps,  our  state  may  be  the  more  gracious  from  our  igno- 
Tance. 


AND  THE  FARISIANS.  ftt 

One  gentleman,  to  whom  I  owe  much  gratttode  for  the 
active  good-nature  with  which  he  seems  willing  to  assist  me 
in  all  my  researches,  has  given  me  mach  cnrions  information 
respecting  the  present  state  of  literature  and  literary  men  in 
Fraaoe. 

In  this  department  of  human  greatness,  at  lieast,  those  of 
the  party  which  has  lost  power  and  place  have  a  most  de- 
cided pre-eminence.  Would  it  be  a  pan  to  say  that  there  is 
poetical  josyce  in  this  ? 

The  active,  busy,  bustling  politicians  of  the  hour  have  sae- 
eeeded  in  thrusting  everything  else  out  of  place,  and  them- 
selves Into  it.  One  dynasty  has  been  overthrown,  and  another 
established ;  old  laws  have  been  abrogated,  and  hundreds  of 
new  ones  framed ;  hereditary  nobles  have  been  disinherited, 
and  little  men  made  great;— but  amidst  this  plenitude  of 
destractiveness,  they  have  not  yet  contrived  to  make  any  one 
of  the  puny  literary  reputations  of  the  day  weigh  down  the 
renown  of  those  who  have  never  lent  their  voices  to  the  cause 
of  treason,  regicide,  rebellion,  or  obscenity.  The  literary 
reputations  both  of  Chateaubriand  and  Lamartine  stand  higher, 
beyond  all  comparison,  than  those  of  any  other  living  French 
authors;  yet  the  first,  wkh  all  his  genius,  has  often  suffered 
his  imagination  to  run  riot,  and  the  last  has  only  given  to  the 
public  the  leisure  of  his  literary  life.  But  both  of  them  are 
men  of  hooonr  and  principle,  as  weU  as  men  of  genius;  and  it 
comforts  one's  human  nature  to  see  that  these  qualities  will 
keep  themselves  aloft,  despite  whatever  squally  winds  may 
blow,  or  biostering  floods  assail  them.  That  both  Ghatean- 
briand  and  Lamartine  belong  rather  to  the  imaginative  than 
to  the  positive  dass,  cannot  be  denied ;  but  they  are  renowned 
throaghout  the  world,  and  France  is  proud  of  them. 

The  most  curious  literary  specalations,  however,  suggested 

by  the  present  state  of  letters  in  this  country,  are  not  respect^ 

1.. 
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ing  aulhors  such  as  these :  ihey  speak  for  themselves,  and  al! 
the  world  knows  them  and  their  position.  The  circamstance 
decidedly  the  most  worthy  of  remark  in  the  literature  of 
France  at  the  present  time,  is  the  effect  which  the  last  revo- 
lution appears  to  have  produced.  With  the  exception  of  his- 
tory,  to  which  both  Thiers  and  Mignet  have  added  something 
that  may  live,  notwithstanding  their  very  defective  philosophy, 
no  single  work  has  appeared  since  the  revolution  of  4850 
which  has  obtained  a  substantial,  elevated,  and  generally 
acknowledged  reputation  for  any  author  unknown  before  that 
period;  not  even  among  all  the  unbridled  ebullitions  of  ima- 
gination, though  restrained  neither  by  decorum,  principle, 
nor  taste,— not  even  here  (excepting  from  one  female  (*)  pen, 
which  might  become,  were  it  the  pleasure  of  the  hand  that 
wields  it,  the  flrst  now  extant  in  the  world  of  fiction,)  has 
anything  appeared  likely  to  survive  its  author;  nor  is  there 
any  writer  who,  during  the  same  period,  has  raised  himself  to 
that  station  in  society,  by  means  of  his  literary  productions, 
which  is  so  universally  accorded  to  all  who  have  acquired  high 
literary  celebrity  in  any  country. 

The  name  of  M.  Guizot  was  too  well  known  before  the 
revolution  for  these  observations  to  have  any  reference  to 
him;  and  however  much  he  may  have  distinguished  himself 
since  July  4830,  his  reputation  was  made  before.  There  are, 
however,  little  writers  in  prodigious  abundance;  and  though 
as  perfectly  sure  of  the  truth  of  what  I  have  here  stated  as 
that  I  am  alive  to  write  it,  I  should  expect  a  terrible  riot  about 
my  ears,  could  such  words  be  heard  by  the  swarm  of  tiny 
genittses  that  settle  io  clusters,  some  on  the  newspapers,  some 
on  the  theatres,  and  some  on  the  busy  little  printing-press  of 
the  tale-tellers;— could  they  catch  me,  I  am  sure  I  should  be 
stung  to  death. 

(I)  O.  Sand. 
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How  well  I  can  fancy  the  clamour!  .  .  .  ^'  Infamous  li- 
beller!" cries  one;  '^  have  not  I  adiieved  a  reputation?  Do 
I  not  receive  yearly  some  hundreds  of  francs  for  my  sublime 
fioniliarity  with  sin  and  misery?  and  are  not  my  works  read 
by  ^  Young  France*  with  ecstasy?  Is  not  this  fame?"  ^'And 
I,**  says  another,—^'  is  it  of  such  as  I  and  my  contemporary 
feUow-labonrers  in  the  vast  field  of  new  ploughed  speculation 
that  you  speak?"  ^^  Whatcall  you  reputation,  woman?"  says 
a  third  :  ^^do  not  the  theatres  overflow  when  I  send  murder, 
lust,  and  incest  on  the  stage,  to  witch  tbe'worid  with  won- 
drous wickedness?"  ^^  And,  I  too,"  groans  another^— ^'  am 
I  not  fiimous?  Are  not  my  delicious  tales  of  unschooled  na* 
tore  in  the  hands  of  every  free-born  youth  and  tender  maid 
in  this  our  regenerated  Athens  ?  Is  not  this  feme,  infemous 
slanderer?" 

Were  I  obliged  to  answer  all  this,  I  could  only  say,  '^  ^r- 
rangez-vous,  canaille!  If  you  call  this  fame,  take  it,  try  it, 
make  the  most  of  it,  and  see  where  you  will  be  some  dozen 
years  hence.** 

Notwithstanding  this  extraordinary  lack  of  great  ability, 
however,  there  never,  I  believe,  was  any  period  in  which  the 
IHrinting-presses  of  France  worked  so  hard  as  at  present. 
Th€  revolution  of  4850  seems  to  have  set  all  the  minor  spirits 
in  motion.  There  is  scarcely  a  boy  so  insignificant,  or  a 
woriunan  so  unlearned,  as  to  doubt  his  having  the  power  and 
the  right  to  instruct  the  world.  '^  Every  breathing  soul  in 
Paris  took  a  part  in  this  glorious  struggle,"  says  the  recording 
newspaper;  — •  ^<  Yes,  all !"  echoes  the  smutched  mechanic, 
ADOitiDg  and  snuffing  the  air  with  the  intoxicating  conscious- 
ness of  imputed  power  ;—^'  Yes !"  answer  the  galopins  one 
and  all,  ^'  it  is  we^  it  is  we !"  And  then,  like  the  restless 
witches  on  the  barren  heath  that  their  breath  has  blasted  ^ 
the  great   reformers  rouse   themselves  again,  and  look- 
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log  from  the  mischief  they  have  done  to  the  stiif  wone  that 
remains  behind,  they  mutter  prophetically,  ^*  We  'lido — 
we'll  do  — we'll  do!" 

To  me,  I  confess,  it  is  perfectly  astonishing  that  any  one 
can  be  found  to  class  the  writers  of  this  restless  clique  as  '^  the 
literary  men  of  Fr^mce."  Yet  it  has  been  done ;  and  it  is  not 
till  the  effects  of  the  popular  commotion  which  brought  them 
into  existence  has  fully  subsided,  that  the  actual  state  of 
French  literature  cap  be  fiiirly  ascertained. 

B^raoger  was  not  the  production  of  that  whirlwind ;  but, 
in  truth,  let  him  sing  what  or  when  he  will,  the  fire  of  genuine 
poetic  inspiration  must  perforce  flash  across  the  thickest  mist 
tliat  false  principles  can  raise  around  him.  He  is  but  a  meteor 
perhaps,  but  a  very  bright  one,  and  must  shine,  though  his 
path  lie  amongst  unwholesome  exhalations  and  most  dangerous 
pitfiills.  But  he  cannot  in  any  way  be  quoted  as  one  of  the 
new-born  race  whose  claim  to  genuine  fame  I  liave  presumed 
to  doubt. 

That  flashes  of  talent,  sparkles  of  wit,  and  bursts  of  florid 
eloquence  are  occasionally  heard,  seen,  and  felt  even  from 
these  is,  however,  certain  :  it  could  hardly  be  otherwise.  But 
they  blaze,  and  go  out.  The  oil  which  feeds  the  lamp  of  re- 
volutionary genius  is  foul,  and  such  noxious  vapours  rise  with 
the  flame  as  must  needs  check  its  brightness. 

Do  not,  however,  believe  me  guilty  of  such  presumption  as 
to  give  you  my  own  onsnpported  judgment  as  to  the  position 
which  this  ^^  new  school"  (as  the  d^cousu  folks  always  call 
themselves)  hold  in  the  public  esteem.  Such  a  judgment 
could  be  little  worth  if  unsupported;  but  my  opinion  en  this 
subject  is,  on  the  contrary,  the  result  of  carefolmquiry  among 
those  who  are  most  competent  to  give  information  respect- 
ing it. 

When  the  names  of  such  as  are  best  known  among  this 
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class  of  authors  are  mentioned  in  society,  let  the  politics  of 
the  circle  he  what  they  may,  they  are  constantly  spoken  of  as 
a  Paria  caste  that  most  l)e  kept  apart. 

"  Do  you  Itnow ?"  has  been  a  question  I  Iwve 

repeatedly  asked  respecting  a  person  wliose  name  is  cited  in 
ElDgland  as  the  most  esteemed  French  writer  of  the  age,  and 
so  cited,  moreover,  to  prove  the  low  standard  of  French  taste 
and  principle. 

^*  No,  madam,"  has  been  invariably  the  cold  reply. 

"Or ?"" 

"  No.    He  is  not  in  society. " 

^'^Or ?" 

"Oh  no !  His  works  live  an  hour  (too  long !)  and  are  for,- 
gotten." 

Should  I  therefore,  my  friend,  return  from  France  with  a 
higher  idea  of  its  good  taste  and  morality  than  I  had  when  I 
entered  it,  think  not  Uiat.  my  own  standard  of  what  is  right 
has  been  lowered,  bat  only  that  I  have  had  the  pleasure  of 
finding  it  differed  much  less  than  I  expected  from  that  of  our 
agreeable  and  hardly'^judged  neighbours  on  this  side  the 
water.  But  I  shall  probably  recur  to  this  subject  again ;  and 
so,  for  the  present,  farewell ! 


LETTER   X. 


Loofidiamp. — The  '*  Three  Houn*  Agony"  at  St.  Eocfa.— Sermons 
on  the  Gospel  of  Good-Friday, — ^Prospects  of  the  Catholics—^ 
0*CooiieiL 

I  DARE  say  you  may  know,  my  firiend,  though  I  did  not, 
that  the  Wednesday,  Thursday,  and  Friday  of  Passion-week 
are  yearly  set  apart  by  (he  Parisians  for  a  splendid  promenade 
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in  carriages,  on  horseback,  and  on  foot,  to  a  part  of  the  Bois 
de  Boulogne  called  Longchamp.  What  the  origin  could  be 
of  80  gay  and  brilliant  an  assemblage  of  people  and  equi- 
pages, evidently  coming  together  to  be  stared  at  and  to  stare, 
oil  days  so  generally  devoted  to  religious  exercises,  rather 
puzzled  me ;  but  I  have  obtained  a  most]  satisfactory  expla- 
nation, which,  in  the  hope  of  your  ignorance,  I  will  commu- 
nicate. The  custom  itself,  it  seems,  is  a  sort  of  religious 
exercise ;  or,  at  any  rate,  it  was  so  at  the  time  of  its  institn- 
tion. 

When  the  heau  monde  of  Paris  first  adopted  the  practice 
of  repairing  to  Longchamp  during  these  days  of  penitence 
and  prayer,  a  convent  stood  there,  whose  nuns  were  cele- 
brated for  performing  the  solemn  services  appointed  for  the 
season  with  peculiar  piety  and  effect.  They  sustained  this 
reputation  for  many  years;  and  for  many  years  all  who 
could  find  admittance  within  their  church  thronged  to  hear 
their  sweet  voices. 

This  convent  was  destroyed  at  the  revolution  (par  excel- 
lence), but  the  iiorses  and  carriages  of 'Paris  still  continue  to 
move  for  evermore  in  the  same  direction  when  the  last  three 
days  of  Lent  arrive. 

The  cavalcade  assembled  on  this  occasion  forms  an  ex- 
tremely pretty  spectacle,  rivalling  a  Spring  Sunday  in  Hyde 
Park  as  to  the  number  and  elegance  of  the  equipages,  and 
greatly  exceeding  it  in  the  beauty  and  extent  of  the  magnifi- 
cent road  on  which  they  show  themselves.  Though  the 
attending  this  congregation  of  wealth,  rank,  and  fiuhioB,  is 
still  called  ^' going  to  Longchamp,''  the  evolutions  of  the 
company,  whether  in  carriages,  on  horseback,  or  on  foot,  are 
at  present  almost  wholly  confined  to  the  noble  avenue  which 
leads  from  the  entrance  to  the  Champs  Elysto  up  to  tiie 
Barri^e  de  I'Etoile. 
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From  about  three  till  six,  the  whole  of  this  ample  spaee  is 
crowded ;  and  I  really  had  no  idea  that  so  many  handsome 
well-appointed  equipages  could  be  found  collected  together 
anywhere  out  of  London.  The  royal  fiunily  had  several 
handsome  carriages  on  the  ground ;  that  of  the  Duke  of  Or- 
leans was  particularly  remarkable  for  the  beauty  of  the 
horses,  and  the  general  elegance  of  the  '^turn-out." 

The  ministers  of  state,  and  all  the  foreign  legations,  did 
hononr  to  the  occasion,  most  of  them  having  very  complete 
equipages,  chasseurs  of  various  plumage,  and  many  with  a 
set  of  lour  beautiful  horses  really  well  harnessed.  Many 
private  individuals,  also,  had  carriages  which  were  handsome 
enough,  together  with  their  elegant  lading,  greatly  to  increase 
the  general  brilliancy  of  the  scene. 

The  only  individual,  however,  except  the  Duke  of  Orleans, 
who  had  two  carriages  on  the  ground,  two  feathered  chas- 
seurs, and  twice  two  pair  of  richly-harnessed  steeds,  was  a 

certain  Mr.  T ,  an  American  merchant,  whose  vast 

wealth,  and  still  more  vast  expenditure,  is  creating  consider- 
able consternation  among  his  sober-minded  countrymen  in 
Paris.  We  were  told  that  the  exuberance  of  this  gentleman's 
transatlantic  taste  was  such,  and  such  the  vivacity  of  his 
inventive  fancy,  that  during  the  three  days  of  the  Long^ 
champ  promenade  he  appeared  on  the  ground  each  day 
with  different  liveries,  having,  as  it  should  seem,  no  particular 
family  reasons  for  preferring  any  one  set  of  colours  to  another. 

The  ground  was  sprinkled,  and  certainly  greatly  adorned, 
by  many  very  elegantrlooking  Englishmen  on  horseback,  the 
pretty  caprioles,  sleek  skins,  and  well-managed  capers  of  that 
prettiest  of  creatures,  a  high-bred  English  saddle-horse, 
being,  as  usual,  among  the  most  attractive  parts  of  the  show. 
Nor  was  there  any  deficiency  of  Frenchmen,  with  very  hand- 
some mon<ures,  to  complete  the  spectacle;  while  the  ample 
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space  under  the  trees  on  either  side  was  crowded  with  thou- 
sands of  smart  pedestrians,  the  whole  scene  being  one  vast 
moving  mass  of  pomp  and  pleasure. 

Nevertheless,  tiie  weather  on  the  first  of  the  three  day» 
was  very  far  from  favourable.  The  wind  was  so  bitterly  cold 
that  I  countermanded  the  carriage  I  had  ordered,  and,  in- 
stead of  going  to  Longchamp,  we  actually  sat  shivering  over 
the  fire  at  home ;  indeed,  before  three  o'clock,  the  ground 
wa&  perfectly  covered  with  snow.  The  next  day  promised 
something  better,  and  we  ventured  to  emerge;  but  the  spec- 
tacle was  really  vexatious,  many  of  the  carriages  being  open, 
and  the  shivering  ladies  attired  in  all  the  light  and  floating 
drapery  of  sprmg  costume;  for  it  is  at  Longchamp  that  all 
the  ^hions  of  the  coming  season  are  exhilntedf^  and  no  one 
oan  tell,  however  fashion-wise  they  be,  what  bonnet,  scarf, 
or  shawl,  or  even  what  prevailing  colour,  is  to  be  worn  in 
Paris  throughout  the  year,  tiU  this  decisive  promenade  be 
over.  Accordingly  the  milliners  had  done  their  duty,  and, 
in  fact,  had  far  outstripped  the  spring.  But  it  was  sad  to 
see  the  beaudfnl  bunches  of  lilac,  and  the  graceful  flexible 
iabomttms  each  a  wonder  of  art—twisted  and  tortiu^, 
bending  ana  breaking,  before  the  wind.  It  really  seemed  as 
if  the  lazy  spring,  vexed  at  the  pretty  mimicry  of  blossoms 
she  had  herself  fiiiled  to  bring,  sent  this  inclement  blast  on 
purpose  to  blight  them.  Everything  went  wrong.  The 
tender  tinted  ribbons  were  soon  dabbled  in  a  driving  sleet ; 
while  feathers,  instead  of  wantoning,  as  it  was  intended 
they  should  do,  on  the  breeze,  had  to  fight  a  furious  battle 
with  the  gale. 

It  veas  not  therefore  till  the  following  day— -the  last  of  the 
three  appointed— -that  Longchamp  really  showed  the  brilliant 
assemblage  of  carriages,  horsemen,  and  pedestrians,  that  I 
have  described  to  you.  Upon  this  last  day,  however,  thougb 
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it  was  still  cold  for  the  season— (England  would  have  been 
ashamed  of  sach  a  47th  of  April)— the  son  did  come  forth, 
and  smiled  in  such  a  sort  as  greatly  to  comfort  the  pious 
pilgrims. 

We  remained,  like  all  the  rest  of  Paris,  driving  up  and 
down  in  the  midst  of  the  pretty  crowd  till  six,  when  they 
gradaally  began  to  draw  off,  and  all  the  world  went  home  to 
dinner. 

The  early  part  of  this  day,  which  was  Good-Friday,  had 
been  very  differently  passed.  The  same  beautiful  and  so- 
lemn music  which  formerly  drew  all  Paris  to  the  Convent  in 
the  Bois  de  Boulogne  is  now  performed  in  several  of  the 
churches.  We  were  recommended  to  hear  the  choir  of  St. 
Roch ;  and  it  was  certainly  the  most  impressive  service  at 
which  I  was  ever  present. 

There  is  much,  widsom  in  thus  giving  to  music  an  impor- 
tant part  in  the  public  ceremonies  of  religion.  Nothing  com- 
mands and  enchains  the  attention  with  equal  power.  The  ear 
may  be  deaf  to  eloquence,  and  the  thoughts  may  often  grovel 
earthward,  despite  all  the  efforts  of  the  preacher  to  lead  them 
up  to  heaven ;  bat  few  will  find  it  possible  to  escape  from  the 
effect  of  music;  and  when  it  is  of  such  a  character  as  that 
performed  in  the  Roman  Catholic  church  on  Good-Friday  it 

can  hardly  be  that  the  most  volatile  and  indifferent  listener 
should  depart  unmoved. 

This  service  was  advertised  as  "  The  Three  Hours'  Ago- 
ny." The  crowd  assembled  to  listen  to  it  was  i  mmense.  It  is 
impossible  to  speak  too  highlyof  the  composition  of  the  music: 
it  is  conceived  in  the  very  highest  tone  of  sublimity;  and  the 
deeply-effective  manner  of  its  performance  recalled  to  me  an 
anecdote  I  have  heard  of  some  young  organist,  who,  having 
accompanied  an  anthem  in  a  manner  which  appeared  greatly 
superior  to  that  of  the  u9ual  performer,  was  asked  if  he  had 
■•  z 
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not  made  some  alteration  in  the  composition.  ^^No,"  he 
replied,  ''I  have  not;  but  I  always  read  the  words  when  I 
play." 

So,  I  should  think,  did  those  who  performed  the  services  at 
St.  Roch  on  Good-Friday ;  and  nothing  can  be  imagined  more 
touching  and  effective  than  the  manner  in  which  the  whole 
of  these  striking  ceremonies  were  performed  and  arranged 
there. 

The  awful  gospel  of  the  day  furnished  a  theme  for  the  im- 
passioned eloquence  of  several  successive  preachers,  one  or 
two  of  whom  were  wonderfully  powerful  in  their  manner  of 
recounting  the  dreadful  narrative.  They  were  all  quite  young 
men ;  but  they  went  through  the  whole  of  the  appalling  his- 
tory with  such  deep  solemnity,  such  strength  of  imagery,  and 
vehemence  of  eloquence,  as  to  produce  prodigious  effect. 

At  intervals,  while  the  exhausted  preachers  reposed,  the 
organ,  with  many  stringed  instruments,  and  a  choir  of  exqui- 
site voices,  performed  the  same  gospel,  in  a  manner  that  made 
one's  whole  soul  thrill  and  quiver  within  one.  The  suffering 
—the  submission— the  plaintive  yet  sublime  *'  It  is  finished!" 
and  the  convulsive  burst  of  indignant  nature  that  followed, 
showing  itself  in  thunder,  h^il,  and  earthquake,  were  all 
brought  before  the  mind  with  most  miraculous  power.  I 
have  been  told  since,  that  the  services  at  Notre  Dame  on  that 
day  were  finer  still;  but  I  really  find  some  difficulty  in  believ- 
ing that  this  is  possible. 

During  these  last  and  most  splemndays  of  Lent,  I  have  been 
endeavouring  by  every  means  in  my  power  to  discover  how 
much  fasting,  of  any  kind,  was  going  on.  If  they  fast  at  all, 
it  is  certainly  performed  in  most  strict  obedience  to  the  very 
letter  of  the  gospel ;  for  assuredly,  they ''  appear  not  unto  men 
to  fast."  Everything  goes  on  as  gaily  as  if  it  were  the  season 
of  the  carnival.  The  restaurants  reek  with  the  savoury  vapour 
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of  a  hundred  dishes ;  the  theatres  are  opened,  and  as  full  as  the 
charches;  ioTitations  cease  not ;  and  I  can  in  no  direction  per- 
ceive the  slightest  symptom  of  being  among  a  Roman  Catho- 
lic population  during  a  season  of  penitence. 

And  yet,  contradictory  as  the  statement  must  appear,  I  am 
deeply  convinced  that  the  clergy  of  the  church  of  Rome  feel 
more  hope  of  recovered  power  flattering  at  their  hearts  novr, 
than  they  have  done  at  any  lime  during  the  last  half-century. 
Nor  can  I  think  they  are  far  wrong  in  this.    The  share  which 
the  Roman  Catholic  priests  of  this  our  day  are  said  to  have- 
had  in  the  Belgian  revolution,  and  thepart,  more  remarkable 
still,  which  the  same  race  are  now  performing  in  the  opening 
scenes  of  the  fearful  struggle  which  threatens  England,  has 
given  a  new  impulse  to  the  ambition  of  Rome  and  of  her 
ehiidren.    One  may  read  it  in  the  portly  bearing  of  her 
yooihful  priests,— one  may  read  it  in  the  deep*set  meditative 
eye  of  those  who  are  older.    It  is  legible  in  their  bran-new 
vestments  of  gold  and  silver  tissue ;  it  is  legible  in  the  costly 
decorations  of  their  renovated  altars ;  and  deep,  deep,  deep,  is 
the  policy  which  teaches  them  to  recover  with  a  gentle  hand 
that  which  they  have  lost  by  a  grasping  one.    How  well  can  I 
fancy  that,  in  their  secret  synods,  the  favourite  text  is,  "No 
man  putteth  a  piece  of  new  cloth  unto  an  old  garment ;  for 
that  which  is  put  in  to  fill  it  up,  takelh  from  the  garment, 
and  the  rent  is  made  worse."    Were  they  a  whit  less  cautious, 
they  must  fail  at  once ;  but  they  tickle  their  converts  before 
they  think  of  convincing  them.    It  is  for  this  that  the  pulpits 
are  given  to  young  and  eloquent  men,  who  win  the  eye  and 
ear  of  their  congregations  long  before  they  find  out  to  what 
point  they  wish  to  lead  them.    But  while  the  young  men 
preach,  the  old  men  are  not  idle :  there  are  rumours  of  new 
convents,  new  monasteries,  new  orders,  new  miracles,  and  of 
new  converts,  in  all  directions.    This  wily,  worldly,  tran- 
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quil-seeimng,  bat  most  ambitioas  sect,  having  in  many  qoaiv 
ters  joined  themselves  to  the  cause  of  democracy,  sitqnietly^ 
by,  looking  for  the  resoU  of  their  work,  and  watching,  like 
a  tiger  that  seems  to  dose,  for  the  moment  when  they  may 
avenge  themselves  for  the  long  fast  from  power,  daring  which 
they  have  been  gnawing  their  heartstrings. 

Bat  they  now  hail  the  momingof  another  day.  I  would  that 
all  English  ears  coald  hear,  as  mine  have  done,  the  prattle- 
that  prophesies  the  downfall  of  our  national  church  as  a  thing^ 
certain  as  rain  after  long  drought !  I  would  that  English  ears- 
could  hear,  as  mine  have  done,  the  name  of  O'Connell  attered, 
as  that  of  a  new  apostle,  and  his  bold  bearding  of  those  wha 
yet  raise  their  voices  in  defence  of  the  faith  their  fathers  gave 
them,  triumphantly  quoted  in  proof  of  the  growing  influence 
both  of  himself  and  his  popish  creed,— which  are  in  troth  one 
and  inseparable!  But  forgive  me!— all  this  has  little  to  do 
with  my  subject,  and  it  is  moreover  a  theme  I  had  much 
better  not  meddle  with.  I  cannot  touch  it  lightly,  for  my  heart 
is  heavy  when  I  turn  to  it;  I  cannot  treat  it  powerfully,  for^ 
alas!  I  have  no  strength  but  to  lament. 

''He !  que  puis-je  au  milieu  de  ce  peuple  abattu ? 
BeDJamin  est  sans  force,  et  Juda  sans  vertu." 


LETTER    XI. 


Trial  Chamber  at  the  Luxembourg. — Institute. — M.  Mignet. — 

Concert  Musard. 

As  a  great  and  especial  £aivoar,  we  have  been  taken  to  see 
the  new  chamber  that  has  been  erected  at  the  Luxembourg 
for  the  trial  of  tlie  political  prisoners.  The  appearance  of  the 
exterior  is  very  handsome,  and,  though  built  wholly  of  wood, 
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it  corresponds  perfectly^  to  ail  oatward  seeming,  with  the  old 
fMdace.  The  rich  and  massive  style  of  architecture  is  imi- 
tated to  perfection ;  the  heavy  balustrades,  the  gigantic  has- 
reliefiiy  are  all  vast,  solid,  and  magnificent ;  and  when  it  is 
stated  that  the  whole  thing  has  been  completed  in  the  space 
of  two  months,  one  is  tempted  to  believe  that  Aladdin  has 
tamed  doctrinaire,  and  rubbed  his  lamp  most  diligently  in 
the  service  of  the  state. 

The  trial-chamber  is  a  noble  room;  bat  from  the  great 
noinber  of  prisoners,  and  greater  still  of  witnesses  expected 
to  be  examined,  the  space  left  for  the  public  is  but  small. 
Prodence,  perhaps,  may  have  had  as  much  to  do  with  this  as 
necessity ;  nor  can  we  much  wonder  if  the  peers  of  France 
shoold  desire  to  have  as  little  to  do  with  the  Paris  mob  upon 
this  occasion  as  possible. 

I  remarked  that  considerable  space  was  left  for  passages, 
ante-rooms,  surroundings,  and  outposts  of  all  sorts  ;  an 
eieellent  arrangement,  the  wisdom  of  which  cannot  be 
qaestioned,  as  the  attendance  of  a  large  armed  force  must 
be  indispensable.  In  fkct,  I  believe  it  ever  has  been  and  ever 
will  be  found,  that  troops  furnish  the  only  means  of  keeping 
a  remaiiLably  free  people  in  order. 

It  i^as,   however,   very  comforting  and  satisfactory  to 

■ 

hear  the  manner  in  which  the  distinguished  and  agreeable 
individoal  who  had  procured  us  the  pleasure  of  seeing  this 
bnUding  discoursed  of  the  budness  which  was  to  be  carried 
on  there. 

There  is  a  quiet  steadiness  and  confidence  in  their  own 
strength  among  these  doctrinaries,  that  seems  to  promise 
well  for  the  lasting  truiquillity  of  the  country ;  nor  does  it 
impeach  either  their  wisdom  or  sincerity,  if  many  among 
them  adhere  heart  and  hand  to  the  government,  though 
they  might  have  better  liked  a  white  than  a  tri-eoloured 
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banner  lo  wave  over  the  palace  of  its  head.  Whatever 
the  standers-by  may  wish  or  feel  about  future  struggles 
and  future  changes,  I  ibink  it  is  certain  that  no  Frenchman 
who  desires  ihe  prosperity  of  his  country  can  at  the  present 
moment  wish  for  anything  but  a  continuance  of  the  tranquillity 
she  actually  enjoys. 

If,  indeed,  democracy  were  gaining  ground,  —if  the  fright*- 
ful  political  fallacies,  among  which  the  very  young  and  the 
very  ignorant  are  so  apt  to  bewilder  themselves,  were  in  any 
degree  to  be  traced  in  the  Policy  pursued  by  the  existing 
government,— then  would  the  question  be  wholly  changed, 
and  every  honest  man  in  full  possession  of  bis  senses  would 
feel  himself  called  upon  lo  stay  the  plague  with  all  his  power 
and  might.  But  the  very  reverse  of  all  this  is  evidently  the 
case ;  and  it  may  be  doubted  if  any  sovereign  in  Europe  has 
less  taste  for  licence  and  misrule  than  King  Louis-Philippe. 
Be  very  sure  that  it  is  not  to  him  that  the  radicals  of  any  land 
must  look  for  patronage,  encouragement,  or  support :  they 
will  not  find  it. 

After  quitting  the  Luxembourg,  we  went  to  the  bureau  of 
the  secretary  at  the  Institute,  to  request  tickets  for  an  annual 
sitting  of  the  five  Academies,  which  took  place  yesterday. 
They  were  very  obligingly  accorded— (O  that  our  institu- 
tions, our  academies,  our  lecture^,  were  thus  liberally 
arranged!)— and  yesterday  we  passed  two  very  agreeable 
hours  in  the  place  to  which  they  admitted  us. 

I  wish  that  the  Polytechnic  School,  when  they  took  a 
fancy  for  changing  the  ancient  regimes  of  France,  had 
included  the  uniform  of  the  Institute  in  their  proscriptions. 
The  improvement  would  have  been  less  doubtful  than  it 
is  respecting  some  other  of  their  innovations ;  for  what  can 
be  said  in  defence  of  a  set  of  learned  academicians,  varying 
in  age  from  light  and  slender  thirty  to  massive  and  protu- 
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beraat  fourscore,  wearing  one  and  all  a  fancy  blue  dress-coat, 
*'  embroidered  o'er  with  leaves  of  myrtle  ? "  It  is  jreally 
a  proof  that  very  good  things  were  said  and  done  at  this 
sitting,  when  I  declare  that  my  astonishment  at  the 
Gorydon-like  costume  was  forgotten  within  the  first  half- 
hoar. 

We  first  witnessed  the  distribution  of  the  {urizes,  and  then 
heard  one  or  two  members  speak,  or  rather  read  their  com- 
positions. But  the  great  fgte  of  the  occasion  was  hearing 
a  disconrse  pronounced  by  M .  Mignet.  This  gentleman  is 
too  celebrated  not  to  have  excited  in  us  a  very  earnest  wish 
to  hear  him ;  and  never  was  expectation  more  agreeably 
gratified.  Combined  with  the  advantages  of  a  remarkably 
fine  face  and  person,  M.  Mignet  has  a  tone  of  voice  and  play 
of  coontenance  sufficient  of  themselves  to  secure  the  success 
of  an  orator.  But  on  this  occasion  he  did  not  trust  to  these : 
his  discourse  was  every  way  admirable ;  subject,  sentiment, 
composition,  and  delivery,  all  excellent. 

He  had  chosen  for  his  theme  the  history  of  Martin  Luther's 
appearance  before  the  Diet  at  Worms ;  and  the  manner  in 
which  he  treated  it  surprised  as  much  as  it  delighted  me. 
Not  a  single  trait  of  that  powerful,  steadfast,  unbending 
character,  which  restored  light  to  our  religion  and  freedom 
to  the  mind  of  man,  escaped  him  :  it  was  a  mental  portrait, 
painted  with  the  boldness  of  outline,  breadth  of  light,  and 
vigour  of  colouring,  which  mark  the  hand  of  a  consummate 
master. 

Bat  was  it  a  Roman  Catholic  who  pronounced  this  dis- 
course?—Were  they  Roman  Catholics  who  filled  every 
comer  of  the  theatre,  and  listened  to  him  with  attention  so 
unbroken,  and  admiration  so  undisguised  ?  I  know  not. 
But  for  myself,  I  can  truly  declare,  that  my  Protestant  and 
reformed  feelings  were  never  more  gratified  than  by  listening 
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to  this  eloquent  history  of  the  proudest  moment  of  onr  great 
apostle's  life,  pronounced  in  the  centre  of  Cardinal  Mazarin's 
palace.  The  concluding  words  of  the  discourse  were  as 
follows : 

^^  Somme  pendant  quatre  ans  de  se  soumettre,  Luther, 
pendant  quatre  ans,  dit  non.  II  avait  dit  non  au  l^gslt ; 
il  avait  dit  non  au  pape ;  il  dit  non  k  Tempereur. 
Dans  ce  non  h^roique  et  fecond  se  trouvait  la  liberie  da 
monde. " 

Another  discourse  was  announced  to  conclude  the  sitting 
of  the  day.  But  when  M.  Mignet  retired,  no  one  appeared 
to  take  his  place ;  and,  after  waiting  for  a  few  minutes,  the 
numerous  and  very  fashionable-looking  crowd  dispersed 
themselves. 

I  recollected  the  anecdote  told  of  the  first  representation  of 
the  "  Panic  de  Chasse  de  Henri  Quatre,"  when  the  overture  of 
Mehul  produced  such  an  effect,  that  the  audience  would  not 
permit  anything  else  to  be  performed  after  it.  The  piece, 
therefore,  was  remise, — and  so  was  the  harangue  of  the  aca- 
demician Who  was  to  have  followed  M.  Mignet. 

You  will  confess,  I  think,  that  we  are  not  idle,  v^hen  I  tell 
you  that,  after  all  this,  we  went  in  the  evening  to  Le  Contert 
Musard.  This  is  one  of  the  pastimes  to  which  we  have 
hitherto  had  no  parallel  in  London.  At  half-past  seven 
o'clock,  you  lounge  into  a  fine,  large,  well-lighted  room, 
which  is  rapidly  filled  with  company :  a  full  and  good  orchestra 
give  you  during  a  coiipie  of  hours  some  of  the  best  and  most 
popular  music  of  the  season ;  and  then  you  lounge  out  again, 
in  time  to  dress  for  a  party,  or  eat  ices  at  Tortoni^s,  or 
soberly  to  go  home  for  a  domestic  tea-drinking  and  early 
rest.  For  this  concert  you  pay  a  franc;  and  the  humble 
price,  together  with  the  style  of  toilet  (every  lady  wearing  a 
bonnet  and  shawl),  might  lead  the  uninitiated  to  suppose 
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that  it  was  a  recreation  prepared  for  tlie  beau  monde  of  the 
Faaboarg;  bat  the  long  line  of  private  carriages  that  occupies 
the  street  at  the  conclusion  of  it,  shows  that,  simple  and 
unpretending  as  is  its  style,  this  concert  has  attractions  for 
the  best  company  in  Paris. 

The  easy  entr^  to  it  reminded  me  of  the  theatres  of 
Germany.  I  remarked  many  ladies  coming  in,  two  or  three 
together,  unattended  by  any  gentleman.  Between  the  acts, 
the  company  promenaded  round  the  room,  parties  met  and 
joined,  and  altogether  it  appeared  to  us  a  very  agreeable  mode 
of  gratifying  that  French  necessity  of  amusing  one's  self  out 
of  one's  own  house,  which  seems  contagious  in  the  very  air 
of  Paris, 
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Easter-Sunday  at  Notre  Danie — Arclibishop. — View  of  Paris. — 
Victor  Hugo. — Hotel  Dieu. — M.  Jefferson. 

It  was  long  ago  decided  in  a  committee  of  the  whole  house, 
that  on  Easter-Sunday  we  should  attend  high  mass  at  Notre 
Dame.  I  shall  not  soon  forget  the  spectacle  that  greeted  us 
on  entering.  Ten  thousand  persons,  it  was  said,  were  on 
that  day  assembled  in  the  church ;  and  its  dimensions  are  so 
vast,  that  I  have  no  doubt  the  statement  was  correct,  for  it 
was  crowded  from  floor  to  roof.  The  effect  of  the  circular 
gallery,  that  at  mid-height  encompasses  the  centre  aisle, 
following  as  it  does  the  graceful  sweep  of  the  chapel  behind 
the  altar,  and  filled  row  after  row  with  gaily-dressed  company 
up,  as  it  seemed^,  almost  to  the  groining  of  the  roof,  was 
beautiful.  The  chairs  on  this  occasion  were  paid  for  in  pro- 
portion to  the  advantageousness  of  the  position  in  which  they 
stood,  and  by  disbursing  an  extra  franc  or  two  we  obtained 
very  good  places.    The  mass  was  performed  with  great 
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splendour.  The  dresses  of  the  archbishop  and  bis  train  were 
magnificent;  and  when  this  splendid  princely-looking  per- 
sonage, together  with  his  court  of  dignitaries  and  priests, 
paraded  the  Host  round  the  church  and  up  the  crowded  aisle, 
spite  of  the  closewedged  throng,  they  looked  like  a  stream  of 
liquid  gold  that,  by  its  own  weight,  made  way  through  every 
obstacle.  The  archbishop  is  a  mild  and  amiable-looking 
man,  and  ceased  not  to  scatter  blessings  from  his  lips  and 
sprinkle  safety  from  his  fingers'-ends  upon  the  admiring 
people,  as  slowly  and  gracefully  he  passed  among  them. 

The  latter  years  of  this  prelate's  life  have  been  signalized 
by  some  remarkable  changes.  He  has  seen  the  glories  and 
the  penitences  of  his  church  alike  the  favourite  occupation  of 
his  king; — he  has  seen  that  king  and  his  highest  nobles 
walking  in  holy  procession  through  the  streets  of  Paris;— he 
has  seen  that  same  king  banished  from  his  throne  and  his 
country,  a  proscribed  and  melancholy  exile,  while  the  pomp 
and  parade  of  his  cherished  faith  were  forbidden  to  offend  the 
people's  eyes  by  any  longer  pouring  forth  its  gorgeous  su- 
perstitions into  the  streets;— he  has  seen  his  own  consecrated 
palace  razed  to  its  foundation,  and  its  very  elements  scattered 
to  the  winds :— and  now,  this  self-same  prelate  sees  himself 
again  well  received  at  the  court  whence  Charles  Dii  was 
banished;  and,  stranger  still,  perhaps,  he  sees  his  startled 
flock  once  more  assembling  round  him,  quietly  and  silently, 
but  steadily  and  in  earnest;  while  he  who,  within  five  short 
years,  was  trembling  for  his  life,  now  lifts  his  head  again,  and 
not  only  in  safety,  but,  with  all  his  former  power  and  pride  of 
place,  is  permitted  to 

'*  Chanter  les  oremus^  faire  des  processions, 
Et  repandre  a  grands  flots  les  benedictions." 

It  is  true,  indeed,  that  there  are  no  longer  any  Roman 
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Catholic  processions  to  be  seen  in  the  streets  of  Paris;  but  if 
we  look  within  the  churches,  we  find  that  the  splendour 
ooncentrated  there  has  lost  nothing  of  its  impressive  sumptu- 
oosness  by  thus  changing  the  scene  of  its  display. 

The.  service  of  this  day,  as  far  as  the  music  was  concerned, 
was,  in  my  opinion,  infinitely  less  impressive  than  that  of 
Good-Friday  at  St,  Roch.  This,  doubtless,  arose  in  a  great 
degree  from  the  style  of  composition ;  but  I  suspect,  moreover, 
that  my  imagination  was  put  out  of  humour  by  seeing  about 
fifty  fiddlers,  with  every  appearance  of  being  (what  they 
actually  were)  the  orchestra  of  the  opera,  performing  from  a 
space  enclosed  for  them  at  the  entrance  of  the  choir.  The 
singing  men  and  boys  were  also  stationed  in  the  same  un- 
wonted and  unecclesiastical  place ;  and  though  some  of  those 
hired  for  the  occasion  had  very  fine  Italian  voices,  they  had 
all  the  air  of  singing  without  '^  reading  the  words;"  and,  on 
the  whde,  my  ear  and  my  fancy  were  disappointed. 

Victor  Hugo's  description  of  old  Paris  as  seen  from  the 
towers  of  Notre  Dame  sent  us  labouring  to  their  summit.  The 
state  of  the  atmosphere  was  very  favourable,  and  I  was 
delighted  to  find  that  the  introduction  of  coal,  rapid  as  its 
progress  has  lately  been,  has  not  yet  tinged  the  bright  clear 
air  sufficiently  to  prevent  this  splendid  panorama  from  being 
distinctly  seen  to  its  remotest  edge.  That  impenetrable 
mass  of  dun  dull  smoke,  that  we  look  down  upon  whenever 
a  mischievous  imp  of  curiosity  lures  us  to  the  top  of  any  dome, 
tower,  or  obelisk  in  London,  can  hardly  fail  of  making  one 
remember  every  weary  step  which  led  to  the  profitless  eleva- 
tion; but  one  must  be  tired  indeed  (o  remember  fatigue  while 
looking  down  upon  the  bright,  warm,  moving  miniature 
q[iread  out  below  the  towers  of  Notre  Dame. 

What  an  intricate  world  of  roofs  it  is !— and  how  mystically 
Incomprehensible  are  the  ins  and  outs,  the  bridges,  and  the 
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islands,  of  the  idle  Seine !  A  raft,  caught  sight  of  at  intervals, 
bearing  ttrood  or  wine;  a  floating  wash-hoase,  with  its  line  of 
bending  naiads,  looking  like  a  child's  toy  with  figures  all  of  a 
row;  and  here  and  there  a  floating-bath, — are  all  this  river 
shows  of  ils  power  to  aid  and- assist  the  magnificent  capital 
which  has  so  strangely  chosen  to  stretch  herself  along  its 
banks.  When  one  thinks  of  the  forest  of  masts  which  we  see 
covering  whole  miles  of  extent  in  London,  it  seems  utterly 
unintelligible  how  that  which  is  found  needful  for  the  neces- 
sities of  one  great  city  should  appear  so  perfectly  unnecessary 
for  another. 

Yictor  Hugo's  picture  of  the  scene  he  has  fancied  beneath 
the  towers  of  Notre  Dame  in  the  days  of  his  Esmeralda  is 
d^efcched  with  amazing  spirit;  though  probably  Paris  was  no 
more  like  the  pretty  panorama  he  makes  of  it  than  Timbuctoo. 
I  heartily  wish,  however,  that  he  would  confine  himself  to 
the  representation  of  still-life,  and  let  his  characters  be  all  of 
innocent  bricks  and  mortar ;  for  even  though  they  do  look 
shadowy  and  somewhat  doubtful  in  the  distance,  they  have 
infinitely  more  nature  and  truth  than  can  be  found  among  all 
his  horrible  imaginings  concerning  his  fellow«creatures. 

His^escription  of  the  old  church  itself,  too,  is  delicious;  for 
though  it  has  little  of  architectural  reality  or  strict  graphic 
fidelity  about  it,  there  is  such  a  powerful  air  of  truth  in  every 
word  he  says  respecting  it,  that  one  looks  out  and  about  upon 
ihe  rugged  stones,  and  studies  every  angle,  buttress^  and 
parapet,  with  the  lively  interest  of  old  acquaintance. 

I  should  like  to  have  a  legend,  as  fond  and  lingering  in  its 
descriptions,  attached  to  some  of  our  glorious  and  mysterious 
old  Gothic  cathedrals  at  home.  This  sort  of  reading  gives  a 
pleasure  in  which  imagination  and  reality  are  very  happily 
blended;  and  I  can  fancy  nothing  more  agreeable  than 
following  an  able  romancer  up  and  down,  through  and 
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amongst,  in  and  out,  the  gloomy,  shadowy,  fanciful,  nn- 
iotelligible  intricacies  of  such  a  structure.  How  well  might 
Winchester,  for  instance,  with  its  solemn  crypts,  its  sturdy 
Saxon  strength,  its  quaintly-cofiined  relics  of  royal  bones,  its 
Gothic  shrines,  its  monumental  splendour,  and  its  stately 
magnitude,  furnish  forth  the  material  for  some  such  spirit- 
stirring  record ! 

Baring  spent  an  hour  of  first-rate  interest  and  gratification 
in  wandering  inside  and  outside  of  this  very  magnificent 
church,  we  crossed  the  Place,  or  Parvis,  of  Notre  Dame,  to 
see  the  celebrated  hospital  of  the  Hdtel  Dieu.  It  is  very 
particularly  large,  clean,  airy,  and  well-ordered  in  every 
way;  and  I  never  saw  sick  people  look  less  miserable  than 
some  scores  of  men  and  women  did,  tucked  snugly  up  in 
their  neat  little  beds,  and  most  of  them  with  a  friend  or  rela- 
tive at  their  side  to  console  or  amuse  them. 

The  access  to  the  wards  of  this  building  is  as  free  as  that 
into  a  public  bazaar;  but  there  is  one  caution  used  in  the 
admission  of  company,  which,  before  I  understood  it,  puzzled 
i&e  greatly.  There  are  three  doors  at  the  top  of  the  fine  flight 
of  steps  which  leads  to  the  building.  The  centre  one  is  used 
only  as  an  exit;  at  the  other  two  are  placed  guards,  one  a 
ooale,  the  other  a  female.  Through  these  side-doors  all  who 
enter  must  pass— the  men  on  one  side,  the  women  on  the 
other;  and  all  must  submit  to  be  pretty  strictly  examined,  to 
see  that  they  are  conveying  nothing  either  to  eat  or  drink 
that  might  be  injurious  to  the  invalids. 

The  covered  bridge  which  opens  from  the  back  part  of  the 
Hdtel  Dieu,  connecting  VIsle  de  la  CiU  with  the  left  bank  of 
the  Seine,  with  its  light  glass  roof,  and  safe  shelter  from  wind, 
dust,  or  annoyance  of  any  kind,  forms  a  delightful  promenade 
for  the  convalescent. 
The  evening  of  this  day  we  spent  at  a  sotr^,  where  we  met^ 
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among  many  otlier  pleasant  persons,  a  very  sensible  and  gen- 
tlemanlike American.  I  had  the  pleasure  of  a  long  conversa- 
tion with  him,  during  which  he  said  many  things  extremely 
worth  listening  to.  This  gentleman  has  held  many  distin- 
gaished  diplomatic  situations,  appears  to  have  acquired  a 
great  deal  of  general  information,  and  moreover  to  have  given 
much  attention  to  the  institutions  and  character  of  his  own 
country. 

He  told  me  that  Jefferson  had  been  the  friend  of  his  early 
life  'y  that  he  knew  his  sentiments  and  0[)inions  on  all  subjects 
iniimately  well,  and  much  better  than  those  who  were  ac- 
quainted with  them  no  otherwise  than  by  his  published  writ- 
ings. He  assured  me  most  positively  that  Jefferson  was  not 
a  democrat  in  principle,  but  believed  it  expedient  to  promul- 
gate the  doctrine,  as  the  only  one  which  could  excite  the 
general  feeling  of  the  people,  and  make  them  hang  together 
till  they  should  have  acquired  strength  sufficient  to  be  reckoned 
as  one  among  the  nations.  He  said,  that  Jefferson's  ulterior 
hope  for  America  was,  that  she  should,  after  having  acquired 
this  strength,  give  birth  to  men  distinguished  both  by  talent 
and  fortune;  that  when  this  happened,  an  enlightened  and 
powerful  aristocracy  might  be  hoped  for,  without  which  he 
KNEW  that  no  country  could  be  really  great  or  powerful. 

As  I  am  assured  that  the  word  of  this  gentleman  may  be 
depended  on,  these  observations— or  rather,  I  should  say, 
statements— respecting  Jefferson  appear  to  me  worth  noting. 


LETTER    XIII. 

"  Le  Monomane." 


As  a  distinguished  specimen  of  fashionable  horror,  I  went 
last  night  to  the  Porte  St.  Martin  to  see  "The  Monomane,"  a 
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drania  in  five  acts,  from  the  pen  of  a  M.  Duveyrier.  I  hardly 
know  whether  to  give  you  a  sketch  of  this  monstroas  outrage 
against  common  sense  or  not;  but  I  think  I  will  do  so,  because 
I  flatter  myself  that  no  one  will  be  silly  enough  to  translate  it 
into  English,  or  import  it  in  any  shape  into  England;  and, 
therefore,  if  I  do  not  tell  yon  something  about  it,  you  may 
chance  to  die  without  knowing  to  what  prodigious  lengths  a 
search  after  absurdity  may  carry  men. 

But  first  let  me  mention,  as  not  the  least  extraordinary  part 
of  the  phenomenon,  that  the  theatre  was  crowded  from  floor 
to  roof,  and  that  Shakspeare  was  never  listened  to  with  atten- 
tion more  profound.  However,  it  does  not  follow  that  appro- 
val or  admiration  of  any  kind  was  either  the  cause  or  the  effect 
of  this  silent  contemplation  of  the  scene :  no  one  could  be  more 
devoted  to  the  business  of  the  hour  than  myself,  but  most 
surely  this  was  not  the  result  of  approbation. 

If  I  am  not  very  clear  respecting  the  plot,  yon  must  excuse 
me,  from  my  want  of  habitual  expertness  in  such  an  analysis;- 
hot  the  main  features  and  characters  cannot  escape  me. 

An  exceedingly  amiable  and  highly-intellectual  gentleman 
is  the  hero  of  this  piece,  a  part  personated  by  a  M.  Loekroi  with 
a  degree  of  ability  deserving  a  worthier  employment.    This 
amiable  man  holds  at  Golmar  the  office  of  procureur  dti  roi: 
and,  from  the  habit  of  witnessing  trials,  acquires  so  vehement 
a  passion  for  the  shedding  of  blood  on  the  scaffold,  that  it 
amounts  to  a  mania.    To  illustrate  this  singular  trait  of  cha- 
racter, M.  Balthazar  developes  his  secret  feelings  in  an  open- 
ing speech  to  an  intimate  friend.    In  this  speech,  which  really 
contains  some  very  good  lines,  he  dilates  with  much  enthu- 
siasm on  the  immense  importance  which  he  conceives  to  attach 
to  the  strict  and  impartial  administration  of  criminal  justice. 
No  man  could  deliver  himself  more  judgelike  and  wisely ;  but 
how  or  why  such  very  rational  and  sober  opinions  should  lead  to 
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an  onboanded  passion  for  blood,  is  very  difGcult  to  understand. 

The  next  scene,  however,  shows  the  procureur  du  rot 
hogging  himself  with  a  kmd  of  mysterious  rapture  at  the  idea 
of  an  approaching  execution,  and  receiving  with  a  very  wild  and 
mad-like  sort  of  agony  some  attempts  to  prove  the  culprit 
nnocent.  The  execution  takes  place;  and,  after  it  is  over, 
the  innocence  of  the  unfortunate  victim  is  fully  proved. 

The  amiable  and  excellent  procureur  du  roi  is  greatly 
moved  at  this;  but  his  repentant  agony  is  soon  walked  off  by 
a  few  well-trod  melodramatic  turns  up  and  down  the  stage ; 
and  he  goes  on  again,  seizing  with  ecstasy  upon  every  oppor- 
tunity of  bringing  the  guilty  to  justice. 

What  the  object  of  the  author  can  possibly  be  in  making  out 
that  a  man  is  mad  solely  because  he  wishes  to  do  his  duty,  I 
cannot  even  guess.  •  It  is  difficult  to  imagine  an  honest-minded 
magistrate  uttering  more  common-place  uncontrovertible 
truths  upon  the  painful  duties  of  his  station,  than  does  this 
unfortunate  gentleman. 

M.  Victor  Hugo,  speaking  of  himself  in  one  of  his  prefaces, 
says,  '^  II  (Victor  Hugo)  continuera  done  fermement ;  et  chaque 
fois  qu'il  croira  n^cessaire  de  faire  bien  voir  k  tons, dans  ses 
rooindres  details,  une  id^e  utile,  une  id^  sociale,  une  idee 
humaine,  il  posera  le  th^dtre  d^ssos  comme  un  verre  grossis- 
sant."  (i) 

It  strikes  me  that  M.Duveyrier,  the  ingenious  author  of  the 
Monomane,  must  work  upon  the  same  principle,  and  that  in 
this  piece  be  thinks  he  has  put  a  magnifying-glass  upon  <^  'juie 
id^  sociale." 

(1)  Translation. — He  will  contioue  then  firmly ;  and  every  time 
that  he  shall  think  it  necessary  to  make  visible  to  all,  in  its  least 
details,  a  useful  idea,  a  social  idea,  a  humane  idea,  he  will  place  upon 
it  the  theatre,  as  a  magnifying-glass. 
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But  I  mast  return  to  my  analysis  of  this  drama  of  five  mor- 
tal acts.  After  the  execution,  the  real  perpetrator  of  the 
raorder  for  which  the  unfortunate  yictim  of  legal  enthusiasm 
has  innocently  suffered  appears  on  the  scene.  He  is  brought 
sick  or  wounded  into  the  house  of  a  physician,  with  whom  the 
frocureur  du  rot  and  his  wife  are  on  a  visit.  Balthazar  sees 
the  mnrderer  conveyed  to  bed  in  a  chamber  that  opens  from 
that  of  his  friend  the  doctor.  He  then  goes  to  bed  himself 
with  his  wife,  and  appears  to  have  Sallen  asleep  without  delay, 
for  we  presently  see  him  in  this  state  come  forth  from  his 
chamber  upon  a  gallery,  from  whence  a  flight  of  stairs  descends 
upon  the  stage.  We  see  him  walk  down  these  stairs, — take 
some  instrument  out  of  a  case  belonging  to  the  doctor,— enter 
the  apartment  where  the  murderer  has  been  k)dged,— return, 
— rq»lace  the  instrument,— wash  his  bloody  hands  and  wipe 
them  npon  a  hand-towel,^then  re-ascend  the  staircase  and 
enter  his  lady's  room  at  the  top  of  it;  all  of  which  is  performed 
in  the  silence  of  profound  sleep. 

The  attention  which  hung  upon  the  whole  of  this  long 
silent  scene  was  such,  that  one  might  have  supposed  the 
lives  of  the  audience  depended  upon  their  not  waking  this 
nmrderous  sleeper  by  any  sound ;  and  the  applause  which 
followed  the  mote  performance,  when  once  the  awful  procvr 
reur  du  roi  was  again  safely  lodged  in  his  chamber,  was 
deafening. 

The  foHowingmomingit  is  discovered  that  the  sick  stranger 
has  been  murdered;  and  instantly  the  procureur  du  roi^  with 
his  usual  ardour  in  discovering  the  guilty,  sets  most  ably  to 
work  upon  the  investigation  of  every  circumstance  which  may 
throw  light  upon  this  horrible  transaction.  Everything,  par- 
ticularly the  case  of  instruments,  of  which  one  is  bloody,  <and 
the  hand-towel  found  in  his  room,  stained  with  the  same 
accusing  dye— all  tends  to  prove  that  the  poor  innocent  phy- 
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'Sician  is  the  murderer :  lie  is  accordingly  taken  up,  tried,  and 
4»ndemned. 

This  unfortunate  young  doctor  iias  an  uncle,  of  the  same 
learned  profession,  who  is  addicted  to  the  science  of  animal 
magnetism.  This  gentleman,  having  some  suspicion  that 
Balthazar  is  himself  the  guilty  person,  imagines  a  very  cun- 
ning device  by  which  he  may  be  made  to  betray  himself  if 
guilty.  He  determines  to  practise  his  magnetism  upon  him 
in  full  court,  while  he  is  engaged  in  the  duties  of  his  high 
office,  and  flatters  himself  that  he  shall  be  able  to  throw  him 
into  a  sleep  or  trance,  in  which  state  he  may  par  hasard  let 
<mt  something  of  the  truth. 

This  admirable  contrivance  answers  perfectly.  The  attorney- 
general  does  fall  into  a  most  profound  sleep  the  moment  the 
old  doctor  begins  his  magnetising  manoeuvres,  and  in  this 
^tate  not  only  relates  aloud  every  circumstance  of  the  murder, 
but,  to  give  this  confession  more  sure  effect,  he  writes  it  out 
fairly,  and  sets  his  name  to  it,  being  profoundly  asleep  the 
whole  time. 

And  here  it  is  impossible  to  avoid  remarking  on  the  extreme 
ill  fortune  which  attends  the  sleeping  hours  of  this  amiable 
attorney- general.  At  one  time  he  takes  a  nap,  and  kills  a 
man  without  knowing  anything  of  the  matter;  and  then,  in 
•a  subsequent  state  of  oblivion,  he  confesses  it,  still  withoHt 
knowing  anything  of  the  matter. 

As  soon  as  the  unfortunate  gentleman  has  finished  the 
business  for  which  he  was  put  to  sleep,  he  is  awakened,  and 
the  paper  is  shown  to  him.  He  scruples  not  immediately  to 
owa  his  hand-writing,  which,  sleeping  or  waking,  it  seems, 
was  the  same;  but  testifies  the  greatest  horror  and  astoniah- 
ment  at  the  .information  the  document  contains,  whidi  was 
quite,  as  unexpected  to  himself  as  to  the  rest  of  the  company. 

His  high  office,  however,  we  naust  presume,  exempts  him 
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from  all  responsibility ;  for  the  only  resalt  of  the  discovery  is 
an  earnest  recommendation  from  his  friends,  partiouiarly  the 
iAd  and  young  doctors,  that  he  should  travel  for  the  purpose 
of  recovering  his  spirits. 

There  is  a  little  episode,  by  the  way,  from  which  we  learn, 
that  once,  in  one  of  his  alarming  slumbers,  this  amiable  but 
unfortunate  man  gave  symptoms  of  wishing  to  murder  his 
wife  and  child,  in  consequence  of  which,  it  is  proposed  by  the 
doctors  that  this  tour  for  the  restoration  of  his  spirits  should 
be  made  without  them.  To  this  separation  Balthazar  strongly 
objects,  and  tells  his  beautiful  wife,  with  much  tenderness, 
that  he  shall  find  it  very  dull  without  her. 

To  this  the  lady,  though  naturally  rather  afraid  of  him 
answers  with  great  sweetness,  that  in  that  case  she  shall  be 
extremely  happy  to  go  with  him ;  adding  tenderly,  that  she 
would  willingly  die  to  prove  her  devotion. 

Nothing  could  be  so  unfortunate  as  this  expre^ion.  At 
the  bare  mention  of  his  hobby-horse,  death,  his  malady 
revives,  and  he  instantly  manifests  a  strong  inclination  to 
mnrder  her,--and  this  time  without  even  the  ceremony  of 
going  to  sleep. 

Big  with  the  darling  thought,  his  eyes  rolling,  his  cheek 
pale,  his  bristling  hair  on  end,  and  the  awful  genuis  of  Melo- 
drame  swelling  in  every  vein,  Balthazar  seats  himself  on  the 
soCa  beside  his  trembling  wife,  and  taking  the  comb  out  of  her 
(Mademoiselle  Noblet*s)  beautiful  hair,  appears  about  to 
strangle  her  in  the  rope  of  jet  that  he  pulls  out  to  its  utmost 
length,  and  twists,  and  twists,  and  twisis,  till  one  really  feels 
a  cold  shiver  from  head  to  foot.  But  at  length,  at  the  very 
moment  when  uialters  seem  drawing  to  a  close,  the  lady 
throws  herself  lovingly  on  his  bosom,  and  his  purpose  changes, 
or  at  least  for  a  moment  seems  to  change,  and  he  relaxes  his 
hold. 
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At  this  critical  juncture  the  two  doctors  enter.  Balthazar 
looks  at  them  wildly,  then  at  his  wife,  then  at  the  doctors 
•again,  and  finally  tells  them  all  that  he  must  beg  leave  to 
retire  for  a  few  moments.  He  passes  through  the  group,  who 
look  at  him  in  mournful  silence ;  but  as  he  approaches  the 
door,  he  utters  the  word  ^^  poison,"  then  enters,  and  looks  and 
boKs  it  alter  him. 

Upon  this  the  lady  screams,  and  the  two  doctors  fly  for  a 
<3row-bar.  The  door  is  burst  open,  and  the  procureur  du  rot 
<M)mes  forward,  wide  awake,  but  having  swallowed  the  poison 
he  had  mentioned. 

This  being  ^^  the  last  scene  of  all  that  ends  this  strange 
eventful  history,"  the  curtain  falls  upon  the  enthusiastic  attor- 
ney-general as  he  expires  in  the  arms  of  his  wife  and  friends. 

We  are  always  so  apt,  when  we  see  anything  remarkably 
absurd  abroad,  to  flatter  ourselves  with  the  belief  that  nothing 
tlfke  it  eiists  at  home,  that  I  am.  almost  afraid  to  draw  a 
parallel  between  this  inconceivable  trash,  and  the  very  worst 
•and  vilest  piece  that  ever  was  permitted  to  keep  possession 
of  the  stage  in  England,  lest  some  one  better  informed  on  the 
subject  than  myself  should  quote  some  British  enormity 
unknown  to  me,  and  so  prove  my  patriotic  theory  false. 

Nevertheless,  I  cannot  quit  the  subject  without  saying,  that 
as  &r  as  my  knowledge  and  belief  go,  English  people  never 
did  sit  by  hundreds  and  listen  patiently  to  such  stuff  as  thisw 
There  is  no  very  atrocious  vice,  no  terrific  wickedness  in  the 
piece,  as  fiir  as  I  could  understand  its  recondite  philosophy; 
but  its  silliness  sardy  possesses  the  silliness  of  a  little  child. 
The  grimaces,  the  dumb  show,  the  newly-invented  passions, 
and  the  series  of -impossible  events,  which  drag  through  these 
five  longsome  acts,  seem  to  show  a  species  of  anomaly  in  the 
human  mind  that  composed  the  piece,  to  which  I  imagine 
no  parallel  can  be  found  on  record. 
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Is  this  the  resalt  of  the  inarch  of  miDd?— is  it  the  fruit  of 
that  uHiversal^iffusion  of  knowledge  which  we  are  told  is  at 
wortL  throaghont  the  world,  bat  most  busily  in  France? .... 
I  shall  never  understand  themystefy,  let  me  meditate  upon  it 
as  long  as  I  wiU.  No !  neter  shall  I  understand  how  a  French 
audience,  lively,  wilty,  €Cttte,  and  prone  to  seize  upon  what- 
ever is  ridiculous,  can  thus  sit  night  after  night  with  profound 
gravity,  and  the  highest  apparent  satisfaction,  to  witness  the 
incredible  absurdity  of  such  a  piece  as  ^^  Le  Monomane." 

There  is  one  way,  and  one  way  only,  which  the  success  of 
this  drama  can  be  accounted  for  intelligibly.  May  it  not  be, 
that  ^^  LES  JEDNES  GENs/'  wantou  in  their  power,  have  de- 
termined in  merry  mood  to  mystify  their  fellow-cttizens  by 
passing  a  favourable  judgment  upon  this  tedious  performance  ? 
And  may  they  not  now  be  enjoying  the  success  of  their  plot  in 
ecstasies  of  private  laughter,  at  seeing  how  meekly  the  dutiful 
Parisians  go  nightly  to  the  Porte  St.  Martin,  and  sit  in  obedient 
admiration  of  what  it  has  pleased  their  youthful  tyrants  to 
denominate  ^^  a  fine  drama"  ? 

But  I  must  leatve  off  guessing;  for,  as  the  wise  man  saitfa, 
**  the  finding  out  of  parables  is  a  wearisome  labour  t)f  the 
mind." 

Some  critic,  speaking  of  the  new  school  of  French  drama- 
tists, says  that  ^^  they  have  heaved  the  ground  under  the  feet 
of  Racine  and  Gomeille."  If  this  indeed  he  so,  the  best  thing 
that  the  lovers  of  tragedy  can  do  is  to  sit  at  home  and  wait 
patiently  till  the  earth  settles  itself  again  from  the  shock  of 
so  deplorable  an  earthquake.  That  it  will  settle  itself  again, 
I  have  neither  doubt  nor  fear.  Nonsense  has  nothing  of 
immortality  in  its  nature;  and  when  the  storm  which  has 
scattered  all  this  frothy  scum  upon  us  shall  have  fairly  blown 
over  and  passed  away,  then  I  suspect  that  Corneille  and 
Rac'me  will  still  find  solid  standing-ground  on  the  soil  of 
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France;— nay,  should  they  by  chance  find  also  that  their  old 
niches  in  the  temple  of  her  great  men  remain  vacant,  it  is 
likely  enough  that  they  may  be  again  invited  to  take  possession 
of  them;  and  they  may  keep  them  too  perhaps  for  a  few  more 
hundred  years,  with  very  little  danger  that  any  greater  than 
they  sliould  arrive  to  take  their  places. 


LETTER    XIV. 


The  Gardens  of  the  Toilerics.-^Legitimatist — Republican. — Doctrr. 
oaire. — Children. — Dress  of  the  Ladies.— Of  the  Gentlenren.--J> 
Black  Hair. — Unrestricted  Admission. — Anecdote. 

Is  there  anything  in  the  world  that  can  be  fairly  said  to 
resemble  the  Gardens  of  the  Tuileries  ?  I  should  think  not» 
It  is  a  wliole  made  up  of  so  many  strongly-marked  and  peca- 
liar  features,  that  it  is  not  probable  any  other  place  should  be 
found  like  it.  To  my  fancy,  it  seems  one  ef  the  most  delight-; 
ful  scenes  in  the  world ;  and  I  never  enter  there,  though  it  is 
long  since  the  enchantment  of  novelty  made  any  part  of  the 
charm,  without  a  fresh  feeling  of  enjoyment. 

The  locale  itself,  independent  of  the  moving  throng  which 
for  ever  seems  to  dwell  within  it,  is  greatly  to  my  taste  :  I 
love  all  the  detail  of  its  embellishment,  and  I  dearly  love  the 
bright  and  happy  aspect  of  the  whole.  But  on  this  subject  I 
know  there  are  various  opinions.  Many  talk  with  distaste  of 
the  straight  lines,  the  clipped  trees,  the  formal  flower-beds, 
the  ugly  roofs, — nay,  some  will  even  abuse  the  venerable 
orange-trees  themselves,  because  they  grow  in  square  boxes, 
and  do  not  wave  their  boughs  in  the  breeze  like  so  many 
ragged  willow-trees. 

But  I  agree  not  with  any.one  of  these  objections;  and  should 
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ibink  it  as  reasonable,  and  in  as  good  taste,  to  quarrel  with 
Westminster  Abbey  because  it  did  not  look  like  a  Grecian 
temple,  as  to  find  fault  with  the  Gardens  of  the  Taileries 
because  they  are  arranged  like  French  pleasure-grounds,  and 
not  like  an  English  park.  For  my  own  part,  I  profess  that 
I  would  not,  if  I  had  the  power,  change  even  in  the  least  de- 
gree a  single  feature  in  this  pleasant  spot.  Enter  it  at  what 
hoar  or  at  what  point  I  will,  it  ever  seems  to  receive  me  with 
smiles  and  gladness. 

We  seldom  suffer  a  day  to  pass  without  refreshing  our 
spirits  by  silling  for  a  while  amidst  its  shade  and  its  flowers. 
From  the  part  of  the  town  where  we  are  now  dwelling,  the 
gate  opposite  the  Place  Yenddme  is  our  nearest  entrance ;  and 
perhaps  from  no  point  does  the  lively  beauty  of  the  whole  scene 
show  itself  belter  than  from  beneath  the  green  roof  of  the 
terrace-walk  to  which  this  gate  admits  us. 

To  the  right,  the  dark  mass  of  unshorn  trees,  now  rich 
with  the  flowers  of  the  horse-chestnut,  and  grow;ing  as  boldly 
and  as  loftily  as  the  most  English^hearted  gardener  could 
desire,  leads  the  eye  through  a  very  delicious  *'  continuity  of 
shade"  to  the  magnificent  gate  that  opens  upon  the  Place 
Louis-Quinze.  To  the  left  is  the  widely-spreading  Cagade  of 
the  Tuileries  Palace,  the  ungraceful  elevation  of  the  pavilion 
roofis,  well  nigh  forgotten,  and  quite  atoned  for  by  the  beauty 
of  the  gardens  at  their  feet.  Then,  just  where  theshade  of  the 
high  trees  ceases,  and  the  brightblazeof  sunshine  begins,  what 
multitudes  of  sweet  flowers  are  seen  blushing  in  its  beams ! 
An  universal  lilac  bloom  seems  at  this  season  to  spread  itself 
over  the  whole  spacer  and  every  breeze  that  passes  by  comes 
to  us  laden  with  perfume. .  My  daily  ^alk  is  almost  always 
the  same,— I  love  it  so  well  that  I  do  not  like  to  change  it. 
Following  the  shady  terrace  by  which  we  enter  to  the  point 
where  it  sinksdownto  the  level  of  the  magnificent  esplanade  in 
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front  of  the  palace,  we  tarn  to  the  right,  and  endure  the'splen* 
did  brightness  till  we  reach  the  noble  walk  leading  from  the 
gateway  of  the  centre  pavilion,  through  flowers,  statues, 
orange-trees,  and  chestnut-groTcs,  as  far  as  the  eye  can  reach, 
till  it  reposes  at  last  upon  the  lofty  arch  of  the  Barri^re  de 
I'EtoUe. 

This  coup'd'ceil  is  so  beautiful,  that  I  constantly  feel  renew- 
ed pleasure  when  I  look  upon  it.  I  do  indeed  confess  myself 
to  be  one  of  those  '^  who  in  trim  gardens  take  their  pleasure." 
I  love  the  studied  elegance,  the  carefully-selected  grace  of 
every  object  permitted  to  meet  the  pampered  eye  in  such  a 
spot  as  this.  I  love  these  fondly-nurtured  princely  exotics, 
the  old  orange-trees,  ranged  in  their  long  stately  rows ;  and 
better  still  do  I  love  the  marble  groups,  that  stand  so  nobly, 
sometimes  against  the  bright  blue  sky,  and  sometimes  half 
concealed  in  the  dark  setting  of  the  trees.  Everything  seems 
to  speak  of  taste,  luxury,  and  elegance. 

Having  indulged  in  a  lingering  walk  from  the  palace  to  the 
point  at  which  the  sunshine  ceases  and  the  shade  begins,  a 
new  species  of  interest  and  amusement  awaits  us.  Thousands 
of  chairs  scattered  just  within  the  shelter  of  this  inviting 
covert  are  occupied  by  an  interminable  variety  of  pretty 
groups. 

I  wonder  how  many  months  of  constant  attendance  there 
it  would  take  before  I  should  grow  weary  of  studying  the 
whole  and  every  separate  part  of  this  bright  picture?  It  is 
really  matchless  in  beauty  as  a  spectacle,  and  unequalled  in 
interest  as  a  national  study.  All  Paris  may  in  turn  be  seen 
and  examined  there;  and  nowhere  is  it  so  easy  to  distinguish 
specimens  of  the  various  and  strongly-maited  divisions  of  the 
people. 

This  mornuig  we  took  possession  of  half  a  dozen  chairs 
under  the  trees  which  front  the  beantiful  group  of  Pelus  and 
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Aria.     It  was  the  hour  when  all  the  newpapers  are  in  the 
greatest  requisition ;  and  we  had  the  satisfketion  of  watching 
the  studies  of  three  individuals,  each  of  whom  might  have  sat 
as  a  model  for  an  artist  who  wished  to  give  an  idea  of  their 
several  peculiarities.    We  saw,  in  short,  beyond  the  possibility 
of  doubt,  a  royalist,  a  doctrinaire,  and  a  republican,  during 
the  half  hour  we  remained  there,  all  soothing  their  feelings  by 
indulging  in  two  sous'  worth  of  politics,  each  in  his  own  line. 
A  stiff  but  gentleman-like  old  man  first  came,  and  having 
taken  a  journal  from  the  little  octagon  stand— which  journal 
we  felt  quite  sure  was  either  ^'  La  France"  or  '^  La  Qnoti- 
dienne'' — he  established  himself  at  no  great  distance  from  us. 
Why  it  was  that  we  all  felt  so  certain  of  his  being  a  legitima- 
tist  I  can  hardly  tell  you,  but  not  one  of  the  party  had  the  least 
doubt  about  it.  There  was  a  quiet,  half-proud,  half-melancholy 
air  of  keeping  himself  apart;  an  aristocratical  cast  of  features ; 
a  pale  care-worn  complexion ;  and  a  style  of  dress  which  no 
vulgar  man  ever  wore,  but  which  no  rich  one  would  be  likely 
to  wear  to<day.    This  is  all  I  can  record  of  him ;  but  there 
was  something  pervading  his  whole  person  too  essentially 
loyal  to  be  misunderstood,  yet  too  delicate  in  its  tone  to  be 
coarsely  painted.    Such  as  it  was,  however,  we  felt  it  quite 
enough  to  make  the  matter  sure;  and  if  I  could  find  out  that 
old  gentleman  to  be  either  doctrinaire  or  republican,  I  never 
would  look  on  a  human  countenance  again  in  order  to  disco- 
ver what  was  passing  within. 

The  next  who  approached  us  we  were  equally  sure  was  a 
republican ;  but  here  the  discovery  did  little  honour  to  our 
discernment,  for  these  gentry  choose  to  leave  no  doubt  upon 
the  subject  of  their  clique^  but  contrive  that  every  article  con- 
tributing to  the  appearance  of  the  outward  man  shall  become 
a  symbol  and  a  sign,  a  token  and  a  stigma,  of  the  madness 
that  possesses  them.    He,  too,  held  a  paper  in  his  hand,  and^ 
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without  venturing  to  approach  too  nearly  to  so  alarming  a 
personage,  we  scrupled  not  to  assure  each  other  that  the  jour- 
nal he  was  so  assiduously  perusing  was  ^^  Le  R^formateur." 

Just  as  we  had  decided  what  manner  of  man  it  was  who 
was  stalking  so  majestically  past  us,  a  comfortable^looking 
citizen  approached  in  the  uniform  of  the  National  Guard, 
who  sat  himself  down  to  his  daily  allowance  of  politics  with 
the  air  of  a  person  expecting  to  be  well  pleased  with  what  he 
finds,  but  nevertheless  too  well  contented  with  himself  and 
all  things  about  him  to  care  overmuch  about  it.  Every  line 
of  this  man's  jocund  face,  every  curve  of  h^  portly  figure, 
spoke  contentment  and  well-being.  He  was  probably  one  of 
that  very  new  race  in  France,  a  tradesman  niaking  a  rapid 
fortune.  Was  it  possible  to  doubt  that  the  paper  in  his  hand 
was  '^  Le  Journal  des  Debats  ?"  was  it  possible  to  believe  that 
this  man  was  other  than  a  prosperous  doctrinaire? 

Thus,  on  the  neutral  ground  furnished  by  these  delightful 
gardens,  hostile  spirits  meet  with  impunity,  and ^  though  they 
mingle  not,  enjoy  in  common  the  delicious  privileges  of  cool 
shade,  fresh  air,  and  the  idle  luxury  of  an  al  fresco  newspa- 
per, in  the  midst  of  a  crowded  and  party^split  city,  with  as 
much  certainty  of  being  unchallenged  and  uninterrupted  as 
if  each  were  wandering  alone  in  a  princely  domain  of  his 
own. 

Such,  too,  as  are  not  over  splenetic  may  find  a  very  lively 
variety  of  study  in  watching  the  ways  of  the  little  dandies 
and  dandiesses  who,  at  some  hours  of  the  day,  swarm  like  so 
many  humming-birds  amidst  the  shade  and  sunshine  of  the 
Tuileries.  Either  these  little  French  personages  are  marvel- 
lously well-behaved,  or  there  is  some  superintending  care 
which  prevents  screaming ;  for  I  certainly  never  saw  so  many 
young  things  assembled  together  who  indulged  so  rarely 
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in  that  salutary  exercise  of  the  Jungs  which  makes  one  so 
often  tremble  at  the  approach  of 

*^  Soft  infoncy,  that  nothing  can  but  cry." 

The  costumes  of  these  pretty  creatares  contribute  not  a 
little  to  the  amusement ;  it  is  often  so  whimsical  as  to  give 
tbem  the  appearance  of  miniature  maskers.  I  have  seen 
little  fellows  beating  a  hoop  in  the  full  uniform  of  a  National 
Guard,  others  waddling  under  the  mimicry  of  kilted  High- 
landers, and  small  ladies  without  number  in  every  possible 
variety  of  un-babylike  apparel. 

The  entertainment  to  be  derived  from  sitting  In  the  Tuile- 
ries  Gardens  and  studying  costume  is,  however,  by  no  means 
confined  to  the  junior  part  of  the  company.  In  ho  coimtry 
have  I  ever  seen  any  thing  approaching  in  grotesque  habili- 
ments to  some  of  the  figures  daily  and  hourly  met  lounging 
about  these  walks.  But  such  vagaries  are  confined  wholly 
to  the  male  part  of  the  population :  it  is  very  rare  to  see  a 
woman  outrageously  dressed  in  any  way;  and  if  you  do,  the 
chances  are  five  hundred  to  one  that  she  is  not  a  French- 
woman. An  air  of  quiet  elegant  neatness  is,  I  think,  the 
most  striking  characteristic  of  the  walking  costume  of  the 
French  ladies.  AU  the  little  minor  finishings  of  the  female 
toilet  appear  to  he  more  sedulously  cared  for  than  the 
weightier  matters  of  the  pelisse  and  gown.  Every  lady  you 
meet  is  hien  ehaussiej  hien  ganUe.  Her  ribbons,  if  they  do 
not  match  her  dress,  are  sure  to  accord  with  it ;  and  for  all 
the  delicate  garniture  that  comes  under  the  care  of  the  laun- 
dress, it  should  seem  that  Paris  alone,  of  all  the  earth,  knows 
how  to  iron. 

The  whimsical  caprices  of  male  attire,  on  the  contrary, 
defy  any  thidg  like  general  remark,  unless,  indeed,  it  be 
that  Uie  air  of  Paris  appears  to  have  the  quality  of  turning 
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all  the  imperidlSy  favoris,  and  moustaches  which  dwell 
within  its  walls  to  jetty  blackness.  At  a  little  distance,  the 
young  men  have  really  the  air  of  having  their  faces  tied  up 
with  black  ribbon  as  a  cure  for  the  mumps  ;  and  handsome 
as  this  dark  chevelure  is  generally  allowed  to  be,  the  heavy 
uniformity  of  it  at  present  very  considerably  lessens  its 
striking  effect.  When  every  man  has  his  face  half  covered 
with  black  hair,  it  ceases  to  be  a  very  valuable  distinction. 
Perhaps,  too,  the  frequent  advertisements  of  compositions 
infallible  in  their  power  of  turning  the  hair  to  any  colour  ex- 
cept "  what  pleases  God,"  may  tend  to  make  one  look  with 
suspicious  eyes  at  these  once-fasQinating  southern  decora- 
tions; but,  at  present,  I  take  it  to  be  an  undoubted  fact,  that 
a  clean,  close-shaveu,  northern-looking  gentleman  is  valued 
at  a  high  premium  in  every  salon  in  Paris. 

It  is  not  to  be  denied  that  the  <' glorious  and  immortal 
days"  have  done  some  injury  to  the  general  appearance  of 
the  Tuileries  Gardens.  Before  this  period  no  one  was  per- 
mitted to  enter  them  dressed  in  a  blouse^  or  jacket,  or  cas- 
quette ;  and  no  one,  either  male  or  female,  might  carry  bun- 
dles or  baskets  through  these  pretty  regions,  sacred  to  relax- 
ation and  holiday  enjoyment.  But  liberty  and  unseemly 
sordidness  of  atiire  being  somehow  or  other  jumbled  toge- 
ther in  the  minds  of  the  sovereign  mob—not  sovereign  either 
—the  mob  is  only  vice-regal  in  Paris  as  yet,— but  the  mob, 
however,  such  as  it  is,  has  obtained,  as  a  mark  of  peculiar 
respect  and  favour  to  themselves,  a  new  law  or  regulation, 
by  which  it  is  enacted  that  these  royal  precincts  may  become 
like  unto  Noah's  ark,  and  that  both  clean  and  unclean  beasts 
may  enter  here. 

Gould  one  wish  for  a  better  specimen  of  the  sort  of  advan- 
tage to  be  gained  by  removing  the  restraint  of  authority  in 
order  to  pamper  the  popular  taste  for  what  they  are  pleased 
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to  call  freedom  ?  Not  one  of  the  persons  who  enfer  the 
gardens  now  were  restricted  from  entering  them  hefore,  only 
it  was  required  that  they  should  be  decently  clad,  that  is  to 
say,  in  such  garments  as  they  were  accustomed  to  wear  on 
Sunday  or  any  other  holiday,  the  only  occasions,  one  should 
imagine,  on  which  the  working  classes  could  wish  to  profit 
by  permission  to  promenade  in  a  public  garden ;  but  the 
obligation  to  appear  clean  in  the  garden  of  the  king's  palace 
was  an  infringement  on  their  liberty,  so  that  formality  is 
dispensed  with,  and  they  have  now  obtained  the  distinguish- 
ed and  ennobling  privilege  of  being  as  dirty  and  ill-dressed 
as  they  like. 

The  power  formerly  intrusted  to  the  sentinel,  wherever 
there  was  one  stationed,  of  refusing  the  entrie  to  all  persons 
not  properly  dressed,  gave  occasion  once  to  a  saucy  out-break- 
ing of  French  wit  in  oneof  the  National  Guard,  which  wasamns- 
ing  enough.  This  civic  guardian  was  stationed  at  the  gates  of 
a  certain  Mairie  on  some  public  occasion,  with  the  usual 
injunction  not  to  permit  any  person  ^.^  mal-mise"  to  enter. 
An  ineroyahle  presented  himself,  not  dressed  in  the  Ssishion, 
but  immoderately  beyond  it.  The  sentinel  looked  at  him, 
andjowered  his  piece  across  the  entrance,  pronouncing,  in 
a  voice  of  authority— 

'^  Yon  cannot  enter/' 

'^  Not  enter  ?"  exclaimed  the  astonished  beau,  looking  down 
at  the  exquisite  result  of  bis  laborious  toilet;  '^  not  enter?— 
forbid  me  to  enter,  sir  ?— -impossible !  What  is  it  you  mean  ? 
Let  me  pass,  I  say  I" 

The  imperturbable  sentinel  stood  like  a  rock  before  the  en- 
trance :  '^  My  orders  are  precise,"  he  said,  '^  and  I  may  not 
infringe  them." 

'^  Precise !  Your  orders  precise  to  refuse  me?" 
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'^Oaiy  monsiear,  precis,  de  refuser  qui  qoe  ce  soil  que  je 
tronve  mal-mis." 


LETTER    XV. 

Street  Police. — Geaning  Beds. — Tinuing  Kettles. — ^Building  Houses 
— ^Loading  Carts.-— Prepari&g  for  the  Scayenger. — ^Want  of  Drains. 
— Bad  Pavement. — t)arkness. 

Mt  last  letter  was  of  the  Tuileries  Gardens,  a  theme  whieh 
furnished  me  so  many  subjects  of  admiration,  that  I  think,  if 
only  for  the  sake  of  variety,  I  will  let  the  smelfangus  vein  pre- 
vail to-day.  Such,  then,  being  my  humour,— or  my  ilNhnmour, 
if  you  will,— I  shall  indulge  it  by  telling  yon  what  I  Uunk  of 
the  street-police  of  Paris* 

I  will  not  tell  you  that  it  is  bad,  for  that,  I  doubt  not,  many 
others  may  have  done  before  me;  but  I  will  tell  you  that  I 
consider  it  as  something  wonderful,  mysterious,  incompre^ 
hensible,  and  perfectly  astonishing. 

In  a  city  where  everything  intended  to  meet  the  eye  is  con- 
verted into  graceful  ornament;  wl^ere  the  shops  aad  cofEse- 
houses  have  the  air  of  fairy  palaces,  and  the  markets  show 
fountains  wherein  the  daintiest  naiads  might  delight  to  bathe; 
—in  such  a  city  as  this,  where  the  women  look  too  delicate  to 
belong  wholly  to  earth,  and  the  men  too  watchful  and  obser- 
vant to  suffer  the  winds  of  heaven  to  visit  them  too  roughly; 
in  such  a  city  as  this,  you  are  shocked  and  disgusted  at  every 
step  you  take,  or  at  every  gyration  that  the  wheels  of  your 
chariot  can  make,  by  sights  and  smells  that  may  not  be  de- 
scribed. 

Everyday  brings  my  astonishment  on  this  stib|ect  to  a  high- 
er pitch  than  the  one  which  preceded  it;  for  every  day  brings 
with  it  fresh  conviction  that  a  very  considerable  portion  of  the 
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eojoyment  of  life  is  altogether  destroyed  in  Paris  by  the  ne- 
glect or  omission  of  such  a  degree  of  municipal  interference 
as  might  secure  the  most  elegant  people  in  the  world  from  the 
loathsome  disgust  occasioned  by  the  perpetual  outrage  of  com- 
mon decency  in  their  streets. 

On  this  branch  of  the  subject  it  is  impossible  to  say  more; 
but  there  are  other  points  on  which  the  neglect  of  street-po- 
lice is  as  plainly,  though  less  disgustingly,  apparent;  and 
some  of  these  I  will  enumerate  for  your  information,  as  they 
may  be  described  without  impropriety ;  but  when  they  are 
looked  at  in  conjunction  with  the  passion  for  graceful  decora* 
tion,  so  decidedly  a  characteristic  of  the  French  people,  they 
oifer  to  our  observation  an  incongruity  so  violent,  as  to  puzzle 
in  no  ordinary  degree  whoever  may  wi^  to  explain  it. 

You  camiot  at  this  season  pass  through  any  street  in  Paris, 
however  pre-eminently  fashionable  from  its  situation,  or 
however  distinguished  by  the  elegance  of  those  who  frequent 
it,  without  being  frequently  obliged  to  turn  aside,  that  you 
may  not  run  against  two  or  more  women  covered  with  dust, 
and  probably  with  vermin,  who  are  busily  employed  in  pulling 
their  flock  mattresses  to  pieces  in  the  street.  There  they 
stand  or  sit,  caring  for  nobody,  but  combing,  turning,  and 
shaking  the  wool  upon  all  comers  and  goers;  and,  finally,  oc- 
cupying the  space  round  which  many  thousand  passengers  are 
obliged  to  make  what  is  always  an  inconvenient,  and  some- 
times a  very  dirty  detour,  by  poking  the  material,  cleared  from 
the  filth,  which  has  passed  into  the  throats  of  the  gentlemen 
and  ladies  of  Paris,  back  again  into  its  checked  repository. 

I  have  within  this  half-hour  passed  from  the  Italian  Boule- 
vard by  the  Opera-house,  in  the  front  of  which  this  obscene 
and  loathsome  operation  was  being  performed  by  a  solitary 
old  crone,  who  will  doubtless  occupy  the  place  she  has  chosen 
daring  the  whole  day,  and  carry  away  her  bed  just  in  time  to 
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permit  the  Duke  of  Orleans  to  step  from  his  carriage  into  the 
Opera  without  tumbling  over  it,  but  certainly  not  in  time  to 
prevent  his  having  a  great  chance  of  receiving  as  he  passes 
some  portion  of  the  various  animate  and  inanimate  superflui- 
ties which  for  so  many  hours  she  has  been  scattering  to  the  air: 
A  few  days  ago  I  saw  a  well-dressed  gentleman  receive  a 
severe  contusion  on  the  head,  and  the  most  overwhelming 
destruction  to  the  neatness  of  his  attire,  in  consequence  of  a 
fall  occasioned  by  his  foot  getting  entangled  in  the  apparatus 
of  a  street- working  tinker,  who  had  his  charcoal  fire,  bellows, 
melting-pot,  and  all  other  things  neceissary  for  carrying  on 
the  tinning  trade  in  a  small  way,  spread  forth  on  the  pavement 
of  the  Rue  de  Provence. 

When  the  accident  happened,  many  persons  were  passing, 
ail  of  whom  seemed  to  take  a  very  obliging  degree  of  interest 
in  the  misfortune  of  the  fallen  gentleman ;  but  not  a  syllable 
either  of  remonstrance  or  remark  was  uttered  concerning  the 
invasion  of  the  highway  by  the  tinker;  nor  did  that  wandering 
individual  himself  appear  to  think  any  apology  called  for, 
or  any  change  in  the  arrangement  of  his  various  chattels  ne- 
cessary. 

Whenever  a  house  is  to  be  built  or  repaired  in  London, 
the  first  thing  done  is  to  surround  the  premises  with  a  high 
paling,  that  shall  prevent  any  of  the  operations  that  are  going 
on  within  it  from  annoying  in  any  way  the  public  in  the  street. 
The  next  thing  is  to  arrange  a  footpath  round  this  piling, 
carefully  protected  by  posts  and  rails,  so  that  this  unavoidable 
invasion  of  the  ordinary  footpath  may  be  productive  of  as  little 
inconvenience  as  pos^bie. 

Were  you  to  pass  a  spot  in  Paris  under  similar  circumstances, 
you  would  fancy  that  some  tremendous  accident — a  fire, 
perhaps,  or  the  falling  in  of  a  roof— had  occasioned  a  degree 
of  difficulty  and  confusion  to  the  passengers  which  it  was  im- 
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possible  to  suppose  could  be  suffered  to  remain  an  hourunre- 
medied ;  bat  it  is,  on  the  contrary,  permitted  to  continue,  to 
thetormentanddangerofdaily  thousands,  for  months  together, 
witboat  the  slightest  notice  or  objection  on  the  part  of  the  mu- 
nicipal authorities.  If  a  cart  be  loading  or  unloading  in  the 
street,  it  is  permitted  to  take  and  keep  a  position  the  most  in- 
convenient, in  utter  disregard  of  any  danger  or  deiay  which 
it  may  and  must  occasion  to  the  carriages  and  foot-passengers 
who  have  to  travel  round  it. 

Naisances  and  abominations  of  all  sorts  are  without  scruple 
oommitted  to  the  street  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or  night,  to 

« 

await  the  morning  visit  of  the  scavenger  to  remove  them ;  and 
happy,  indeed,  is  it  for  the  humble  pedestrian  if  his  e^e  and 
nose  alone  suffer  from  these  ejectments;  happy,  indeed,  if  he 
comes  not  in  contact  with  them,  as  they  make  their  uncere- 
monious exit  from  window  or  door.  '^  Quel  honheur !"  is* 
the  exclamation  if  he  escapes ;  but  a  look,  wholly  in  sorrow 
and  nowise  in  anger,  is  the  only  helpless  resource  should  he 
be  splashed  froin  head  to  foot. 

On  the  subject  of  that  monstrous  barbarism,  a  gutter  in  the 
middle  of  the  streets  expressly  formed  for  the  reception  of 
filth,  which  is  still  permilted  to  deform  the  greater  portion  of 
this  beautifbl  city,  I  can  only  say,  that  the  patient  endurance 
of  it  by  men  and  women  of  the  year  one  thousand  eight  hun- 
dred and  thirty-five  is  a  mystery  diflicalt  to  understand. 

It  really  appears  to  me,  that  almost  the  only  thing  in  the 
world  which  other  men  do,  but  which  Frenchmen  cannot,  is 
the  making  of  sewers  and  drains.  After  an  hour  or  two  of 
very  violent  rain  last  week,  that  part  of  the  Place  Louis- 
Quinze  which  is  near  the  entrance  to  the  Champs  Elys^es 
remained  covered  with  water.  The  Board  of  Works  having 
waited  for  a  day  or  two  to  see  what  would  happen,  and  find- 
ing that  the  muddy  lake  did  not  disappear,  commanded  the 
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assistance  of  twenty-six  able-bodied  labourers,  who  set  about 
digging  about  just  such  a  channel  as  little  boys  amuse  them- 
selves by  making  beside  a  pond.  By  this  well-imagined 
engineering  exploit,  the  stagnant  water  was  at  length  con- 
ducted to  the  nearest  gutter ;  the  pickaxes  were  shouldered, 
and  an  open  muddy  channel  left  to  adorn  this  magnificent 
area,  which,  were  a  little  finishing  bestowed  upon  it,  would 
probably  be  the  finest  point  that  any  city  in  the  world  could 
boast. 

Perhaps  it  will  hardly  be  fair  to  set  it  amongst  my  com- 
plaints against  the  streets  of  Paris,  that  they  have  not  yet 
adopted  our  last  and  most  luxurious  improvement.  I  cannot 
but  observe,  however,  that,  having  passed  some  weeks  here,  I 
feel  that  the  Macadamised  streets  of  London  ought  to  become  the 
subject  of  a  metropolitan  jubilee  among  us.  The  exceeding 
noise  of  Paris,  proceeding  either  from  the  uneven  structore 
of  the  pavement,  or  from  the  defective  construction  of  wheels 
and  springs,  is  so  violent  and  incessant  as  to  appear  like  the 
effect  of  one  great  continuous  cause,--a  sort  of  demon  torment, 
which  it  must  require  great  length  of  UsSe  to  enable  one  to 
endure  without  suffering.  Were  a  cure  for  this  sought  in 
the  Macadamising  of  the  streets,  an  additional  advantage, 
by  the  by,  would  be  obtained,  from  the  difficulties  it  would 
throw  in  the  way  of  the  future  heroes  of  a  barricade. 

There  is  another  defect,  however,  and  one  much  more 
easily  remedied,  which  may  fairly,  I  think,  come  under  the 
head  of  defective  street-police.  This  is  tlie  profound  dark- 
ness of  every  part  of  the  city  in  which  there  are  not  shops 
iiluminaled  by  the  owners  of  tlieni  with  gas.  This  is  done 
so  brilliantly  on  the  Boulevards  by  the  caf^s  and  restaurants, 
that  the  dim  old-fashioned  lamp  suspended  at  long  intervals 
across  the  pav4  is  forgotten.  But  no  sooner  is  this  region 
of  light  and  gaiety  left,  than  you  seem  to  plunge  into  outer 


AND  THE  PARISIANS.  S3 

dutaess.;  and  there  is  not  a  little  country  town  in  England 
which  is  not  incomparably  better  lighted  than  any  street  in 
Paris,  which  depends  for  its  illamination  upon  the  public  re- 
gulations of  the  dty. 

As  it  is  evident  that  gas-pipes  must  be  actually  laid  in  all 
directions  in  order  to  supply  the  individuals  who  employ  it 
in  their  houses,  I  could  in  no  way  understand  why  these  most 
dismal  r^erbH-h^  with  their  dingy  oil,  were  to  be  made  use 
of  in  preference  to  the  beautiful  light  which  almost  outblazes 
that  of  the  son ;  but  I  am  told  that  some  unexpired  contract 
between  Paris  and  her  lamplighlav  is  the  cause  of  this. 
Were  the  oonyoiience  of  the  public  as  sedulously  studied  in 
France  as  in  England,  not  all  the  claims  of  all  the  lamplight- 
ers in  the  world,  let  is  cost  what  it  might  to  content  them, 
would  keep  her  citizens  groping  in  darkness  when  it  was  so 
very  easy  to  give  them  light. 

Bnt  not  to  dwell  ungratefully  upon  the  grievances  which 
certainly  disfigure  this  city  of  delight,  I  will  not  multiply 
instances ;  yet  I  am  sure  I  may  assert,  without  fear  of  contra- 
diction or  reproach,  that  such  a  street-police  as  that  of 
London  would  be  one  of  the  greatest  civic  blessings  that 
King  Philippe  could  possibly  bestow  upon  his  ^*  belle  ville  de 
Paris  r 
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Preparations  for  the  F^te  da  Roi. — Arrival  of  Troops. — Champs 
Elysees. — Concert  in  the  Garden  of  the  Tuileries. — Silence  of  the 
People. — Fireworks. 

May  a,  z835. 

For  several  days  past  we  have  been  watching  the  prepara- 
tions for  the  King's  fdte,  which,  though  not  quite  equal  to 
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those  in  the  days  of  the  Emperor,  when  all  the  fountains  in 
Paris  ran  wine,  were  on  a  large  and  splendid  scale,  and,  if 
more  sotier,  were  perhaps  not  less  princely.  Temporary 
theatres,  ball-rooms,  and  orchestras  in  the  Champs-Elys^— 
magnificent  fireworks  on  the  Pont  Louis-Seize — preparations 
for  a  full  concert  immediately  in  front  of  the  Tuileries  Palace, 
and  arrangements  of  lamps  for  general  illuminations,  but 
especially  in  the  gardens,  were  the  chief  of  these;  but  none  of 
them  struck  us  so  much  as  the  daily-increasing  number  of 
troops.  National  Guards  and  soldiers  of  the  line  divided  the 
streets  between  them;  and  as  a  grand  review  was  naturally 
to  make  a  part  of  the  day's  pageantry,  there  would  have  been 
nothing  to  remark  in  this,  were  it  not  that  the  various  parties 
into  which  the  country  is  divided  perpetually  leads  people  to  sup- 
pose that  King  Philippe  finds  it  necessary  to  acton  the  defensive. 
Numberless  are  the  hints,  as  you  may  imagine,  on  this 
theme  that  have  been  thrown  out  on  the  present  occasion; 
and  it  is  confidently  asserted  in  some  quarters,  that  the 
reviewing  of  large  bodies  of  troops  is  likely  to  become  a  very 
fashionable  and  frequent,  if  not  a  very  popular,  amusement 
here.  If,  indeed,  a  show  of  force  be  necessary  to  ensure 
the  tranquillity  of  this  strife-worn  land,  the  government 
certainly  do  right  in  displaying  it;  but  if  this  be  not  the 
case,  there  is  some  imprudence  in  it,  for  the  effect  much  re- 
sembles that  of 

'<A  rich  armour,  worn  ia  heat  of  day, 
That  scalds  with  safely.'' 

Yesterday,  then,  being  marked  in  the  calendar  as  sacred  to 
St.  Jacques  and  St.  Philippe,  was  kept  as  the  fifiteof  the  present 
King  of  the  French.  The  weather  was  brilliant,  and  everything 
looked  gay,  particularly  around  the  courtly  region  of  the 
Tuileries,GhampsElysees,  and  all^  parts  near  or  between  them. 
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Beiiig  assured  by  a  philosophical  looker-on  upon  all  such 
assemblings  of  the  people  as  are  likely  to  show  forth  indica- 
tions of  their  temper,  that  the  humours  of  the  Champs  Elysto 
would  display  more  of  this  than  I  could  hope  to  find  elsewhere, 
I  was  about  to  order  a  carriage  to  convey  us  there ;  but  my 
fnes^  stopped  me. 

^*Yon  may  as  well  remain  at  home/'  said  he:  ^^from  a 
carriage  you  wilf  see  nothing  but  a  mob;  but  if  you  will  walk 
amongst  them,  you  may  perhaps  find  out  Aether  they  are 
thinking  of  anything  or  nothing." 

^^  Anything  ?— or  nothing  ?  "  I  repeated  ''  Does  the  any- 
Mng  mean  a  revolution?  Tell  me  truly,  is  there  any  chance 
of  a  riot?" 

Instead  of  answering,  he  turned  to  a  gentleman  of  our 
party  who  was  just  returned  from  the  review  of  the  troops 
by  the  king. 
*'  Did  you  not  say  you  had  seen  the  review  ?"  he  demanded. 
''Yes;  I  am  just  come  from  it." 
''And  what  do  you  think  of  the  troops  ?" 
''  They  are  very  fine  troops,— remarkably  fine  men,  both 
the  National  Guards  and  the  troops  of  the  line." 

'*  And  in  sufficient  force,  are  they  not,  to  keep  Paris  quiet 
if  she  should  feel  disposed  to  be  frolicsome  ?" 
'^Gertainly^I  should  think  so." 

It  was  therefore  determined,  leaving  the  younger  part  of 
the  females  behind  us  however  in  case  of  the  worst,  that  we 
should  repair  to  the  Champs  Elys^s. 

No  one  who  has  not  seen  a  public  f6te  celebrated  at  Paris 
can  form  an  idea  of  the  scene  which  the  whole  of  this 
extensive  area  presents :  it  makes  me  giddy  even  to  remember 
it.  Imagine  a  hundred  swings  throwing  their  laughing 
eaigoes  high  into  the  air;  a  hundred  winged  ships  flying  in 
endless  whirl,  and  hearing  for  their  crews  a  Ute-U-Ute  pair 
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of  holiday  sweeihearto :  imagiae  a  bondred  horfes,  each  with 
two  prancing  hoofd  high  poised  in  air,  coorsing  each  other  in 
a  circle,  with  nostrils  of  flame ;  a  hundred  mountebanks,  chat> 
tering  and  gibbering  their  inconceivable  jargon,  some  habit- 
ed as  generals,  some  as  Turks,^8ome  offering  their  nostrums 
in  the  impressive  habit  of  an  Armenian  Jew,  and  others  roll- 
ing head-over-heels  upon  a  stage,  and  presenting  a  dose  with 
the  grin  of  Grimaldi.  We  stopped  more  Ihan  once  in  our 
progress  to  watch  the  ways  of  one  of  these  animals  when  it 
had  succeeded  in  fascinating  its  prey :  the  poor  victim  was 
cajoled  and  coaxed  into  believing  that  none  of  woman  born 
could  ever  taste  of  evil  more,  if  he  would  but  trust  to  the  one 
only  true,  sure,  and  certain  speciGc. 

At  all  sides  of  us,  as  we  advanced,  we  were  skirted  by  long 
lines  of  booths,  decked  with  gaudy  merchandise,  rings,  clasps, 
brooches,  buckles,  most  tempting  to  behold,  and  all  to  be  had 
for  five  sous  each.  It  is  pretty  enough  to  watch  the  eager 
glances  and  the  smirking  smiles  of  the  damsels,  with  the 
yielding  tender  looks  of  the  fond  boys  who  hover  round  these 
magazines  of  female  trumpery.  Alas !  it  is  perhaps  but  the 
beginning  of  sorrow ! 

In  the  largest  open  space  afforded  by  these  Elysian  fields 
were  erected  two  theatres,  the  interval  between  them  holding, 
it  was  said,  twenty  thousand  spectators.  While  one  of  these 
performed  a  piece,  pantomimic  I  believe,  the  other  enjoyed  a 
reldche  and  reposed  itself ;  but  the  instant  the  curtain  of  one 
fell,  that  of  the  other  rose,  and  the  ocean  of  heads  which 
filled  the  space  between  tliem  turned,  and  undulated  like  the 
waves  of  the  sea,  ebbing  and  flowing,  backwards  and  forwards, 
as  the  moon*struck  folly  attracted  them. 

Four  ample  al  fresco  enclosures  prepared  for  dancing,  each 
furnished  with  a  very  respectable  orchestra,  occupied  the 
extreme  corners  of  this  space ;  and  notwithstanding  the  crowd, 
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the  heaty  the  sunshine,  and  the  din,  this  exeroise,  which  was 
carried  oa  immediately  under  them,  did  not,  I  was  told, 
cease  for  a  single  instant  during  the  whole  of  that  long 
summer-day.  When  one  set  of  fiddlers  wiere  tired  out, 
another  succeeded.  The  activity,  gaiety,  and  universal  good- 
humour  of  this  enormous  mob  were  uniform  and  uninterrupted 
from  morning  to  night. 

These  people  really  deserve  fi^tes ;  they  enjoy  them  so 
heartily,  yet  so  peaceably. 

Such  were  the  great  and  most  striking  features  of  the 
jubilee ;  but  we  hardly  advanced  a  single  step  through  the 
throng  which  did  not  exhibit  to  us  some  minor  trait  of  national 
and  characteristic  revelry.  I  was  delighted  to  observe,  how- 
ever, throughout  the  whole  of  my  expedition,  that,  according 
to  our  friend's  definition,  ^^nobody  was  thinking  of  any  thing.*' 
But  what  pleased  me  incomparably  more  than  all  the  rest 
was  the  temperate  style  of  the  popular  refreshments.  The 
young  men  and  the  old,  the  time-worn  maUron  and  the  dainty 
damsel,  all  alike  slaked  their  thirst  with  iced  lemonade, 
which  was  furnished  in  incredible  quantities  by  numberless 
ambulant  cisterns,  at  the  price  of  one  sous  the  glass.  Happily 
this  light-hearted  f^te -loving  population  have  no  gin-palaces 
to  revel  in. 

But  hunger  was  to  be  satisfied  as  well  as  thirst ;  and  here 
the  friand  taste  of  the  people  displayed  itself  by  dozens  of 
little  chafing-dishes  lodged  at  intervals  under  the  trees,  each 
with  its  presiding  old  woman,,  who,  holding  a  frying-pan,  for 
ever  redolent  of  onions,  over  the  coals,  screamed  in  shrill 
accents  the  praises  of  her  saucisses  and  her  foie.  This  was 
the  only  part  of  the  business  that  was  really  disagreeable  : 
the  odour  from  these  al  fresco  kitchens  was  not,  I  confess, 
very  pleasant ;  but  everything  else  pleased  me  exceedingly. 
It  was  the  first  time  I  ever  saw  a  real  mob  in  full  jubilee ;  and 
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I  did  not  believe  it  possible  I  could  have  been  so  mach  amused, 
and  so  not  at  all  frightened.  Even  before  one  of  these  terri- 
bly odoriferant  kitchens,  I  could  not  help  pausing  for  a 
moment  as  I  passed,  to  admire  the  polite  style  in  which  an 
old  woman  who  had  taken  early  possession  of  the  shade  of  a 
tree  for  her  restaurant  defended  the  station  from  the  wheel- 
barrow of  a  merchant  of  gingerbread  who  approached  it. 

^'  Pardon,  monsieur !...  Ne  venez  pas,  je  vous  prie,  d^ran- 
ger  mon  etablissement." 

The  two  grotesque  old  figures,  together  with  their  fittings 
up,  made  this  dignified  address  delightful ;  and  as  it  was 
answered  by  a  bow,  and  the  respectful  drawing  back  of  the 
wheelbarrow,  I  cannot  but  give  it  the  preference  over  the 
more  energetic  language  which  a  similar  circumstance  would 
be  likely  to  produce  at  Bartholomew  Fair. 

Altogether  we  were  infinitely  amused  by  this  excursion ; 
but  I  think  I  never  was  more  completely  fatigued  in  my  life. 
Nevertheless,  I  contrived  lo  repose  myself  sufficiently  to  join 
a  large  party  to  the  Tuileries  Gardens  in  the  evening,  where 
we  were  assured  that  two  hundred  thousand  persons  were 
collected.  The  crowd  was  indeed  very  great,  and  the  party 
soon  found  it  impossible  to  keep  together;  but  about  three 
hours  afterwards  we  had  the  satisfaction  of  assembling  in 
safety  at  the  same  pleasant  mansion  from  which  we  set  out. 

The  attraction  which,  during  the  early  part  of  the  evening, 
chiefly  drew  together  the  crowd  was  the  orchestra  in  front 
of  the  palace.  A  large  military  band  were  stationed  there, 
and  continued  playing,  while  the  thousands  and  tens  of 
thousands  of  lamps  were  being  lighted  all  over  the  gardens. 

During  this  time,  the  king,  queen,  and  royal  family 
appeared  on  the  balcony.  And  here  the  only  fault  which  I 
had  perceived  in  this  pretty  fSte  throughout  the  day  showed 
itself  so  strongly  as  to  produce  a  very  disagreeable  effect. 


AND  THE  PAEISIANS.  89 

From  first  to  last,  it  seemed  that  the  cause  of  the  jubilee  was 
forgotten ;  not  a  sound  of  any  kind  greeted  the  appearance  of 
(he  royal  party.  That  so  gay  and  demonstrative  a  people, 
assembled  in  such  numbers,  and  on  such  an  occasion,  should 
remain  wiil^  uplifted  heads,  gazing  on  the  sovereign,  without 
a  sound  being  uttered  by  any  single  voice,  appeared  perfectly 
astonishing.  However,  if  there  were  no  bravos,  there  was 
decidedly  no  hissing. 

The  scene  itself  was  one  of  enchanting  gaiety.  Before  us 
rose  the  illuminated  pavilions  of  theTuileries :  the  bright  lights, 
darting  through  the  oleanders  and  myrtles  on  the  balcony, 
showed  to  advantage  the  royal  party  stationed  there.  On 
every  side  were  trees,  statues,  flowers,  brought  out  to  view 
by  unnumbered  lamps  rising  in  brilliant  pyramids  among 
them,  while  the  inspiring  sounds  of  marUal  music  resounded 
in  the  midst.  The  jets  d'eau,  catching  (he  artificial  light, 
sprang  high  into  the  'air  like  arrows  of  Hre,  then  turned 
into  spray,  and  descended  again  in  light  showers,  seeming  to 
shed  delicious  coolness  on  the  crowd ;  and  behind  them,  far 
as  the  eye  could  reach,  stretched  the  suburban  forest,  spar> 
kling  with  festoons  of  lamps,  that  seemed  driiwn  out,  '^  fine  by 
degrees  and  beautifully  less,"  up  to  the  Barri^re  de  TEtoile. 
The  scene  itself  was  indeed  lovely ;  and  if,  instead  of  the  heavy 
silence  with  which  it  was  regarded,  a  loud  heartfelt  cheering 
had  greeted  the  jour  de  f4te  of  a  long-loved  king,  it  would 
have  been  perfect. 

The  fireworks,  too,  were  superb;  and  though  all  the 
theatres  in  Paris  were  opened  gratis  to  the  public,  and,  as  we 
afterwards  heard,  completely  filled,  the  multitudes  that 
thronged  to  look  at  them  seemed  enough  to  people  a  dozen 
cities.  But  it  is  so  much  the  habit  of  this  people,  old  and 
young,  rich  and  poor,  to  live  out  of  doors,  that  a  slight 
temptation  '^  bye  common"  is  sufficient  to  draw  forth  every 
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human  being  who  is  able  to  stand  alone ;  and  indeed,  of 
those  who  are  not,  thoasandsare  deposited  in  chairs,  and  other 
thousands  in  the  arms  of  mothers  and  nurses. 

The  Pont  Louis-Seize  was  the  point  from  which  all  the 
fireworks  were  let  off.  No  spot  could  have  been  better 
chosen  :  the  terraces  of  the  Tuiieries  looked  down  upon  it ; 
and  the  whole  length  of  the  quays,  on  both  sides  of  the  river, 
as  far  as  the  CiU,  looked  up  to  it,  and  the  persons  stationed 
on  them  must  have  seen  clearly  the  many-coloured  fires  that 
blazed  there. 

One  of  the  prettiest  popular  contrivances  for  creating  a 
shout  when  fireworks  are  exhibited  here,  is  to  have  rockets, 
sending  up  tri-coloured  balls,  blue,  white,  and  red,  in  rapid 
succession,  looking,  as  I  heard  a  young  republican  say,  ^^  like 
winged  messengers,  from  their  loved  banner  up  to  heaven." 
I  could  not  help  remarking,  that  if  the  messengers  repeated 
fiiithfully  all  that  the  tri-coloured  banner  had  done,  they 
would  have  strange  tales  to  tell. 

The  bouquet,  or  last  grand  display  that  finished  the  exhi- 
bition, was  very  fanciful  and  very  splendid.  But  what  struck 
me  as  the  prettiest  part  of  the  whole  show,  was  the  Cham- 
ber of  Deputies,  the  architecture  of  which  was  marked  by 
lines  of  light;  and  the  magnificent  flight  of  steps  leading  to 
it  having  each  one  its  unbroken  fencing  of  fire,  was  perhaps 
intended  as  a  mystical  type  of  the  ordeal  to  be  passed  in  a 
popular  election  before  this  temple  of  wisdom  could  be 
entered. 

How  very  delightful  was  the  abounding  tea  of  that  hot 
lamp-lit  night!  ...  And  how  very  thankful  was  I  this 
morning,  at  one  o'clock,  to  feel  that  the  fite  du  roi  was 
peaceably  over,  and  I  ready  to  fall  soundly  to  sleep  in  my 
bed! 
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LETTER    XVn. 

Political  chances. — Yisit  from  a  Republican— His, high  spirits  at  the 
prospects  before  him — His  advice  to  me  respecting  my  name. — 
Removal  of  the  Prisoners  from  Ste.  Pelagic. — Review. — Garde  de 
Paris. — The  National  Guard. 

We  are  so  aocastomed,  in  these  our  luckless  days,  to  hear 
of  ^meutes  and  roraours  of  imeuieSj  here,  there,  and  every 
where,  that  we  certainly  grow  nerve-hardened,  and  if  not 
quite  callous,  at  least  we  are  almost  red^less  of  the  threat. 
Bot  in  this  city  the  business  of  getting  up  riots  on  the  one 
hand,  and  putting  them  down  on  the  other,  is  carried  on  in 
so  easy  and  familiar  a  manner,  that  we  daily  look  for  an 
accoQDt  of  something  of  the  kind  as  regularly  as  for  our 
breakfast  bread;  and  I  begin  already  to  lose  in  a  great 
degree  my  fear  of  disagreeable  results,  in  the. interest  with 
which  I  watch  what  is  going  on. 

The  living  in  the  midst  of  all  these  different  parties,  and 
listening  first  to  one  and  then  to  another  of  them,  is  to 
a  foreigner  much  like  the  amusement  derived  by  an  idle 
spectator  from  walking  round  a  card-table,  looking  into  all 
the  bands,  and  then  watching  the  manner  in  which  each  one 
play.s  his  game. 

It  has  so  often  happened  here,  as  we  all  know,  that  when 
the  game  has  appeared  over,  and  the  winner  in  possession  of 
the  stake  he  played  for,  they  have,  on  a  sudden,  shuffled  the 
cards  and  begun  again,  that  people  seem  always  looking  out 
for  new  chances,  new  bets,  new  losses,  and  new  confusion. 
I  can  assure  you  that  it  is  a  game  of  considerable  movement 
and  animation  which  is  going  on  at  Paris  just  now.  The 
political  trials  ^re  to  commence  on  Tuesday  next,  and  the 
republicans  are  as  busy  as  a  nest  of  wasps  when  conscious 
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that  their  stronghold  is  attacked.  They  have  not  only  been 
upon  the  alert,  but  hitherto  in  great  spirits  at  the  prospect 
before  them. 

The  same  individual  whose  alarming  communications  on 
this  subject  I  mentioned  to  you  soon  after  we  came  here, 
called  on  me  again  a  few  days  ago.  I  never  saw  a  man 
more  altered  in  the  interval  of  k  few  weeks.  When  I  first 
saw  him  here,  he  was  sullen,  gloomy,  and  miserable-looking 
in  the  extreme ;  but  at  his  last  visit  he  appeared  gay,  frolic- 
some, and  happy.  He  was  not  disposed,  however,  to  talk 
much  on  politics ;  and  I  am  persuaded  he  came  with  a  fixed 
determination  not  to  indulge  our  curiosity  by  saying  a  word 
on  the  subject.  But  *^  out  of  the  fulness  of  the  heart  the 
mouth  speaketh ;"  and  this  gentleman  did  not  depart  with- 
out giving  us  some  little  intimation  of  what  was  passing  in 
his. 

Observe,  that  I  do  no  treason  in  repeating  to  you  whatever 
this  young  man  said  in  my  hearing ;  for  he  assured  me,  the 
first  time  I  ever  saw  him,  that  he  knew  me  to  be  "  une  abso- 
luHsie  enragie;*'  but  that,  so  far  from  fearing  to  speak  freely 
before  me,  there  was  nothing  that  would  give  him  so  much 
pleasure  as  believing  that  I  should  publish  every  word  he 
uttered  on  the  subject  of  politics.  I  told  him  in  return,  that 
if  I  did  so  it  should  be  without  mentioning  his  name ;  for 
that  I  should  be  truly  sorry  to  hear  that  he  had  been  con- 
signed to  Ste  Pelagic  as  a  rebel  on  my  evidence.  So  we 
understand  each  other  perfectly. 

On  the  morning  in  question  he  began  talking  gaily  and 
gallantly  concerning  the  pleasures  of  Paris,  and  expressed 
his  hope  that  we  were  taking  care  to  profit  by  the  present 
interval  of  public  tranquillity. 

*  Is  this  interval  of  calm  likely  to  be  followed  by  a  storm  ?" 
said  one  of  the  pirly. 
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'^  Mais  .  .  .  que  sais-je  ?  .  .  .  The  weather  is  so  fine  now, 
yoa  know.  .  .  .  And  the  opera?  en  vdrite,  e'est  superbe! 
Have  you  seen  it  yet  ? 

'*  Seen  what  ? " 

'*  Eh !  mais, '  La  Joive'  I  . .  .  k  present  il  n'y  a  que  cela  au 
monde. .  .  .  Yoa  read  the  journals  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  Galignani's  at  least. " 

'^Ah,  ah!"  said  he,  laughing;  ''e'est  assez  pour  vous 
autres." 

''Is  there  any  interesting  news  to-day  in  any  of  the  papers?" 

"Interessante  ?  .  .  .  mais,  oui . .  assez  . .  Gependant . .  " 
And  then  again  he  rattled  on  about  plays,  balls,  concerts, 
and  I  know  not  what. 

"  I  wish  you  would  tell  me,''  said  I,  interrupting  him, 
"  whether  you  think  that,  in  case  any  popular  movement 
shoald  occur,  the  English  would  be  molested,  or  in  any  way 
annoyed." 

'' Non,  madame— je  ne  le  crois  pas— surtoutlesfenunes. 
Gependant,  si  j'etais  vous,  Madame  Trollope,  je  me  donne- 
rais  pour  le  moment  le  nom  d'O'Connell. " 

"  And  that,  you  think,  would  be  accepted  as  a  passport 
through  any  scene  of  treason  and  rebellion  ?"  said  I. 

He  laughed  agaUi,  and  said  that  was  not  exactly  what  he 
meant ;  but  that  O'Connell  was  a  name  revered  in  France 
as  well  as  at  Rome,  and  might  very  likely  belong  one  day  or 
oUier  to  a  pope,  if  his  generous  wishes  for  an  Irish  republic 
were  too  dear  to  his  heart  to  permit  him  ever  to  accept  the 
title  of  king. 

"An  Irish  republic? . . .  perhaps  that  is  just  what  is 
wanted,"  said  I.  But  not  wishing  to  enter  into  any  discus- 
sion on  the  niceties  of  speech,  I  waived  the  compliments  he 
began  to  pay  me  on  this  liberal  sentiment,  and  again  asked 
him  if  he  thought  anything  was  going  on  amongst  the 
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friends  of  the  prisoners  that  might  impede  tlie  course  of 
justice. 

Though  not  aware  of  (he  quibble  with  which  I  had  re- 
plied to  him,  he  answered  me  by  anolher,  saying  with 
energy— 

"  No !  .  .  .  never !  .  . .  They  will  never  do  anything  to 
impede  the  course  of  justice." 

^^  Will  they  do  any  thing  to  assist  it  ?  "  said  I. 

He  sprang  from  his  chair,  gave  a  bound  across  the  room, 
as  if  to  hide  his  glee  by  looking  out  of  the  window,  and 
when  he  showed  his  face  again,  said,  with  much  solemnity 
— "  They  will  do  their  duty." 

The  conversation  continued  for  some  time  longer,  waver- 
ing between  politics  and  dissipation ;  and  though  we  could 
not  obtain  from  him  anything  approaching  to  information 
respecting  what  might  be  going  on  among  his  hot-headed 
party,  yet  it  seemed  clear  that  he  at  least  hoped  for  some- 
thing that  would  lead  to  important  results. 

The  riddle  was  explained  a  very  few  hours  after  he  left 
us.  The  political  prisoners,  most  of  whom  were  lodged  in 
the  prison  of  Ste.  Pelagic,  have  been  removed  to  the  Luxem- 
bourg ;  and  it  was  confidently  hoped  and  expected  by  the 
republicans  that  enough  malcontents  would  be  found  among 
the  citizens  of  Paris  to  get  up  a  very  satisfactory  &ineuie  on 
the  occasion.  But  never  was  hope  more  abortive.  Not  the 
slightest  public  sensation  appears  to  have  been  excited  by 
this  removal ;  and  i  am  assured  that  the  whole  republican 
party  are  so  bitterly  disappointed  at  this,  that  the  most  san- 
guine among  them  have  ceased  for  the  present  to  anticipate 
the  triumph  of  their  cause.  I  suspect,  therefore,  that  it  will 
be  some  time  before  we  shall  receive  another  visit  from  our 
riot-loving  friend. 

Meanwhile  preparations  are  going  on  in  a  very  orderly  and 
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judicious  style  at  the  Lnxembonrg.  The  trial-chamber  and 
all  things  connected  with  it  are  completed ;  tents  have  been 
pitched  in  the  gardens  for  the  accommodation  of  the  soldiers, 
and  guards  stationed  in  such  a  manner  in  all  directions  as  to 
ensure  a  reasonable  chance  of  tranquillity  to  the  peaceable. 

We  have  attended  a  review  of  very  fine  troops  in  the  PJace 
da  Carrousel,  composed  of  National  Guards,  troops  of  the  line, 
and  that  most  superb-looking  body  of  municipal  troops  called 
La  Garde  de  Paris.  These  latter,  it  seems,  have  performed  in 
Paris  since  the  revolution  of  1S50  the  duties  of  that  portion  of 
the  police  formerly  called  gendarmerie;  but  the  name  having 
fellen  into  disrepute  in  the  capital-— (f^s  jeunes  gens,  par 
exemple,  could  not  bear  it) — the  title  of  Garde  de  Paris  has 
been  accorded  to  them  instead,  and  it  is  now  only  in  the  pro- 
vinces that  gendarmes  are  to  be  found.  But  let  them  be 
called  by  what  name  they  may,  I  never  saw  any  corps  of 
more  superb  appearance.  Men  and  horses,  accoutrements 
and  discipline,  all  seem  perfect.  It  is  amusing  to  observe 
how  slight  a  thread  will  sometines  suffice  to  lead  captive  the 
most  unruly  spirits. 

"  What  is  there  in  a  name?" 

Yet  I  have  heard  it  asserted  with  triumphant  crowings  by 
some  'of  the  revolutionary  set,  that,  thanks  to  their  valour! 
the  odious  system  was  completely  changed— that  gendarmes 
and  mouchardsnolonger  existed  in  Paris— that  citizens  would 
never  again  be  tormented  by  their  hateful  surveiUance — and, 
in  short,  that  Frenchmen  were  redeemed  from  thraldom  now 
and  for  evermore;  so  now  they  have  La  Garde  de  Paris^  just 
to  take  care  of  them ;  and  if  ever  a  set  of  men  were  capable  of 
performing  effectually  the  duties  committed  lo  their  charge 
I  think  it  must  be  this  well-drilled  stalworth  corps. 
The  appearance  of  a  large  body  of  the  National  Guard  too, 
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when  broaght  together,  as  at  a  review,  in  fall  military  style, 
is  very  imposing.  The  eye  at  once  sees  that  they  are  not  or- 
dinary troops.  AH  the  appointments  are  in  excellent  order; 
and  the  very  material  of  which  their  uniform  is  made,  being 
so  much  less  common  than  usual,  helps  to  produce  this  effect. 
Not  to  mention  that  the  uniform  itself,  of  dark  blue,  with  the 
delicately  while  pantaloons,  is  peculiarly  handsome  on  parade ; 
much  more  so,  I  think,  though  perhaps  less  calculated  for  a 
battle-field,  than  the  fed  lower  garments  by  which  the  troops 
of  the  French  line  are  at  present  distinguished. 

The  king  looks  well  on  horseback— so  do  his  sons.  The 
whole  staff,  indeed,  was  gay  and  gallant-looking,  and  in  style 
as  decidely  aristocratic  as  any  prince  nsed  desire.  Shouts  of 
*^  Vive  le  Rot  I"  ran  cheerily  and  lustily  along  the  lines;  and 
if  these  may  be  trusted  as  indications  of  the  feelings  of  the  sol- 
diery towards  King  Philippe,  he  may,  I  think,  feel  quite 
indifferent  as  to  whatever  other  vows  may  be  uttered  con- 
cerning him  in  the  distance. 

But  in  this  city  of  contradictions  one  can  never  sit  down 
safely  to  ruminate  upon  any  one  inference  or  conclusion 
whatever;  for  five  minutes  afterwards  you  are  assured  by  some- 
body or  other  that  you  are  quite  wrong,  utterly  mistaken,  and 
that  the  exact  contrary  of  what  you  suppose  is  the  real  fact. 
Thus,  on  mentioning  in  the  evening  the  cordial  reception 
given  by  the  soldiers  to  the  king  in  the  morning,  I  received 
for  answer— '^  Je  le  crois  bien,  madame;  les  ofliciers  leur 
commandent  de  le  faire." 

We  remained  a  good  while  on  the  ground,  and  saw  as 
much  as  the  confinement  of  a  carriage  would  permit.  Like 
all  reviews  of  well-dressed  well-appointed  troops,  it  was  a 
gay  and  pretty  spectacle;  and,  notwithstanding  the  caustic 
reprimand  for  my  faith  in  empty  sounds  which  I  have  just 
repeated  to  you,  I  am  still  of  opinion  that  King  Philippe  had 
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eveiy  reason  to  be  contented  with  liis  troops,  and  with  the 
manner  in  which  he  was  received  by  them. 

Every  hour  that  one  remains  at  Paris  increases,  I  think, 
Mie's  conviction  of  the  enormous  power  and  importance  of  the 
National  Guard.  Our  volunteer  corps,  in  the  season  of 
threatenings  and  danger,  gave  us  unquestionably  an  immense 
accessioiL  of  strength ;  and  had  the  threatener  dared  to  come, 
neither  his  legions  nor  his  eagles,  his  veterans  nor  his 
victories,  would  have  saved  him  from  utter  destruction.  He 
knew  this,  and  he  came  not ;  he  knew  that  the  little  island 
was  bristling  from  her  centre  to  her  shore  with  arms  raised  to 
strike,  by  the  impulse  of  the  heart  and  soul,  and  not  by  con- 
scription; he  knew  this,  and  wisely  came  not. 

Our  volunteers  were  armed  men— armed  in  a  cause, that 
warmed  their  blood;  and  it  is  sufiBcient  to  establish  their  impor- 
tance, that  History  must  record  the  simple  fact,  that  Napoleon 
lookedat  them  and  turned  away.  But,  greatas  was  the  powerof 
this  critical  show  of  volunteer  strength  amopg  us,  as  a  per- 
manent force  it  was  trifling  when  compared  to  the  present 
National  Guard  of  France.  Not  only  are  their  numbers 
greater^Paris  alone  has  eighty  thousand  of  them,— but  their 
discipline  is  perfect,  and  their  practical  habils  of  being  on 
dnty  keep  them  in  sudi  daily  activity,  that  a  tocsin  sounded 
within  their  hearing  would  suffice  to  turn  out  within  an  hour 
nearly  the  whole  of  this  force,  not  only  completely  armed, 
equipped,  and  in  all  respects  fit  for  service— not  only  each  one 
with  liis  quarters  and  rations  provided,  but  each  one  know- 
ing and  feeling  the  importance  of  the  duty  he  is  upon  as 
intimately  as  the  general  himself;  and  each  one,  in  addition 
to  all  other  feelings  and  motives  which  make  armed  men 
strong,  warmed  with  the  consciousness  that  it  is  his  own 
stronghold,  his  own  property,  his  own  castle,  as  well  as  his 
own  life,  that  he  is  defending. 
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This  force  will  save  France  from  devouring  her  own  vitala, 
if  anything  can  do  it. 

Among  all  the  novelties  produced  by  the  ever-growing 
experience  of  men,  and  of  which  so  many  have  ripened  in 
these  latter  days,  I  doabt  if  any  can  be  named  more  ration- 
ally calculated  to  fulfil  the  purpose  for  which  it  is  intended 
than  tliis  organization  of  a  force  formed  of  the  industrious  and 
the  orderly  part  of  a  community  to  keep  in  check  the  idle 
and  disorderly ,-^and  that,  without  taxing  the  state,  com- 
promising their  professional  usefulness,  or  sacrificing  their 
personal  independence,  more  than  every  man  in  bis  senses 
would  be  willing  to  do  for  the  purpose  of  keeping  watdi  and 
ward  over  all  that  he  loves  and  values  on  earth. 

The  more  the  power  of  such  a  force  as  this  increases,  tlie 
farther  must  the  country  where  it  exists  be  from  all  danger 
of  revolution.  Such  men  are,  and  must  be,  conservatives  in 
the  strongest  sense  of  the  word ;  and  though  it  may  certainly 
be  possible  for  some  who  may  be  rebel  to  the  cause  of  order 
to  get  enrolled  among  them,  the  danger  of  the  enterprise  will 
unquestionably  prevent  its  frequent  recurrence.  The  wolf 
might  as  safely  mount  guard  in  ihe  midst  of  armed  shepherds 
and  their  dogs,  as  demagogues  and  agitators  place  themselves 
in  the  ranks  of  the  National  Guard  of  Paris. 
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LETTER     XVIII. 

First  Day  of  the  Trials. — Miicb  blustering,  but  no  riot. — All  alarm 

subsided. — Proposal  for  inviting  Lord  B m  to  plead  at  the 

Trial. — So<iiely. — Charm  of  idle  conversation. — The  Whisperer 
of  good  stories. 

6th  May,  i835. 

The  monster  is  hatched  at  last !  The  trials  began  yester- 
day, and  we  are  all  rejoicing  exceedingly  at  having  found 
ourselves  alive  in  our  beds  this  morning.  What  will  betide 
us  and  it,  as  its  scales  or  its  plumes  push  forth  and  gather 
strength  from  day  to  day,  I  know  not ;  but  '^  sufficient  for  the 
day  is  the  evil  thereof;"  and  I  do  assure  you  in  very  sober 
earnest,  that  when  Galignani's  paper  arrived  this  rooming, 
the  party  round  the  breakfast-table  was  greatly  comforted  by 
finding  that  nothing  more  alarming  than  a  few  republican 
demands  on  the  part  of  the  prisoners,  and  a  few  monarchical 
refiisals  on  the  part  of  the  court,  took  place. 

This  interchange  of  hostilities  commenced  by  some  of  the 
accused  refusing  to  answer  when  their  names  were  called ; — 
then  followed  a  demand  for  free  admission  to  the  chamber, 
during  the  trials,  for^  the  mothers,  wives,  and  all  other  females 
belonging  to  the  respective  families  of  the  prisoners ; — and 
next,  a  somewhat  blustering  demand  for  counsel  of  their  own 
choosing;  the  body  of  legal  advocates,  who,  by  general  rule 
and  common  usage,  are  always  charged  with  the  defence  of 
prisoners,  not  containing,  as  it  should  seem,  orators  sufficiently 
of  their  own  clique  to  content  them. 

This  was  of  course  stoutly  refused  by  the  court,  after 
retiring,  however,  for  a  couple  of  hours  to  deliberate  upon  it 
—a  ceremony  I  should  hardly  have  supposed  necessary.  The 
company  of  the  ladies,  too,  was  declined ;  and  as,  upon  a  mo- 
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derate  computation,  their  numerical  force  could  not  have 
amounted  to  less  than  five  hundred,  this  want  of  gallantry  in 
the  Peers  of  France  must  be  forgiven  in  favour  of  their 
discretion. 

The  gentleman,  however,  who  was  appointed,  as  he  said, 
by  the  rest,  to  request  the  pleasure  of  their  society,  declared 
loudly  that  the  demand  for  it  should  be  daily  renewed.  This 
reminds  on^  of  the  story  of  the  man  who  punished  his  wife  for 
infidelity  by  making  her  sit  to  hear  the  story  of  her  misdeeds 
rehearsed  every  day  of  her  lifb,  and  pretty  plainly  indicates 
that  it  is  the  plan  of  the  accused  to  torment  their  judges  as 
much  as  they  conveniently  can. 

One  of  the  prisoners  named  the  celebrated  Abb^  de  Lamen- 
nai»,  author  of  Les  Paroles  d'un  Croyant,"  as  his  advocate. 
The  promireur-giniral  remarked,  that  it  was  for  the  interest 
of  the  defence  that  the  rule  for  permitting  lawyers  only  to 
plead  should  be  adhered  to. 

Next  came  a  demand  firom  one  of  the  accused,  in  the  name 
of  all  the  rest,  that  permission  for  free  and  unrestrained  inter- 
course between  the  prisoners  of  Lyons,  Paris,  and  Marseilles 
should  be  allowed.  This  was  answered  only  by  the  announce- 
ment that  '^  the  court  was  adjourned, "  an  intimation  which 
produced  an  awful  clamour ;  and  as  the  peers  quitted  the 
court,  they  were  assailed  with  vehement  cries  of  "We  pro- 
test !  . .  .  we  protest ! .  . .  We  will  make  no  defence !  .  .  . 
We  protest ! ...  we  protest!"    And  so  ended  the  business  of 

the  day. 

I  believe  that  the  government,  and  all  tho«e  who  are  suf- 
ficiently connected  with  it  to  know  anything  of  the  real  state 
of  the  case,  were  perfectly  aware  that  no  public  movement 
was  likely  to  take  place  at  this  stage  of  the  business.  Every 
one  seems  to  know  that  the  restless  spirits,  the  desperate 
adventurers  engaged  in  the  extensive  plot  now  under  investi- 
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gstion,  consider  their  trial  as  the  best  occasion  possible  for  a 
political  covp  de  thidtre,  and  that  nothing  woald  have  dis- 
turbed tlieir  performance,  more  than  a  riot  before  the  curtain 
rose. 

Everything  like  panic  seems  now  to  have  subsided,  even 
among  those  who  are  farthest  from  the  centre  of  action ;  and 
all  the  effects  of  this  mighty  affair  apparently  visible  at  present 
are  to  be  seen  on  the  faces  of  the  republicans,  who,  according 
to  (heir  wont,  strut  about  wherever  they  are  most  likely  \^ 
he  looked  at,  and  take  care  that  each  one  of  their  counte 
shall  be 

**  "Like  to  a  book  where  men  may  read  sttaDge  matters. 

I  thank  Heaven,  nevertheless,  that  this  first  day  is  so  well 
over.  I  had  heard  so  over-much  about  it,  that  it  became  m 
s(»t  of  nightmare  to  me,  from  which  I  now  feel  happily 
relieved.  It  is  quite  clear,  that  if  the  out-of-door  agitators 
dioald  think  proper  to  make  any  attempts  to  produce  disturb- 
ance, the  government  feels  quite  equal  to  the  task  of  making 
Ihem  quiet  again,  and  of  insuring  that  peaceable  security  to 
the  country  for  which  she  has  so  long  languished  in  vain. 

The  military  force  employed  at  the  Luxembourg  is^ 
however,  by  no  means  large.  One  battalion  of  the  first 
legion  of  National  Guards  was  in  the  court  of  the  palace,  and 
about  four  hundred  troops  of  the  line  occupied  the  garden. 
Bot  though  no  show  of  force  is  unnecessarily  displayed, 
erery  one  has  the  comfort  of  knowing  that  there  is  enough 
within  reach  should  any  necessity  arise  for  employing  it. 

I  was  told  the  other  day,  that  when  Lord  B m  was  in 

Paris,  he  was  so  kind  as  to  visit  M.  Arraand  Carrel  in  prison ; 
and  that,  on  the  strength  of  this  proof  of  sympathy  and 
afliection,  ithas  been^uggested  to  the  prisoners  at  the  Luxem- 
bourg, that  they  should  despatch  a  deputation  of  their  friends 
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to  wait  upon  his  lordship,  requesting  the  aid  of  his  eloquence 
in  pleading  their  cause  against  the  tyrants  who  so  unjustifiably 
hold  them  in  durance. 

The  proposal,  it  seems,  was  very  generally  approved ;  but, 
nevertheless,  it  was  at  las^  negatived  on  the  representation  of 
a  person  who  had  once  heard  h's  lordship  argue  in  the  Frencli 
language.  This  is  the  more  to  be  regretted  by  the  friends  of 
these  suffering  victims,  since  their  choice  of  defenders  is  to  be 
restricted  to  members  of  the  bar;  and  this  restriction^ 
narrow-minded  and  severe  ;is  it  is,  would  not  exclude  his 
lordship,  a  legal  advocate  being  beyond  all  question  a  legal 
advocate  all  the  world  over. 

It  was  not  till  we  had  sent  out  in  one  or  two  directions  to 
ascertain  if  all  things  were  quiet,  thai  we  ventured  to  keep  an 
engagement  which  we  had  made  for  last  night  to  pass  the  soij 
rie  at  Madame  de  L*****'s.  I  should  have  been  sorry  to 
have  lost  it ;  for  the  business  of  the  morning  appeared  to  have 
awakened  the  spirits  and  set  everybody  talking.  There  si,r^ 
few  things  I  like  better  than  listening  to  a  full  free  flow  of 
Paris  talk;  particularly  when,  as  in  this  instance,  the  parly  is 
small  and  in  a  lively  mood. 

It  appears  as  if  there  were  nothing  like  caution  or  reserve 
here  in  any  direction.  Among  those  whom  I  have  had  the 
satisfaction  of  occasionally  meeting  are  some  who  figure 
amongst  the  most  important  personages  of  the  day ;  but  their 
conversation  is  as  gaily  unrestrained  as  if  they  had  nothing  to 
do  but  to  amuse  themselves.  These,  indeed,  are  not  likely  to 
commit  themselves ;  but  I  liave  known  others  less  secure,  wbp 
have  appeared  to  permit  every  thought  that  occurred  to  them  to 
meet  the  ear  of  whoever  chose  to  listen.  In  short,  whatever 
restraint  the  police,  which,  by  its  nature,  is  very  phcenix-like, 
may  endeavour  to  put  upon  the  periodical  press,  its  influence 
certainly  does  not  as  yet  reach  the  lips,  which  open  with 
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eqaal  freedom  for  ihe  expression  of  faith,  scepticism,  loyalty, 
treason,  philosophy,  and  wit. 

In  an  intercourse  so  transient  as  mine  is  likely  to  be  with 
most  of  the  acquaintance  I  have  formed  here, — an  intercourse 
eonsisting  chiefly,  as  to  the  manner  of  it,  of  evening  visits 
throagh  a  series  of  salons, — amusement  is  naturally  more 
sought  than  infbrmation ;  and  were  it  otherwise,  I  should, 
with  some  few  exceptions,  have  reaped  disappointment 
instead  of  pleasure ;  for  it  is  evident  that  the  same  feeling  which 
leads  the  majority  of  persons  you  meet  in  society  here  (o 
speak  freely,  prevents  them  from  saying  anything  seriously. 
So  that,  after  talking  for  an  hour  or  two  upon  subjects  which 
one  should  think  very  gravely  important,  a  light  word,  a  light 
langh,  ends  the  colloquy,  and  very  often  leaves  me  in  doubt 
^  to  the  real  sentiments  of  those  to  whom  I  have  been 
listening. 

But  if  not  always  successful  in  obtaining  itiformation ,  I  never 
fiiil  in  finding  amusement.  Rarely,  even  for  a  moment,  does 
conversation  languish ;  and  a  string  of  lively  nothings,  or  a 
startling  succession  of  seemingly  bold  but  really  unmeaning 
speculations,  often  make  me  imagine  that  a  vast  deal  of  talent 
has  been  displayed ;  yet,  when  memory  sets  to  work  upon  it, 
little  remains  worth  recording.  Nevertheless,  there  is  talent, 
and  of  a  very  charming  kind  too,  in  this  manner  of  uttering 
trifles  so  that  they  may  be  mistaken  (ot  wit. 

I  know  some  few  in  our  own  dear  land  who  have  also  this 
happy  gift;  and,  as  a  matter  of  grace  and  mere  exterior 
endowment,  I  question  if  it  be  not  fairly  worth  all  the  rest. 
Bnt  I  believe  we  have  it  in  about  the  same  proporlidn  that  we 
have  good  actors  of  genteel  comedy,  compared  to  the  number 
which  they  can  boast  of  the  same  class  here.  With  us  this 
easy  natural  style  of  mimicking  real  life  is  a  rare  talent. 
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ihoQgh  sometimes  possessed  in  great  perfection ;  bat  with 
tbem  it  seems  more  or  less  the  birthright  of  all. 

So  Is  it  with  the  gift  of  that  bright  colloquial  faculty  which 
bestows  sach  indescribable  grace  apon  the  airy  nothings 
Qtiered  id  French  drawing-rooms.  To  listen  to  it,  is  very 
like  quaffing  the  sparkling  frothy  beverage  native  to  their 
sunny  hills;— French  talk  is  very  like  champagne.  The 
exhilaration  it  produces  is  instantaneous;  the  spirits  mount, 
and  something  like  wit  is  often  struck  out  even  from  dull 
natures  by  merely  coming  in  contact  witli  what  is  so  brilliant. 

I  could  almost  venture  to  assert  that  the  effect  of  this 
delightful  inspiration  might  be  perceived  by  any  one  who  had 
gained  admission  to  French  society  even  if  they  did  not 
understand  the  language.  Let  an  observing  eye,  well  accus- 
tomed to  read  the  expression  so  legibly,  though  so  transiently, 
written  in  the  countenances  of  persons  in  conversation,— let 
such  a  one  only  see,  if  he  cannot  hear,  the  effect  produced  by 
the  hits  and  flashes  of  French  eloquence.  Allow  me  another 
simile,  and  I  will  tell  you  that  it  is  like  applying  electricity  to 
a  bunch  of  feathers  tied  together  and  attached  to  the  conductor 
by  a  thread  :  first  one,  then  another  starts,  flies  off,  mounts, 
and  drops  again,  as  the  bright  spark  parses  lightly,  gracefully, 
capricioiisly,  yet  still  all  making  part  of  one  circle. 

Of  coarse,  I  am  not  speaking  now  of  large  parties ;  these, 
as  I  think  I  have  said  before,  are  wonderfully  alike  in  all 
lands,  and  nothing  approaching  to  conversation  can  possibly 
take  place  at  any  of  thenu  It  is  only  where  the  circle  is 
restricted  to  a  few  that  this  sort  of  effect  can  be  produced; 
and  then,  the  impulse  once  fiven  by  a  piquantword,  seemingly 
uttered  at  random,  every  one  present  receives  a  share  of  it, 
and  contributes  in  return  all  the  lively  thoughts  to  which  it 
has  given  birth. 
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But  there\^as  one  gentleman  of  our  party  yesterday  even- 
ing who  had  a  most  provoking  trick  of  attracting  one's  atten- 
tion as  if  on  purpose  to  disappoint  it.  He  was  not  quite  like 
Moli^re's  Timante,  of  whom  Gelimdne  says, 


«< 


Et,  jnsques  au  bonjoiir,  il  dit  tout  a  Toreille;' 


bat  in  the  midst  of  pleasant  talk,  in  which  all  were  interested, 
he  said  aloud— 

**  Par  exemple!  I  heard  the  very  best  thing  possible  to- 
day abent  tlie  King.    Will  you  hear  it,  Madame  B ?" 

This  question  being  addressed  to  a  decided  doctrinaire,  the 
answer  was  of  course  a  reproachful  shake  of  the  head ;  but 
as  it  was  accompanied  by  half  a  smile,  and  as  the  lady  bent 
her  fair  neck  towards  the  speaker,  she,  and  she  only,  was 
made  acquainted  with  '^  the  best  of  all  possible  things/'  con- 
veyed in  a  whisper. 

At  another  time  he  addressed  himself  to  the  lady  of  the 
house ;  but  as  he  spoke  across  the  circle,  he  not  only  .fixed  her 
attention,  but  that  of  every  one  else. 

*^  Madame !"  said  he  coaxingly,  '^  will  yo«  let  me  tell  you 
a  little  word  of  treason?" 

'^  Gonmient?— die  la  trahison?. ..  A  propos  de  quoi,  s'il 
voos  plait? , . . .  Mais  c'est  egal— contez  toujours." 

On  receiving  this  answer,  the  whisperer  of  good  stories  got 
up  from  the  depth  of  his  arm-chaur— an  enterprise  of  some 
difficulty,  for  he  was  neither  rapid  nor  light  in  his  move- 
ments,—and  deliberately  walking  round  the  chairs  of  all  the 
party,  he  placed  himself  behind  Madame  de  L'*'*'^**',  and 
whispered  m  her  ear  what  made  her  colour  and  shake  her  head 
again;  bnt  she  laughed  too,  telling  hi|n  that  she  hated  timid 
politics,  and  had  no  taste  for  any  irahisons  which  were  not 
**hautement  prononcies.** 
This  hint  sent  him  hack  to  his  place ;  but  it  was  taken  very 
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good-hadioaredly,  for,  iostead  of  whispering  any  more,  he 
uttered  aloud  sundry  odds  and  ends  of  gossip,  but  all  so  welt 
dressed  iip  in  lively  wording,  that  they  sounded  very  like 
good  stories. 


LETTER    XIX. 

victor  Hugo. — Racioe. 

I  HAVE  again  been  listening  to  some  curious  details  re- 
specting the  present  state  of  literature  in  France.  I  think  I 
hive  before  stated  to  you,  that  I  have  uniformly  heard  the 
whole  of  the  dicousu  school  of  authors  spoken  of  with  unmi- 
tigated contempt,— and  that  not  only  by  tlie  venerable  advo- 
cates for  the  bon  vieux  temps,  but  also,  and  equally,  by  the 
distinguished  men  of  the  present  day — distinguished  both  by 
position  and  ability. 

Respecting  Victor  Hugo,  the  only  one  of  the  tribe  to  which 
I  allude  who  has  been  sufHciently  read  in  England  to  justify 
his  being  classed  by  us  as  a  person  of  general  celebrity,  the 
feeling  is  more  remarkable  still.  I  have  never  mentioned  him 
or  his  works  to  any  person  of  good  moral  feeling  and  cultivat- 
ed mind,  who  did  not  appear  to  shrink  from  according  him 
even  the  degree  of  reputation  that  those  who  are  received  as 
authority  among  our  own  critics  have  been  disposed  to  allow 
him.    I  might  say,  that  of  him  France  seems  to  be  ashamed. 

Again  and  again  it  has  happened  to  tne,  when  I  have  asked 
the  opinions  of  individuals  as  to  the  meritof  his  different  plays, 
that  I  have  been  answered  thus  :— 

'^  I  assure  you  I  know  nothing  about  it :  I  never  saw  it 
played." 

"Have  you  read  it?" 
No;  I  have  not.  I  cannot  read  the  works  of  Viclor  Hugo.*- 


it 


AND  THE  PARISIANS  107 

One  genUeman,  who  has  heard  me  more  than  once  persist  in 
my  inquiries  respecting  the  reputation  enjoyed  by  Victor  Hugo 
at  Paris  as  a  man  of  genius  and  a  successful  dramatic  writer, 
told  me^  that  he  saw  that,  in  common  with  the  generality  of 
foreigners,  particularly  the  English,  I  looked  upon  Victor 
Hugo  and  his  productions  as  a  sort  of  type  or  specimen  of  the 
literature  of  France  at  the  present  hour.  ^'  But  permit  me  to 
aasare  yon,"  he  added  gravely  and  earnestly,  ^'  that  no  idea 
was  ever  more  entirely  and  altogether  erroneous.  He  is  the 
head  of  a  sect— the  hight-priest  of  a  congregation  who  have 
abolished  every  law,  moral  and  intellectual,  by  which  the 
efforts  of  the  human  mind  have  hitherto  been  regulated.  He 
has  attained  this  pre-eminence,  and  I  trust  that  no  other  will 
arise  to  dispute  it  with  him.  But  Victor  Hugo  is  not  a 
popular  French  writer." 

Such  a  judgment  as  this,  or  the  like  of  it,  I  have  heard 
passed  upon  him  and  his  works  nine  times  out  of  ten  that  I 
have  mentioned  him ;  and  I  consider  this  as  a  proof  of  right 
feeling  and  sound  taste,  which  is  extremely  honourable,  and 
certainly  more  than  we  have  lately  given  our  neighbours  credit 
for.  It  pleased  me  the  more  perhaps  because  I  did  not  expect 
it.  There  is  so  much  meretricious  glitter  in  the  works  of 
Victor  Hugo— nay,  so  much  real  brightness  now  and  then, — 
that  I  expected  to  find  at  least  the  younger  and  less  reflective 
part  of  the  population  warm  in  their  admiration  of  him. 

His  clinging  fondness  for  scenes  of  vice  and  horror,  and  his 
utter  contempt  for  all  that  time  has  stamped  as  good  in  taste 
or  feeling,  might,  I  thought,  arise  from  the  unsettled  spirit  of 
the  times;  and  if  so,  he  could  not  fail  of  receiving  the  meed  of 
sympathy  and  praise  from  those  who  had  themselves  set  that 
spirit  at  work. 

But  it  is  not  so.  The  wild  vigour  of  some  of  his  deserip- 
lions  is  acknowledged ;  but  that  is  all  of  praise  that  I  ever 
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heard  bestowed  apon  Victor  Hugo's  tbeatrieal  prodacUons  in 
his  native  land. 

The  startling,  bold,  and  stirring  incidents  of  his  dlsgosting 
dramas  mnst  and  will  excite  a  certain  degree  of  attention 
when  seen  for  the  first  time,  and  it  is  evidently  the  interest  of 
mans^rs  to  bring  forward  whatever  is  most  likely  to  produce 
this  effect ;  but  the  doing  so  cannot  be  quoted  as  a  proof  of  the 
systematic  degradation  of  the  theatre.  It  is  moreover  a  fact 
which  the  playbills  themselves  are  alone  sufficient  to  attest, 
that,  after  Victor  Hugo's  plays  have  had  their  first  run,  they 
are  never  brought  forward  again  :  not  one  of  them  has  yet 
become  what  we  call  a  siock-play. 

This  fact,  which  was  first  stated  to  me  by  a  person  perfectly 
cu  fait  of  (he  subject,  has  been  subsequently  confirmed  by 
many  others ;  and  it  speaks  more  plainly  than  any  recorded 
criticism  could  do,  what  the  public  judgment  of  tliese  pieces 
really  is. 

The  romance  of  ^'  Notre  Dame  de  Paris"  is  ever  cited  as 
Victor  Hugo's  best  work,  excepting  some  early  lyrical  pieces 
of  which  we  know  nothing.  But  even  this,  though  there  are 
passages  of  extraordinary  descriptive  power  in  it,  is  always 
alluded  to  with  much  more  of  contempt  than  admiration ;  and 
I  have  heard  it  ridiculed  in  circles,  whose  praise  was  fame, 
with  a  light  pleasantry  more  likely  to  prove  an  antidote  to  its 
mischief  than  all  the  reprobation  that  sober  criticism  could 
poor  out  upon  it. 

But  may  not  this  champion  of -vice — this  chronicler  of  sin, 
shame,  and  misery — quote  Scripture  and  say,  ^^  A  prophet  is 
not  without  honour,  save  in  his  own  country"?  For  I  have 
seen  a  criticism  in  an  English  paper  (The  Examiner)  which 
says,  **  The  Noire  Dame  of  Victor  Hugo  must  take  rank  with 
the  best  romances  by  the  author  of  VVaverley. . .  It  transcends 
ihem  in  vigour,  animation,  and  familiarity  with  the  age.'* 
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In  reply  to  the  last  point  here  mentioned,  in  which  our 
countryman  has  given  the  superiority  to  Victor  Hugo  over  Sir 
Walter  Scott,  a  very  strong  testimony  against  its  correctness 
has  reached  me  since  I  have  been  in  Paris.  An  ahle  lawyer, 
and  most  accomplished  gentleman  and  scholar,  who  holds  a 
distinguished  station  in  the  Gonr  Royale,  took  us  to  see  the 
Palais  de  Justice.  Having  shown  us  the  chamber  where  cri- 
minal trials  are  carried  on,  he  observed,  that  this  was  the  room 
described  by  Victor  Hugo  in  his  romance ;  adding,^  ^^  He  was, 
however,  mistaken  here,  as  in  most  places  where  he  affects 
a  lawwledge  of  the  times  of  which  he  writes.  In  the  reign  of 
Louis  the  Eleventh,  no  criminal  trials  ever  took  place  within 
the  walls  of  this  building;  and  all  the  ceremonies  as  describ- 
ed by  him  resemble  much  more  a  trial  of  yesterday  than  of  the 
age  at  which  he  dates  his  tale.^ 

The  vulgar  old  adage,  that  ^Hhere  is  no  accounting  for 
taste,"  must,  I  suppose,  teach  us  to  submit  patiently  to  the 
hearing  of  any  judgments  and  opinions  which  it  is  the  will  and 
pleasure  of  man  to  pronounce;  but  it  does  seem  strange  that 
any  can  be  found  who,  after  bringing  Sir  Walter  Scott  and 
Victor  Hugo  into  comparison,  should  give  the  palm  of  supe- 
riority to  the  author  of  "  Notre  Dame  de  Paris." 

Were  the  faults  of  this  school  of  authors  only  of  a  literary 
kind,  few  persons,  I  believe,  would  take  the  trouble  to  criticise 
them,  and  their  nonsense  would  die  a  natural  death  as  soon  as 
it  was  made  to  encounter  the  light  of  day  ;  but  such  produc- 
tions as  Victor  Hugo's  are  calculated  to  do  great  injury  to 
boman  nature.  They  would  teach  us  to  believe  that  all  our 
gentlest  and  best  affections  can  only  lead  to  crime  and  in£imy . 
There  is  not,  I  truly  believe,  a  single  pure,  innocent,  and  holy 
thought  to  he  found  throughout  his  writings  :  Sin  is  the 
mns^  he  invokes.  He  would 
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**  Take  off  the  rose 
From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love, 
And  set  a  blister  there ;  "* 

Horror  is  his  handmaid;  and  '^  thousands  of  liveried  monsters 
lackey  him,"  to  furnish  the  portraits  with  which  it  is  the  oc- 
cupation of  his  life  to  disgust  the  world. 

Can  there,  think  you,  be  a  stronger  proof  of  a  diseased  in- 
tellect among  the  dicousu  part  of  the  world,  than  that  they 
not  only  admire  this  man's  hideous  extravagances,  but  (hat 
Hiey  actually  believe  him  to  be— at  least  they  say  so— a 
second  Shakspeare ! . . .  A  Shakspeare ! 

To  chastise  as  he  deserves  an  author  who  may  be  said  to 
defy  mankind  by  the  libels  he  has  put  forth  on  the  whole 
race,  requires  a  stouter  and  a  keener  weapon  than  any  a  wo- 
man can  wield ;  but  when  they  prate  of  Shakspeare,  I  feel 
that  it  is  our  turn  to  speak.  How  much  of  gratitude  and  love 
does  every  woman  owe  to  him!  He,  who  has  entered 
deeper  into  her  heart  than  ever  mortal  did  before  or  since  his 
day,  how  has  he  painted  her  ?— As  Portia,  Jnliet,  Constance, 
Hermione,— as  Cordelia,  Yolumnia,  Isabella,  Desdemona, 
Imogene ! 

Then  turn  and  see  for  what  we  have  to  thank  our  modern 
painter.  Who  are  his  heroines  ? — Lucr^ce  Borgia,  Marion 
de  Lorme,  Blanche,  Maguelonne,  with  I  know  not  how  many 
more  of  the  same  stamp;  besides  liis  novel  heroine,  whom 
Mr.  Henry  Lytton  Bulwer  calls  ^^the  most  delicate  female 
ever  drawn  by  the  pen  of  romance"— The  Esmeralda! 
whose  sole  accomplishments  are  dancing  and  singing  in  the 
streets,  and  who — delicate  creature  ! — being  caught  up 
by  a  horseman  in  a  midnight  brawl,  throws  her  arms  round 
his  neck,  swears  he  is  very  handsome,  and  thenceforward 
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shows  the  delicate  tenderness  of  her  nature,  by  pertinaciously 
doling  upon  him,  withoal  any  other  return  or  encouragement 
whatever  than  an  insulting  caress  bestowed  upon  her  one  night 
when  he  was  drunk . . .  '^delicate  female  !" 

Bot  this  is  all  too  bad  to  dwdl  upon.  It  is,  however,  in  my 
estimation  a  positive  duty,  when  mentioning  the  works  of 
Victor  Hugo,  to  record  a  protest  against  their  tone  and 
tendency;  and  it  is  also  a  duty  to  correct,  as  far  as  one  can, 
the  erroneous  impression  existing  in  Eagland  respecting  his 
reputation  in  France. 

Whenever  his  name  is  mentioned  in  England,  his  success 
is  cited  as  a  proof  of  the  depraved  state,  moral  and  intel- 
lectual, of  the  French  people ;  and  such  it  would  be,  were  his 
success  and  reputation  such  as  his  partisans  represent  them  to 
be.  But,  in  point  of  fact,  the  manner  in  which  he  is  judged 
by  his  own  countrymen  is  the  strongest  possible  evidence  that 
neither  a  powerful  fancy,  a  commanding  diction,  nor  an 
imagination  teeming  with  images  of  intense  passion,  can 
sufOce  to  ensure  an  author  any  exalted  reputation  in  France 
at  the  present  day  if  he  outrages  good  feeling  and  good 
taste. 

Should  any  doubt  the  correctness  of  this  statement,  I  can 
only  refer  them  to  the  source  hom  whence  I  derived  the  in- 
formation on  which  it  is  founded, — I  can  only  refer  them  to 
France  herself.  There  is  one  fact,  however,  which  may  be 
ascertained  without  crossing  the  Channel ;— namely,  that 
when  one  of  their  reviews  found  occasion  to  introduce  an 
article  upon  the  modern  drama,  the  editors  acquitted  them- 
selves of  the  task  by  translating  the  whole  of  the  able  article 
upon  that  subject  which  appeared  about  a  year  and  a  half  a|o 
in  the  Quarterly,  acknowledgmg  to  what  source  .they  were 
indebted  for  it. 
Were  the  name  and  the  labours  of  Victor  Hi^o  confined  to 
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his  own  country,  il  would  now  be  high  time  that  I  should 
release  you  from  him ;  but  it  is  an  English  critic  who  has  said, 
that  he  has  heaved  the  ground  from  under  the  feet  of  Racine ; 
and  you  must  indulge  me  for  a  few  minutes,  ,whi]e  I  endea- 
Your  to  bring  the  two  parties  together  before  you.  In  doing 
this,  I  will  be  generous ;  for  I  will  introduce  M.  Hugo  in  *'  Le 
Rois*amuse,"  which,  from  the  circumstance  (the  happiest,  I 
was  assured,  that  ever  befel  the  author)  of  its  being  withdrawn 
by  authority  from  the  Tli^tre  Fran^ais,  has  become  infi- 
nitely more  celebrated  than  any  other  he  has  written. 

It  may  be  remarked  by  the  way,  that  a  few  more  such  acts 
of  decent  watchfulness  over  the  morals  and  manners  of  the 
people  may  redeem  the  country  from  the  stigma  it  now  bears 
of  being  the  most  hcentious  in  its  theatre  and  its  press  in  the 
world. 

The  first  glorious  moment  of  being  forbidden  at  theFran- 
Qais  appears  almost  to  have  turned  the  lucky  author's  brain. 
His  preface  to  ''  Le  Roi  s'amuse,  '*  among  many  other  symp- 
toms of  insanity,  has  the  following  .* — 

'^  Le  premier  mouvement  de  Tauteur  fat  de  douter...  L'acle 
etait  arbitraire  au  point  d'etre  incroyable...  L'autenr  ne  pou- 
vait  croire  ^  tant  d'insolence  et  de  folic...  Le  ministre  avait 
en  effet,  de  son  droit  divih  de  ministre,  intime  I'ordre...  Le^ 
ministre  lui  avait  pris  sa  pi^ce,  lui  avait  pris  son  droit,  lui 
avait  pris  sa  chose.  II  ne  restait  plus  qu'^  le  mettre,  lui  po^te, 

k  la  Bastille £st>ce  qu''il  y  a  eu  en  effet  quelque  choae 

qu'on  a  appele  la  revolution  de  Juillet?...  Que  pent  6tre  le 
motif  d'une  pareille  mesure  ?...  II  parait  que  nos  faisenrs  de 
censure  se  pr^tendent  scandalises  dans  leur  morale  par  *  Le 
Roi  s'amuse ;'  le  nom  seul  du  po^teinculpd  aurait  du  6tre  nne 
sufiisante  refutation  (!!!)...  Cette  piece  a  revolte  la  pudeur  des 
gendarmes ;  la  brigade  L^otaud  y  etait,  et  I'a  trouvee  obscene ; 
le  bureau  des  mocurs  s'est  voiM  la  face;  M.  Yidocq  a  rougi... 
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Hol4,  mes  maltres !  Silence  sur  ce  point !...  Depois  quand  n'est- 
il  plus  permis  k  un  roi  de  courtiser  sur  la  sc^ne  une  servante 
d'aoberge'?...  Mener  an  roi  dans  im  mauvais  lieu,  cela  ne  se- 
rait  pas  mtoie  nouveau  non  plus...  L'auteur  veut  Part  chaste, 
et  non  I'art  prude...  II  est  profond^ment  triste  de  voir  com- 
ment se  terminela  revolution  de  Juillet...'* 

Then  follows  a  prMs  of  the  extravagant  and  hateful  plot, 
in  whidi  the  heroine  is,  as  usual,  ^'  une  fille  seduite  et  perdue ;" 
and  he  sums  it  up  thus  pompously  :— *'  Au  fond  d'un  des  ou- 
Trages  de  Tauteur  il  y  a  la  fatality— au  fond  de  celui-ci  il  y  a 
la  providence." 

I  wish  much  that  some  one  would  collect  and  publish  in  a 
separate  volume  all  M.  Victor  Hugo's  prefaces;  I  would 
purchase  it  instantly,  and  it  would  be  a  fund  of  almost 
inexhaustible  amusement.  He  assumes  a  tone  in  them 
which,  all  things  considered,  is  perhaps  unequalled  in  the 
history  of  literature.  In  another  part  of  the  one  from  which 
I  have  given  the  above  extracts,  he  says— 

^'  Yraiment,  le  pouvoir  qui  s'attaque  k  nous  n'aura  pas 
gagn^  grand'chose  &  ce  que  nous,  hommes  d'art,  nous  quit- 
tions  notre  t^be  consciencieuse,  tranquille,  sincere,  pro- 

fonde;  notre  ti^che  sainte "    What  on  earth,  if  it  be 

not  insanity,  could  have  put  it  into  M.  Hugo's  head  that 
the  mana&cl tiring  of  his  obscene. dramas  was  ^^une  tdche 
sainte?" 

The  principal  characters  in  '^Le  Roi  s'amuse"  are  Francois 
Premier;  Triboulet,  his  patider  and  buffoon;  Blanche,  the 
daughter  of  Triboulet,  ^Ma  fille  seduite,"  and  heroine  of  the 
piece.;  and  Maguelonne,  another  Esmeralda. 

The  interest  lies  in  the  contrast  between  Triboulet  pander 

and  Triboulet  p^re.    He  is  himself  the  most  corrupt  and 

infamous  of  men;  and  because  he  is  humpbacked,  uiakes  it 

both  bis  pastime  and  bis  business  to  lead  the  king  his  master 

4*  a. 
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into  every  species  of  debauchery;  bat  heslmts  up  his  daugliter 
(0  preserve  her  purity ;  and  the  poet  has  put  forth:  all  his 
strength  in  describing  the  worship  which  Triboulet  pire  pays 
to  the  virtue  which  he  passes  his  life  as  Triboulet  pander  in 
destroying. 

Of  course,  the  king  falls  in  love  with  Blanche,  and  she 
with  him ;  and  Triboulet  pander  is  made  to  assist  in  carrying 
her  off  in  the  dark,  under  the  belief  that  she  was  the  wife  of 
a  nobleman  to  whom  also  his  majesty  the  king  was  making 
love. 

When  Triboulet  p^re  and  pander  finds  out  what  he  has 
done,  he  fails  into  a  terribie  agony ;  and  here  again  Is  a  tour 
de  force,  to  show  how  pathetically  such- a  fiatb^  can  address 
such  a  daughter. 

He  resolves  to  murder  the  king,  smd  informs  his  daughter, 
who  is  passionately  attached  to  her  royal  seducer,  of  his 
intention.  She  objects,  but  is  at  length  brought  to  consent 
by  being  made  to  peep  through  a  bole  in  the  wall,  and 
:seeing  his  majesty  King  Francis  engaged  in  making  love  to 
Maguelonne. 

This  part  of  the  plot  is  brooght  out  shortly  and  pithily. . 

BLAxrcHE  (peeping  through  the  hole  in  the  (vall). 
£tceU«  femme!...  est^-elleaffronteel...  oh!... 

TRIBOULET. 

Tais-toi; 
Pas  de  pleurs.     Laisse-moi  le  T^ger ! 

BLASrCBK. 

Helas! — FaJt€S— 
Tout  ce  c^ie  vous  voudree. 

TRROULET. 

Merci-! 
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This  merci,  observe,  is  not  said  ironically,  but  gravely  and 
gratefully.  Having  arranged  this  part  of  the  business,  he 
gives  his  daughter  instructions  as  to  what  she  is  to  do  with 
herself,  in  the  following  sublime  verses: — 

Ecoute.  Ya  chez  moi,  prends-y  des  habits  d'homme, 
Un  cheval,  de  Targent,  n*importe  quelle  somme ; 
£t  pars,  sans  t'arreter  un  instant  en  chemin, 
Pour  Evreux,  oil  j'irai  te  joindre  apres-demain. 
— Tu  sais  ce  coffre  aupres  du  portrait  de  ta  mere; 
Lliabit  est  U,— je  Tai  d  avance  expres  fait  faire. 

Having  dismissed  his  daughter,  he  settles  with  a  gipsy-man 
named  Saltabadil,  who  is  the  brother  of  Maguellone,  all  the 
details  of  the  murder,  which  is  to  be  performed  in  their 
house,  a  small  cabaret,  at  which  the  foul  weather  and  the 
fair  Magoelonne  induce  the  royal  rake  to  pass  the  night 
Triboulet  leaves  them  an  old  sack  in  which  they  are  to  pack 
up  the  body,  and  promises  to  return  at  midnight,  that  he  may 

himself  see  it  thrown  into  the  Seine. 

< 

Blanche  meanwhile  departs;  but  feelingsome compunctious 
visitingsabout  the  proposed  murder  of  her  lover,  returns,  and 
again  applying  her  ear  to  tlie  hole  in  the  wall,  finds  that  his 
majesty  is  gone  to  bed  in  the  garret,  and  that  the  brother 
and  sister  are  consulting  about  his  death.  Maguelonne,  a  very 
^'delicate  female,"  objects  too;  she  admires  his  beauty,  and 
proposes  that  his  life  shall  be  spared  if  any  stranger  happens 
to  arrive  whose  body  may  serve  to  fill  the  sack.  Blanche,  in 
a  fit  of  heroic  tenderness,  determines  to  be  that  stranger ;  ex- 
claiming, 

"  Eh  bien ! . . .  mourons  pour  luiP 

But  before  she  knocks  at  the  door,  she  kneels  down  to  say 
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her  prayers,  particalarly  for  forgiveness  to  all  her  enemies. 
Here  are  the  verses,  making  part  of  those  which  have  over- 
thrown Racine  : — 

BLAirCHE. 

"OKI  DieiH  vers  qui  je  Tais, 
Je  pardenne  a  tous  oeux  qui  m'out  ete  mauvais : 

Mod  pere  et  yous,  mon  Dieu !  pardonnez-leur  de  m^me 

Au  roi  Francois  Premier,  que  je  plains  et  que  j^aime. 

She  knocks,  the  door  opens,  she  is  stabl)ed  and  consigned  to 
the  sack.  Her  father  arrives  immediately  after  as  by  appoint- 
ment, receives  the  sack,  and  prepares  to  drag  it  towards  the 
river,  handling  it  with  revengeful  ecstasy,  and  exclaiming — 

Maintenant,  monde,  regarde-moit 
'Geci,  c'est  U9  bouffon;  et  ceci,  c*est  ud  roi. 

At  this  triumphant  moment  he  hears  the  voice  •f  the 
king,  singing  as  he  walks  away  from  the  dwelling  of  Magoc'^ 
ionne. 

TftlBOULET. 

Mais  qui  done  mi^a-t-il  nus  k  sa  place,  le  traitrel 

He  cuts  open  the  sack^  and  a  flash  of  lightning  very  melo- 
dramatically enables  him  to  recognise  his  daughteir,  who  re- 
vives, to  die  in  his  arms. 

This  is  beyond  doubt  what  may  be  called  '^a  tragic  situa- 
tion;" and  I  confess  itcloes  jseem  very  hard-hearted  to  laugh 
at  it :  but  the  pas  that  divides  the  sublime  from  the  ridiculous 
is  not  distinctly  seen,  and  there  is  something  vulgar  and  ludi- 
crous, both  in  the  position  and  language  of  the  parties,  which 
<]nite  destroys  the  pathetic  effect. 

It  must  be  remembered  that  she  is  dressed  in  the  ^  babit 
dliomme"  of  which  her  father  says  so  poetically^ 
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Je  Tai  d'avance  expres  fait  faire. 

Observe,  too,  that  she  is  still  in  the  sack ;  the  stage' directioDS 
being,  *^  Le^bas  du  corps,  qui  est  reste  Y^tn,  est  cach^  dans  le 

^LAITCHK. 

Oil  suis-je? 

TRI^OULET. 

'BlaDchel  que  iVt-on  fait?  Quel  niystere  infernal! 
Je  Grains  en  tetourhanl  de  te  faire  du  mal. 
...  Ah !  la  cloche  du  bac  est  la  sur  la  muraille : 
Ma  pauvre  enfEint,  peux-tu  m'attendre  un  peu,  que  j'aille 
Chercher  de  teau. . . . 

A  surgeon  arrives,  and,  having  examined  her  wound, 

-says, 

Elle  est  morte. 
EUe  a  dans  le  flanc  gauohe  une  plAe  asser  forte:    - 
Le  ^ang  a  dA  causer  la  mort  en  TetoufEuit^ 

TRIBOnLEt. 

-j'ai  tue  Don  enfant !     Tai  tue  mon  enfant  1 

^  (//  eotfibe  sur  le  pave^) 

FIN. 

All  this  is  very  shocking;  but  it  is  not  tragedy,— and  it  is 
not  poetry.  Yet  it  is  what  we  are  told  has  heaved  the  earth 
irom  under  Racine ! 

After  such  a  sentence  as  this,  it  must  be,  I  know,  rococo  to 
name  him ;  but  yet  I  would  say,  in  his  own  words, 

D*adorateurs  zeles  a  peine  un  petit  nombre 

Ose  des  premiers  temps  nous  relntcer  quelque  ombre; 
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Le  reste 

Se  fait  initier  a  ces  honteux  mysteres, 

£t  blaspheme  le  nom  qu'oat  invoque  leurs  peres. 

As  I  profess  mys.lf  of  the  petit  nombrey  yoa  must  let  me 
recall  to  your  memory  some  of  the  fragments  of  that  noble 
edifice  which  Racine  raised  owr  him,  and  which,  as  they  say, 
has  now  perished  under  the  mighty  power  of  Victor  Hugo. 
It  will  not  be  lost  time  to  do  this ;  for  look  where  you  will 
^mong  the  splendid  material  of  this  uprooted  temple,  and 
you  will  find  no  morsel  that  is  not  precious;  nothing  that  is 
notdesignedy  chiseled,  and  finished  by  the  hand  of  a  master. 

Racine  has  not  produced  dramas  from  ordinary  life;  it  was 
not  his  object  to  do  so,  nor  is  it  the  end  he  has  attained.  It  is 
the  tragedy  of  heroes  and  demi-gods  that  he  has  given  us,  and 
not  of  cut-purses,  buffoons,  and  street-walkers. 

If  the  language  of  Racine  be  poetry,  that  of  M.  Hugo  h 
not;  and  wherever  the  one  is  admired,  the  other  must  of  ne- 
cessity be  valueless.  It  would  foe  endless  to  attempt  giving  ci- 
tations to  prove  the  grace,  the  dignity,  the  majestic  flow  of 
Racine's  verse;  but  let  your  eye  run  over  '*  Iphig^nie,"  for 
instance, — there  also  the  loss  of  a  daughter  forms  the  tragic 
interest, — and  compare  such  verses  as  those  I  have  quoted 
above  with  any  that  you  can  find  in  Racine. 

Hear  the  royal  mother,  for  example,  describe  tlie  scene 
4hat  awaits  her  : 

Un  pretre  environne  d'une  foule  cruelk 
Portera  sur  ma  fille  une  main  criminelle, 
Dechirera  son  seiii,  et  d^in  oeil  curieux 
Dans  son  coeur  palpitant  consultera  les  dieux 
— Etmoi— quiTamenai  triomphanle,  adoree, 
Je  m'en  retournerai,  seule,  et  ddsesperee. 
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Surely  this  is  of  a  better  fabric  than— 

Tu  sais  ce  coffre  aupres  da  portrait  de  ta  mere ; 
L'habit  est  la, — ^je  I'ai  d'avance  expres  fait  faire. 

I  have  little  doubt  but  that  the  inspired  author,  when  this 
noble  phrase,  ^^  expres  fait  faire,"  suggested  itself,  felt  ready 
to  exclaim,  in  the  words  of  Philaminte  and  B^Iise, 

Ah !  que  cet  ^* expres  iait'*  est  d*un  go6t  admirable! 
Cest  a  mon  sentiment  un  endroit  impayable ; 
J'enteDds  ladessous  un  million  de  roots.^ 
—II  est  Trai  qu'il  dit  plus  de  eboses  qu'il  n'est  gros. 

But,  to  take  the  matter  seriously,  let  us  examine  a  little  the 
ground  upon  which  this  school  of  dramatic  writers  found 
their  claim  to  superiority  over  their  classic  predecessors.  Is 
it  I  not  that  they  declare  themselves  to  be  more  true  to 
nature  ?  And  how  do  they  support  this  claim  ?  Were  you 
to  read  through  every  play  that  M.  Hugo  has  written— (and 
may  you  long  be  preserved  from  so  great  an  annoyance !)— I 
doubt  if  you  would  find  a  single  personage  with  whom  yon 
could  sympathise,  or  a  single  sentiment  or  opinion  that  you 
would  feel  true  to  the  nature  within  you. 

It  would  be  much  less  difficult,  I  conceive,  so  strongly  to 
excite  the  imagination  by  the  majestic  eloquence  of  Racine's 
verses  as  to  make  you  conscious  of  fellow-feeling  with  his 
sublime  personages,  than  to  debase  your  very  heart  and  soul 
so  thoroughly  as  to  enable  you  to  fancy  that  yon  have  any- 
thing ia  common  with  the  corrupt  creations  of  Victor  Hugo. 

But  even  were  it  otherwise — ^were  the  scenes  imagined  by 
this  new  Shakspeare  more  like  the  real  viUany  of  human 
nature  Uian  those  of  the  noble  writer  he  is  said  lo  have  set 
aside,  I  should  still  deny  that  this  furnished  any  good  reason 
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for  bringing  such  scenes  upon  the  stage.  Why  should  we 
make  a  pastime  of  looking  upon  vulgar  vice  ?  Why  should 
the  lowest  passions  of  our  nature  be  for  ever  brought  out  in 
fMirade  before  us  ? 

'<  It  is  BOt  and  it  oaimot  be  lor  good." 

The  same  reasoning  might  lead  us  to  turn  from  the  cul- 
tured garden,  its  marble  terraces,  its  velvet  lawns,  its  flowers 
and  fruits  of  every  clime,  that  we  might  tsike  our  pleasure  in 
a  bog,  and  for  all  consolation  be  told,  when  we  slip  and 
flounder  about  in  its  loathsome  slime,  thai  it  is  more  natural. 

I  have  written  you  a  most  unmerciful  letter,  and  it  is  quite 
time  that  I  should  quit  the  theme,  for  I  get  angry—angry 
that  I  have  no  power  to  express  in  words  all  that  I  feel  on 
this  subject.  Would  that  for  one  short  hour  or  so  I  had  the 
pen  which  wrote  the  "  Dunciad  !  *'  I  would  use  it— heartily 
—and  then  take  my  leave,  by  saying, 

''Rcntre  dans  le  oeant,  dont  je  t'ai  foit  sortir.'" 
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Versailles.— St.  Cloud. 

TttB  Chdteau  de  Versailles,  that  marvellous  chef-d'oeuvre 
of  the  splendid  taste  and  unbounded  extravagance  of  Louis  le 
Grand,  is  shut  up,  and  has  been  so  for  the  last  eighteen 
months.  This  is  a  great  disappointment  to  such  of  our  party 
as  have  never  seen  its  interminable  chambers  and  their  gor* 
geoos  decorations.  The  reason  assigned  for  this  unwonted 
exclusion  of  the  public  is,  that*  the  whole  of  this  enormous 
pile  is  filled  with  workmen,  not,  however,  for  the  purpose  of 
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restoring  it  as  a  palace  for  the  king,  but  of  preparing  it  as  a 
sort  ofoniversal  musebm  for  the  nation.  The  buildings  are, 
in  fiict,  too  extensive  for  a  palace;  and,  splendid  as  it  is,  I 
can  easily  belicTe  no  king  of  modern  days  woiild  wish  to 
inhabit  it.  I  have  sometimes  wondered  that  Napoleon  did 
not  take  a  fiaincy  to  its  vastness ;  but,  I  believe,  he  bad  no 
great  taste  in  the  upholstering  line,  and  preferred  converting 
his  millions  into  the  sinews  of  war,  to  the  possession  of  all 
the  carving  and  gilding  in  the  world. 

If  this  projected  museum,  however,  should  be  mmU  with 
science,  judgment,  and  taste,  and  on  the  usual  scale  of 
French  magnificence,  it  will  be  turning  the  costly  whim  of 
le  Grand  Monarque  to  excellent  account. 

The  works  which  are  going  on  there  were  mentioned  at 
a  party  the  other  evening,  when  some  one  stated  that  it 
was  the  intention  of  the  King  to  convert  one  portion  of  the 
bniiding  into  a  gallery  of  national  history,  that  should  con- 
tain pictures  of  all  the  victories  which  France  had  ever 
won. 
The  remark  made  in  reply  amused  me  much,  it  was  so 

very  French.—"  Ma  foi ! Mais  cette  galerie-1^  doit  5tre 

bien  longue— et  assez  ennuyense  pour  les  strangers." 

Though  the  chdteau  was  closed  to  us,  we  did  not  therefore 
give  up  our  purposed  expedition  to  Versailles  :  every  object 
there  is  interesting,  not  only  from  its  splendour,  but  from  the 
recollections  it  revives  of  scenes  with  whose  history  we  are 
all  familiar.  Not  only  the  horrors  of  the  last  century,  but  all 
the  regal  glories  of  the  preceding  one,  are  so  virell  known  to 
everybody,  that  there  must  have  been  a  prodigious  deal  of 
gossip  handed  down  to  us  from  France,  or  we  never  could 
feel  so  much  better  acquainted  with  events  which  have  passed 
at  Versailles  than  with  any  scenes  that  have  occurred  at  an 
equal  distance  of  time  at  Windsor. 

I.  e 
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But  so  It  is  $  and  the  English  go  there  not  merely  as  stnm* 
gers  yisiting  a  palace  in  a  foreign  land,  but  as  pilgrims  to  the 
^rine  of  the  princes  and  poets  who  have  left  their  memory 
there,  and  with  whose  names  and  histories  they  are  as  fomi- 
liar  as  if  they  belonged  to  us. 

Ttie  day  we  passed  among  the  royal  spectres  that  never  £yi 
to  haont  one  at  this  palace  of  recollections,  was  a  mixture  of 
sttn^ine  iand  showers,  and  our  meditations  seemed  to  partake 
of  the  vicissitude. 

It  is  said  that  the  great  Louis  reared  this  stupendous  dwell- 
ing in  which  to  pass  the  gilded  hours  of  his  idleness,  because 
from  St.  Germain's  he  could  see  the  plain  of  St.  Denis,  over 
which  his  funeral  array  was  to  pass,  and  the  spire  that  mark- 
ed the  spot  where  bis  too  precious  dust  was  to  be  laid.  Happy 
was  it  fr>r  him  (hat  the  sQutcheoned  sepulchre  of  St.  Denis  was 
ihemostdistantandmoatgloomy  point, to  which  his  prophetic 
glance  could  readi !  Gould  tbe  great  king  have  looked  a  little 
farther,  and  dreamed  of  the  scenes  which  were  destined  to 
follow  this  dreaded  passage  to  his  royal  tomb,  how  would  he 
have  blessed  the  fate  which  permitted  him  to  pass  into  it  so 
peacefully! 

It  is  qoite  wonderful  to  see  how  much  of  the  elaborate  deco- 
ration and  fine  finishing  of  this  sumptuous  place  remains  un- 
injured after  being  visited  by  the  most  ferocious  mob  that  ever 
ootteoted  together.  Had  they  been  less  intent  on  the  savage 
object  of  their  mission,  it  is  probable  tliat  ihey  would  have 
sated  Ihek  insane  rage  in  destroying  the  palace  itself,  and  the 
costly  decorations  of  its  singular  gardens.  Thou^  far  infe- 
rior in  all  ways  either  to  the  gardens  of  the  Elector  of  Hesse 
Casael  at  Wilhelmshohe,  or  to  those  of  the  Grand  Duke  of 
Baden  at  Schwetzingen,  those  of  Versailles  are  still  highly  in* 
terestinglrom  many  OMBes,  and  have  so  muchof  nu^esty  and 
pomp  about  them,  that  one  oannot  look  upon  them  without 
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feeling  that  only  the  kings  of  ihe  earth  could  ever  have  had  a 
master's  right  to  lake  their  pleasure  therein. 

Before  we  entered  upon  the  orderly  confusion  of  groves, 
stataes,  temples,  and  water-work«i,  through  which  it  is  neces- 
sary to  be  led,  we  made  our  grey-headed  guide  lead  us  round 
a&d  about  every  part  of  the  building  while  we  listened  to  his 
string  of  interesting  old  stories  about  Louis  Seize,  and  Marie 
Antoinette,  and  Monsieur,  and  le  Comte  d'Artois  (for  he 
seemed  to  have  forgotten  that  they  had  borne  any  other  tiUes 
than  those  he  remembered  in  his  youth),  all  of  whom  seemed 
to  retain  exacUy  the  same  place  in  his  imagination  that  tiiey 
had  occupied  some  fifty  years  ago,  when  he  was  assistant  to 
the  keeper  of  the  orangerie.    He  boasted,  with  a  vanity  as 
fresh  as  if  it  had  been  newly  bom,  of  the  honours  of  that  near 
approach  to  royally  which  he  had  formerly  enjoyed ;  re- 
counted how  the  Queen  called  one  of  the  orange-trees  her 
own,  because  she  fancied  its  blossoms  sweeter  than  all  the 
rest;  and  how  from  such  a  broad-leafed  double-blossoming 
myrtle  he  had  daily  gathered  a  bouquet  for  her  majesty^ 
which  was  laid  upon  her  toilet  exactly  at  two  o'clock.    This 
old  man  knew  every  orange-tree,  its  birth  and  history,  as  well 
as  a  shepherd  knows  his  flock.    The  venerable  father  of  the 
band  dates  his  existence  from  the  reign  of  Francois  Premier 
and  truly  he  enjoys  a  green  old  age.    The  one  siimamed 
Lonis  le  Grand,  who  was  twin  brother,  as  he  said,  to  that 
mighty  monarch,  looks  like  a  youth  beside  it—and  you  are 
told  that  it  has  not  yet  attained  its  full  growth. 

Oh !  could  those  orange-trees  but  speak !  could  they  recount 
to  D8  the  scenes  they  have  witnessed;  could  they  describe  to 
us  all  the  beauties  over  whom  they  have  shed  their  fragrant 
flowers— all  the  heroes,  statesmen,  poets,  and  princes  who 
have  stepped  in  coiirtly  paces  beneath  their  shade;  what  a 
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world  of  witty  wickedness,  of  solemn  warning,  and  of  sad 
reflection,  we  should  have  I 

But  ihoagh  the  orange- trees  were  mute,  our  old  man  talked 
enough  for  them  all.  He  was  a  faithful  servant  to  the  old 
regime.:  and  indeed  it  should  seem  that  there  is  something  in 
the  air  of  Versailles  favourable  alike  to  orange-trees  and 
loyalty ;  for  never  did  I  hear,  while  wandering  amidst  their 
aristocratic  perfume,  one  word  that  was  not  of  sound  orthodox 
legitimate  loyalty  to  the  race  for  whose  service  they  have  lor 
so  many  hundred  years  lived  and  bloomed.  And  still  they 
blossom  on,  unscathed  by  revolution,  unblighted  though  an 
usurper  called  them  his;->happier  in  this  than  many  of  those 
who  were  once  privileged  to  parade  their  dignity  beneath 
their  royal  shade.  The  old  servitors  still  move  among  these 
venerable  vegetable  grandees  with  the  ceremonious  air  of 
courtiers,  offering  obsequious  service,  if  not  to  the  king  him- 
self, at  least  to  his  cousin-germans;  and  I  am  persuaded 
there  is  not  one  of  these  old  serving-men,  who  wander  about 
Versailles  like  ghosts  revisiting  the  scenes  of  former  happiness, 
who  would  not  more  humbly  pull  off  his  hat  to  Francis 
Premier  or  Louis  le  Grand  in  the  greenhouse,  than  to  any 
monarch  of  a  younger  race. 

Napoleon  has  left  less  trace  of  himself  and  his  giant  power 
at  Versailles  than  anywhere  else ;  and  the  naiads  and  hama- 
dryads still  lift  their  sculptured  heads  with  such  an  eternity 
of  stately  grace,  as  makes  one  feel  the  evanescent  nature  of 
the  interlude  that  was  played  among  them  during  the  empire. 
It  is  of  the  old  race  of  Bourbon  that  the  whole  region  is  redo- 
lent. '^  There,"  said  our  old  guide,  ^'is  the  range  of  cham- 
bers that  was  occupied  by  the  Queen .  .  .  those  were  the 
King's  apartments  . .  .  there  were  the  royal  children  •  .  . 
there  Monsieur  ...  and  there  the  Comte  d'Artoi8.'^  . 


I 
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Then  we  were  led  round  to  the  fatal  balcony  which 
overhangs  the  entrance.  It  was  there  that  the  fallen  Marie 
Antoinette  stood,  her  younir  son  in  her  arms,  and  the  doomed 
King  her  husband  beside  her,  when  she  looked  down  upon 
the  demons  drunk  with  blood,  who  sought  her  life.  I  had 
heard  all  this  hateful  but  o*er-true  history,  more  than  once 
before  on  the  same  spot,  and  shortening  the  frightful  detail,  I 
hastened  to  leave  it,  though  I  believe  the  good  old  man  would 
willingly  have  spent  hours  in  dwelling  upon  it. 

The  day  had  been  named  as  one  on  which  (he  great  waters 
were'  to  play.  But,  little  as  Nature  has  lo  do  with  this  pretty 
exhibition,  she  interfered  on  this  occasion  to  prevent  it. 
There  was  no  water.  The  dry  winter,  would,  they  told  us, 
probably  render  it  impossible  to  play  them  during  the  whole 
summer. 

Here  was  another  disappointment;  but  we.bore  it  heroically, 
and  after  examining  and  much  admiring  the  numberless  alle- 
gories which  people  the  grounds,  and  to  the  creation  of 
which,  a  poet  must  have  been  as  necessary  as  a  sculptor,  we 
adjourned  to  the  Trianons,  there  to  meditate  on  all  the  cease- 
less vicissitudes  of  female  influence  from  Maintenon  to  Jose- 
phine. It  is  but  a  sad  review,  but  it  may  serve  well  to 
reconcile  the  majority  of  womankind  to  the  tranquil  dreami- 
ness of  obscurity. 

The  next  thing  to  bedone  was  dining— and  most  wretchedly 
done  it  was :  but  we  found  something  to  laugh  at,  neverthe- 
less; for  when  tiie  wine  brought  to  us  was  found  too  bad  to 
drink,  and  we  ordered  better,  no  less  than  four  bottles  were 
presented  to  us  in  succession,  each  one  increasing  in  price, 
biit  being  precisely  of  the  same  quality.  When  we  charged 
the  black-eyed  daughter  of  the  house  with  the  fact,  she  said 
with  perfect  good-humour,  but  nowise  denying  it,  that  she 
was  very  sorry  ihey  had  no  better.     When  the  bill  was 
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brought,  the  same  damsel  civilly  hoped  that  we  sliooid  not 
think  ten  sous  (half-a-franc)  too  much  to  pay  for  having  open- 
ed so  many  bottles.  Now,  as  three  of  them  were  .firmly 
eorked,  and  carefully  sealed  besides,  we  paid  our  ten  sous 
without  any  complaining. 

The  looking  at  a  fdte  at  St.  Cloud  made  part  of  (he  business 
of  the  day;  but  in  order  to  get  there,  we  were  obliged  to 
mount  into  one  of  those  indescribable  vehicles  by  which  the 
gay  bourgeoisie  of  Paris  are  conveyed  from  palace  to  palace, 
and  from  gvinguette  to  guinguetie.  We  had  dismissed  our 
comfortable  citadinej  being  assured  that  we  should  have  no 
difficulty  in  finding  another.  In  this,  however,  we  were 
disappointed,  the  proportion  of  company  appearing  greatly  to 
exceed  that  of  the  carriages  which  were  to  convey  them,  and 
we  considered  ourselves  fortunate  in  securing  places  in  an 
equipage  which  we  should  have  scorned  indignantly  when  we 
quitted  Paris  in  the  morning* 

The  whimsical  gaiety  of  the  crowd,  all  hurrying  one  way, 
was  very  amusing;  all  anxious  to  reach  St.  Cloud  before  the 
promised  half-hour's  display  of  water-works  was  over;,  all 
testifying,  by  look,  gesture,  voice,  and  words,  that  light  ef- 
fervescence of  animal  spirits  so  essentially  characteristic  of 
the  country,  and  all  forming  a  moving  panorama  so  gay  and 
so  bright  as  almost  to  make  one  giddy  by  looking  at  it. 

Some  among  the  capricious  variety  of  vehicles  were  drawn 
by  five  or  six  horses.  These  were  in  truth  nothing  but  gaily* 
painted  waggons,  hung  on  rude  springs,  with  a  flat  awning 
over  them.  In  several  I  counted  twenty  persons :  bnt  there 
were  some  few  among  them  in  which  one  or  perhaps  two 
seats  were  still  vacant :  and  then  the  rapturous  glee  of  the 
party  was  excited  to  the  utmost  by  the  efforts  of  the  driver,  as 
gay  as  themselves,  to  obtain  customers  to  fill  the  vacancies. 

Every  individual  overtaken  on  the  road  was  invited  by  the 
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most  clamorous  outcries  to  occupy  ihe  vacant  seats.  ^*  St. 
Cloud !  St.  Cloud !  St.  Cloud  I"*  shouted  by  the  driver  and 
re-echoed  by  all  his  company,  rang  in  the  startled  eiars  of  all 
they  passed;  and  if  a  traveller  soberly  journeying  in  the  con- 
trai7  direction  was  met,  the  invitation  was  uttered  with  tenfold 
vehemence,  accompanied  by  shoots  of  laughter,  whicb,  far 
from  offending  the  party  who  provoked  it,  was  invariably 
answered  with  equal  fi'olic  and  fun.  But  when  upoaone  occa*- 
sion  a  carriage  posting  almost  at  full  galop  towards  Versailles 
was  encountered,  the  ecstasy  of  mirth  with  which  it  was 
greeted  exceeds  description.  *<St.  Cloud!  St.  Cloud!  St. 
Cloud !  —  Tournez  done,  m^ssieurs^tournez  k  St.  Cloud  I" 
The  shouts  and  vociferations  were  enough  to  frighten  all  the 
horses  in  the  world,  excepting  French  ones;  and  they  must  be 
so  thoroughly  broken  to  the  endurance  of  din,  that  there  is 
little  danger  of  their  starling  at  it.  I  could  have  almost 
fonded  that  upon  this  CNCicasion  they  took  part  in  it;  for  they 
shook  their  ropes  and  their  tasaels,  snorted  and  tossed,  very 
much  as  if  they  enjoyed  the  fun. 

After  all,  we,  and  many  hundred  others,  arrived  too  late 
for  the  show,  the  supply  of  water  failing  even  before  the  pro- 
mised half  hour  had  elapsed.  The  gardens,  however,  were 
extremely  full,  and  all  the  world  looked  as  gay  and  as  well- 
pleased  as  if  nothing  had  gone  wrong. 

I  wonder  if  these  people  ever  grow  old,— that  is,  old  as  we 
do,  sitting  in  the  chimney-corner,  and  dreaming  no  more  of 
fttes  than  of  playing  at  blind-man's-buff.  I  have  certainly 
seen  here,  as  elsewhere,  men,  and  women  too,  grey-headed, 
and  wrinkled  enough  to  be  as  solemn  as  the  most  venerable 
judge  upon  tfaie  bench ;  but  I  never  saw  any  that  did  not  seem 
ready  to  hop,  skip,  jump,  waltz,  and  make  love. 
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LETTER    XXI. 

History  of  the  Vicomte  de  B .  His  opinions. — State  of  France. 

—  Expediency. 

4  HAVE  had  a  curious  csonversation  this  morning'  with  an 
old  gentleman  whom  I  believed  to  be  a  thorough  legitimate, 
but  who  turns  out,  as  you  will  see,  something  else— I  hardly 
know  what  to  call  ii---doctrinaire  J  suppose  it  must  be,  yet 
it  is  not  quite  that  either. 

But  before  I  give  you  his  opinions,  let  me  present  himself. 
M.  le  Vicomte  de  B— -  is  a  person  that  I  am  very  sure  you 
would  be  happy  to  know  anywhere.  His  residence  is  not 
in  Paris,  but  at  a  chateau  that  he  describes  as  the  most  pro- 
found retirement  imaginable;  yet  it  is  not  more  than  thirty 
leagues  from  Paris.  He  is  a  widower,  and  his  only  child  is  a 
daughter,  who  has  been  some  years  married. 

The  history  of  this  gentleman,  given  as  he  gave  it  himself) 
was  deeply  interesting.  It  was  told  with  much  feeling,  some 
wit,  and  no  prolixity.  Were  I,  however,  to  attempt  to  repeat 
it  to  you  in  the  same  manner,  it  would  become  long  and  te^^ 
dious,  and  in  every  way  as  unlike  as  possible  to  what  it  was 
as  it  came  fresh  from  the  living  fountain. 

In  brief,  then,  I  will  tell  you  that  he  was  the  younger  son 
of  an  old  and  noble  house,  and^  for  seven  years,  page  to  Louis 
Seize.  He  must  have  been  strikingly  handsome;  and  young 
as  he  was  at  the  time  of  the  first  revolution,  he  seems  already 
to  have  found  the  court  a  very  agreeable  residence.  He  bad  held 
a  commission  in  the  army  about  two  years,  when  his  father, 
and  his  only  brother,  his  elder  by  ten  years,  were  obliged  to 
leave  the  country,  to  save  their  lives. 

The  family  was  not  a  wealthy  one,  and  great  sacrifices  were 
necessary  to  enable  them  lo  live  in  England.    What  remain- 
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ed  became  eventnally  the  property  of  our  friend,  both  father 
and  brother  having  died  in  exile.  With  this  remnant  of  for- 
tune be  married,  not  very  prudently ;  and  having  lost  his 
wife  and  disposed  of  his  daughter  in  marriage,  he  is  now  liv- 
ing in  his  large  dilapidated  chateau,  with  one  female  servant, 
and  an  old  man  as  major-domo,  valet,  and  cook,  who  served 
with  him  in  La  Yend^,  and  who,  by  his  description,  must  be 
a  perfect  Corporal  Trim. 

I  would  give  a  good  deal  to  be  able  to  accept  the  invitation 
I  have  received  to  pay  him  a  visit  at  his  castle.  I  think  I 
should  find  just  such  a  minage  as  that  which  Scott  so  beauti- 
folly  describes  in  one  of  his  prefaces.  But  the  wish  is  vain, 
such  an  excursion  being  quite  impossible ;  so  I  must  do  with- 
oat  the  castle,  and  content  myself  with  the  long  morning  visits 
that  its  agreeable  owner  is  so  kind  as  to  make  us. 

I  have  seen  him  frequently,  and  listened  with  great  interest 
to  his  little  history ;  but  it  was  only  this  morning  that  the 
conversation  took  a  speculative  turn.  I  was  quite  persuaded, 
bnt  certainly  froiu  my  own  preconceived  notions  only,  and 

not  from  anything  I  have  heard  him  say,  that  M.  de  B 

was  a  devoted  legitimate.  An  old  noble— page  to  Louis  Seize 
— a  royalist  soldier  in  La  Vendee,— how  could  I  think  otlier- 
wise  ?    Yet  he  talked  to  me  as .  ^ .  you  shall  hear. 

Our  conversation  began  by  his  asking  me  if  I  was  conscious 
of  much  material  change  in  Paris  since  I  last  visited  it. 

I  replied,  that  I  certainly  saw  some,  but  perhaps  suspected 
more. 

*^  I  dare  say  you  do,"  said  he;  ^^  it  is  what  your  nation  is 
very  apt  to  do ;  but  take  my  advice, — believe  what  you  see, 
and  nothing  else." 

^^  But  what  one  can  see  in  the  course  of  a  month  or  two  is 
so  little,  and  I  hear  so  much." 
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^^  That  is  true;  bat  do  yoa  not  find  that  what  yoo  hear 
from  one  person  is  often  contradicted  by  another  ?** 

* '  Constantly ,**  I  replied. 

''  Then  what  can  yoa  do  at  last  but  judge  by  what  you 
see?"        - 

'^  Why,  it  appears  to  me  that  the  better  plan  would  be  to 
listen  to  all  parties,  and,  let  my  balancing  belief  incline  to 
the  testimony  that  has  most  weight." 

'^  Then  be  careful  that  thisweight  be  not  felse.  There  are 
some  who  will  tell  you  that  the  national  feeling  which  for  so 
many  centuries  has  kept  France  together  as  a  powerful  and 
predominating  people  is  loosened,  melted,  and  gone ;— that 
though  there  are  Frenchmen  left,  there  is  no  longer  a  French 
people." 

~  ^^  To  any  who  told  me  so,"  I  replied,  *^  I  would  say,  that 
the  division  they  complained  of  arose  not  so  much  from  aay 
change  in  the  French  character,  as  from  the  false  position  in 
which  many  were  unhappily  placed  at  the  present  moment. 
Men's  hearts  are  divided  because  they  are  diversely  drawn 
aside  from  a  common  centre." 

'^  And  you  would  say  truly,"  said  he;  ^'  but  others  will  Idi 
you,  that  regenerated  France  will  soon  dictate  laws  to  the 
whole  earth ;  that  her  flag  will  become  the  flag  of  all  people— 
her  government  their  government;  and  that  their  tottering 
monarchies  will  soon  crumble  into  dust,  to  become  part  and 
parcel  of  her  glorious  republic." 

*^  And  to  these  I  should  say,  that  they  appeared  to  be  in  a 
very  heavy  slumber,  and  that  the  sooner  they  could  wake  out 
of  it  and  shake  off  their  feverish  breams,  the  better  it  would 
be  for  them." 

^'  But  what  would  your  inference  be  as  to  the  state  of  the 
country  from  such  reports  as  th^se?" 
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*'^  I  should  think  ihat,  as  usual,  truth  lay  between.  I  should 
neither  belieTe  that  France  was  so  united  as  to  constitute  a 
sittgle-minded  giant,  nor  so  divided  as  to  have  become  a  mass 
of  nnconnected  atoms,  or  a  race  of  pigmies." 

^*'  You  know/'  he  continued,  '^  that  the  fashionable  phrase 
for  describing  our  condition  at  present  is,  that  we  are  in  a 
state  of  transition^— hiim  butterflies  to  grubs,  or  from  grubs 
to  butterflies,  I  know  not  which ;  but  to  me  it  seems  that  the 
transition  is  over,— and  it  is  high  time  that  it  should  be  so. 
Thecoantry  has  known  neitherrestnor  peacefornearly  half  a 
century;  and  powerful  as  she  has  been  and  still  is,  she  must 
at  last  fall  a  prey  to  whoever  may  think  it  worth  their  while 
to  despoil  her,  unless  she  stops  short  while  it  is  yet  time,  and 
strengihens  herself  by  a  little  seasonable  repose." 

'^  But  bow  is  this  repose  to  be  obtained  ?**  said  I.  ^^  Some 
of  you  wish  to  have  one  king,  some  another,  and  some  to  have 
no  king  at  all.  This  is  not  a  condition  in  which  a  country  is 
very  Ukely  to  find  repose." 

*•*'  Not  if  each  faction  be  of  equal  power,  or  sufficiently  so 
to  persevere  in  struggling  for  the  mastery.  Our  only  hope 
Kes  in  the  belief  that  there  is  no  such  equality.  Let  him  who 
has  seized  the  helm  keep  it.  If  he  be  an  able  helmsbian,  he 
will  keep  us  in  smooth  water;  and  it  is  no  longer  time  for  us 
to  ask  how  he  got  his  commission.  Let  us  be  thankful  that  he 
happens  to  be  of  the  same  lineage  as  (hose  to  whose  charge 
we  have  for  so  many  ages  committed  the  safety  of  our  bark.  ■' 

I  believe  my  countenance  expressed  my  astonishment;  for 
the  old  gentleman  smiled  and  said, 

"  Do  I  frighten  you  with  my  revolutionary  principles? -' 

"Indeed,  you  surprise  me  a  little,"  I  replied  :  **  I  should 
have  thought  that  the  rights  of  a  legitimate  monarch  would 
have  been  in  your  opinion  indefeasible." 

"  Where  is  the  law,  my  good  lady,  that  may  control  nc- 
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cessity? ....  I  speak  nol  of  my  own  feeliugs,  or  of  those  of 
the  few  who  were  born  like  itoyself  in  another  era.  Very 
terrible  convulsions  have  passed  over  France,  and  perhaps 
threaten  the  rest  of  Europe.  I  have  for  many  years  stood 
apart  and  watched  the  storm ;  and  I  am  qnite  sure,  and  find 
much  comfort  in  the  assurance,  that  the  crimes  and  passions 
of  men  cannot  change  the  nature  of  things.  They  may  pro- 
duce much  misery,  they  may  disturb  and  confuse  the  peaceful 
current  of  events;  but  man  still  remains  as  he  was,  and  will 
seek  his  safety  and  his  good,  where  he  has  ever  found  them 
—under  the  shelter  of  power." 

''  There,  indeed,  I  quite  agree  with  you.  But  surely  the 
more  lawful  and  right  the  power  is,  the  more  likely  it  must 
be  to  remain  tranquil  and  undisputed  in  its  influence." 

*'  France  has  no  longer  the  choice,"  said  he,  interrupting 
me  abruptly.  '^  I  speak  but  as  a  looker-on;  my  political  race 
is  ended;  I  have  more  than  once  sworn  allegiance  to  the  elder 
branch  of  the  house  of  Bourbon,  and  certainly  nothing  would 
tempt  me  to  hold  office  or  take  oath  under  any  other.  But 
do  you  think  it  would  be  the  duty  of  a  Frenchman  who  has 
three  grandsons  native  to  the  soil  of  France,— do  you  really 
think  it  the  duty  of  such  a  one  to  invoke  civil  war  upon  the 
land  of  his  fathers,  and,  remembering  only  his  king,  to  forget 
his  country?  I  will  not  tell  you,  that  if  I  could  wake  to- 
morrow morning  and  find  a  fifth  Henry  peacefully  seated  on 
the  throne  of  his  fathers,  I  might  not  rejoice ;  particularly  if  I 
were  sure  that  he  would  be  as  likely  to  keep  the  naughty  boys 
of  Paris  in  order  as  I  think  his  cousin  Philippe  is.  Were  there 
profit  in  wishing,  I  would  wish  for  France  a  government  so 
strong  as  should  eCTectually  prevent  her  from  destroying  her^- 
self;  and  that  government  should  have  at  its  head  a  king  whose 
right  to  reign  had  come  to  him,  not  by  force  of  arms,  but  by 
the  will  of  God  in  lawful  succession.    But  when  we  mortals 
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have  a  wish,  we  may  be  thankful  if  the  half  of  it  be  granted ; 
— and,  in  troth,  I  think  that  I  have  the  first  and  better  half  of 
minB  to  rejoice  in.  There  is  a  stout  and  sturdy  strength  in 
the  government  of  King  Philippe,  which  gives  good  hope  that 
France  may  recover  under  its  protection  from  her  sins- and 
her  sorrows,  and  again  become  the  glory  of  her  children." 

So  saying,  M.  de  6 rose  to  leave  me,  and  potting  out 

his  hand  in  the  English  fashion,  added,  *'  I  am  afraid  yon  do 

not  like  me  so  well  as  you  did I  am  no  longer  a  tnie  and 

loyal  knight  in  your  estimation ....  but  something,  perhaps, 
very  like  a  rebel  and  a  traitor  ? ...  Is  it  not  so ?" 

I  hardly  knew  how  to  answer  him.  He  certainly  had  lost 
a  good  deal  of  that  poetical  elevation  of  character  with  which 
I  had  invested  him ;  yet  there  was  a  mixture  of  honesty  and 
honoar  in  his  frankness  that  I  could  not  help  esteeming.  T 
thanked  him  very  sincerely  for  the  openness  with  which  he 
had  spoken,  but  confessed  that  I  had  not  quite  made  up  my 
mind  to  think  that  expediency  was  the  right  rule  for  human 
actions.  It  certainly  was  not  the  noblest,  and  therefore  I  was 
willing  to  believe  that  it  was  not  the  best. 

^'  I  must  go,'-  said  he,  looking  at  his  watch,  '^  for  it  is  my 
hoar  of  dining,  or  I  think  I  could  dispute  with  you  a  little 
upon  your  word  expediency.  Whatever  is  really  expedient 
for  us  to  do — that  is,  whatever  is  best  for  us  in  the  situation  in 
which  we  are  actually  placed,  is  really  right.  Adieu!  ^I 
shall  present  myself  again  ere  long;  and  if  you  admit  me,  I 
shall  be  thankful." 

So  saying,  he  departed, — leaving  us  all,  I  believe,  a  little 
less  in  alt  about  him  than  before,  but  certainly  with  no  incli- 
nation to  shut  our  doors  against  him. 
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LETTER    XXII. 

Pere  Lachaise. — MonmiDg  in  public — Defocing  the  Xomb  of  Abelard 
and  Eloisa. — Baron  Munchausen. — Russian  Monumebt. — Statue 
of  BAanuel. 

Often  as  I  have  visited  the  enclosure  ^f  P^re  Lachaise,  it 
was  with  feelings  of  renewed  curiosity  and  interest  that  I 
yesterday  accompanied  thither  those  of  my  party  who  had 
not  yet  seen  it.  I  was  well  pleased  to  wander  once  more 
through  the  cypress  alleys,  now  grown  into  fine  gloomy  fune- 
real  shades,  and  once  more  to  feel  that  wavering  sort  of  emo- 
tion which  I  always  experience  there ;— one  moment  being 
tenipted  to  smile  at  the  fantastic  manner  in  which  affection 
has  been  manifested,— -and  the  next,  moved  to  tears  by  some 
touch  of  tenderness,  that  makes  itself  felt  even  amidst  the  vast 
collection  of  childish  superstitions  with  which  the  place 
abounds. 

This  mournful  garden  is  altogether  a  very  solemn  and  im- 
pressive spectacle.  What  a  world  of  mortality  does  one  take 
in  at  one  glance !  It  will  set  one  thinking  a  little,  however 
fresh  from  the  busy  idleness  of  Paris,— of  Paris,  that  antidote 
to  all  serious  ihou  ght,  that  especial  paradise  for  the  worshippers 
of  Sans  Sodcl 

A  profusion  of  spring  flowers  are  at  this  season  hourly  shed- 
ding their  blossoms  over  every  little  cherished  enclosure. 
There  is  beauty,  freshness,  fragrance  on  the  surCaee ...  It  is 
a  fearful  contrast ! 

I  do  not  remember  any  spot,  ather  in  church  or  churchyard, 
where  the  unequal  dignity  of  the  memorials  raised  above  the 
dust  which  lies  so  very  equally  beneath  tbeip  all  is  shown  in 
a  manner  to  strike  the  heart  so  foixibly  as  it  does  at  P^re  La- 
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ebftise.  Here,  a  ^oTeifdl  of  weeds  have  hardly  room  to  grow; 
and  there  rises  a  costiy  pile,  shadowing  its  lowly  neighbour. 
On  this  side  the  narrow  path,  sorrow  is  wrapped  roand  and 
hid  from  notice  by  the  very  poverty  that  renders  it  more  bit- 
ter; while,  on  the  other,  wealth,  rank,  and  pride  heap  decora- 
tions over  the  worthiest  clay,  striving  vainly  to  conceal  its 
nothingness.  It  is  an  epitome  of  the  world  they  have  left : 
remove  the  marble  and  disturb  the  turf,  human  nature  will  be 
found  to  wear  the  same  aspect  under  both. 

Many  groups  in  deep  mourning  were  wandering  among  the 
tombs ;  so  many  indeed,  that  when  we  turned  aside  from  one, 
with  the  reverence  one  always  feels  disposed  to  pay  to  sorrow, 
we  were  sure  to  encounter  another.    This  planner  of  lament- 
ing in  public  seems  so  strange  to  us !    How  would  it  be  for 
a  shy  English  mother,  who  sobs  inwardly  and  hides  the 
aching  sorrow  ,in  her  heart's  core, — how  would  she  bear  to 
bargain  at  the  public  gate  for  a  pretty  garland,  then  enter 
amidst  an  idle  throng,  with  the  toy  hanging  oh  her  fii^r,  and, 
before  the  eyes  of  all  who  choose  to  IooIl,  suspend  it  over  the 
grave  of  her  lost  child?    An  Englishwoman  surely  mast  lose 
her  reason  either  before  or  after  soch  an  act  ;-rif  it  were  not 
the  effect  of  madness,  it  would  be  the  cause  of  it.    Yet  sueh  is 
the  effect  of  habit,  or  rather  of  the  different  tone  of  manners 
and  Qf  mind  here,  that  one  may  daily  and  honrfty  see  parents, 
most  devoted  to  their  children  during  their  lives,  and  most 
heart-broken  when  divided  from  tSstem  by  death,  perform  with 
streaming  eyes  these  public  lamentations. 

It  is  nevertheless  impossible,  let  the  manner  of  it  difler 
from  our  own  as  much  as  it  may,  to  look  at  the  fre^y-trim^ 
med  flowers,  the  garhmds,  and  all  the  pretty  tokens  of  tender 
care  which  meet  the  eye  in  every  part  of  this  wide-spread 
maflS4)f  mortal  nothingness,  without  fe^mg  that  renA  love  and 
real  sorrow  have  been  at  work. 


136  PARIS 

One  small  enclosure  attracted  my  attention  as  at  once  the 
most  bizarre  and  the  most  touching  of  all.  It  held  the  little 
grassy  tomb  of  a  young  child,  planted  round  with  choice  flow- 
ers; and  at  its  head  rose  a  semicircular  reciess,  containing, 
together  with  a  crucifix  and  other  religious  emblems,  several 
common  playthings,  which  had  doubtless  been  the  latest  joy 
of  the  lost  darling.  His  age  was  stated  to  have  been  three 
years,  and  he  was  mourned  as  the  first  and  only  child  after 
twelve  years  of  marriage. 

Below  this  melancholy  statement  was  inscribed— 

^'Passans!  priez  pour  sa  malheureuse  mere!" 
Mi^twenotsay,  that 

Thought  and  affliction,  passion,  death  itself. 
They  turn  to  £eivour  and  to  prettiness? 

It  would,  I  believe,  be  more  just,  as  well  as  more  generous, 
instead  of  accusing  the  whole  nation  of  being  the  victims  of  af- 
fectation instead  of  sorrow  under  every  affliction  that  death 
can  cause,  to  believe  that  they  feel  quite  as  sincerely  as  our- 
selves ;  though  they  have  certainly  a  very  different  way  of 
showing  it. 

I  wish  they,  whoever  they  are,  who  had  the  command  of 
such  mailers,  would  have  let  the  curious  tomb  of  Abelard  and 
El<^sa  remain  in  decent  tranquillity  in  its  original  position. 
Nothing  can  assimilate  worse  than  do  its  Gothic  form  and  de- 
coratiotis  with  every  object  around  it.  The  paltry  plaster  ta- 
blet too,  that  has  been  stuck  upon  it  for  the  purpose  of  record- 
ing the  history  of  the  tomb  rather  than  of  those  who  lie  bu- 
ried in  it,  is  in  villanously  bad  taste ;  and  we  can  only  hope 
that  the  elements  vnll  eomplete  the  work  they  have  begun, 
and  then  this  barbarmisdefadng  will  emmble  a?^ay  before 
onr  grandchildren  shall  know  anytlung  about  it. 
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The  thi^^ly-planted  trees  and  shrubs  have  grown  so  rapidly, 
as  in  many  places  to  make  it  difficult  to  pass  through  them ; 
and  the  ground  appears  to  be  extremely  crowded  nearly  over 
its  whole  extent.  A  few  neighbouring  acres  have  been 
lately  added  to  it ;  but  their  bleak,  naked,  and  unornamenled 
surface  forbids  the  eye  as  yet  to  recognise  this  space  as  part  of 
the  enclosure.  One  pale  solitary  tomb  is  placed  within  it,  at 
tlie  very  verge  of  the  dark  cypress  line  that  marks  the  original 
boundary;  and  it  looks  like  a  sheeted  ghost  hovering  about 
between  night  and  morning. 

One  very  noble  monument  has  been  added  since  I  last  vi- 
sited the  garden ;  it  is  dedicated  to  the  memory  of  a  noble 
Russian  lady,  whose  long  unspellable  name  I  forget.  It  is 
of  white  or  greyish  marble,  and  of  magnificent  proportions, 
— ^lofiy  and  elegant,  yet  massive  and  entirely  simple.  Alto- 
gether, it  appeared  to  me  to  be  as  perfect  in  taste  as  any  s{)e- 
cimen  of  monumental  architecture  that  I  have  ever  seen, 
though  it  had  not  the  last  best  grace  of  sculpture  to  adorn  it. 
There  is  no  effigy — no  statue — scarcely  an  ornament  of  any 
kind,  but  it  seems  constructed  with  a  view  to  unite  equally 
the  appearance  of  imposing  majesty  and  enduring  strength. 
This  splendid  mausoleum  stands  towards  the  top  of  the  gar- 
den, and  forms  a  predominating  and  very  beautiful  object 
from  various  parts  of  it. 

Among  the  hundreds  of  names  which  one  reads  in  passing, 
— ^I  hardly  know  why,  fbr  they  certainly  convey  but  small 
interest  to  the  mind,— we  met  with  that  of.the  Baron  Mun- 
chausen, It  was  a  small  and  unpretending-looking  stone, 
bat  bore  a  host  of  blazing  titles^  by  which  it  appears  that  this 
Baron,  whom  I,  and  all  my  generation,  I  believe,  have  ever 
looked  upon  as  an  imaginary  personage,  was  in  fact  some- 
thing or  other  very  important  to  somebody  or  other  who. 

1.  6. 
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was  very  powerful.    Why  bis  noble  name  has  been  made 
such  use  of  among  ns,  I  cannot  imagine. 

In  the  course  of  our  wanderings  we  came  upon  this  singular 
inscription  :  — 

"  Ci-g!l  Caroline. — (I  think  the  name  is  Caroline,)—"  fille 
de  Mademoiselle  Mars." 

Is  it  not  wonderful  what  a  difference  twenty-one  miles  of 
salt-water  can  make  in  the  ways  and  manners  of  peoplie  ? 

There  are  not  many  statues  in  the  cemetery,  and  none  of 
sufficient  merit  to  add  much  to  its  embellishment;  bat  there 
is  one  recently  placed  there,  and  standing  loftily  predominant 
above  every  surrounding  object,  which  is  strongly  indicative 
of  the  period  of  its  erection,  and  of  the  temper  of  the  people 
to  whom  it  seems  to  address  itself.  This  is  a  colossal  figure 
of  Manuel.  The  countenance  is  vnlgar,  and  the  expression 
of  the  features  violent  and  exaggerated  :  it  might  stand  as  the 
portrait  of  a  bold  factions  rebel  for  ever. 


LETTER    XXIII. 
Remarkable  People. — Distinguished  People, — Metapbysical  lAdy. 

Last  night  we  passed  our  soirie  at  the  boose  of  a  lady  who 
had  been  introduced  to  me  with  this  recommendation  :— 

"  You  will  be  certain  of  meeting  at  madame  de  V ^» 

many  remarkable  people." 

This  is,  I  think,  exactly  the  sort  of  introdoclion  which 
would  in  any  city  give  the  most  piqoant  interest  to  a  new  ac 
qnaintance ;  but  il  does  so  particularly  at  Paris ;  for  this  at* 
tractive  capital  draws  its  collection  of  remarkable  people  from 
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a  greater  variety  of  nations,  classes,  and  creeds,  than  :iny 
other. 

Nevertheless,  this  term  ^^  remarkable  people  ^  must  not  be 
taken  too  confidently  to  mean  individuals  so  distinguished 
that  all  men  would  desire  to  gaze  upon  them;  the  phrase  vary- 
ing in  its  value  and  its  meaning  according  to  the  feelings,  fa- 
culties, and  station  of  the  speaker. 

Everybody  has  got  his  or  her  own  '^  remarkable  people" 
to  introduce  to  you;  and  I  have  begun  to  find  out,  among  the 
houses  that  are  open  to  me,  what  species  of  '^  remarkable 
people"  I  am  likely  to  meet  at  each. 

When  Madame  A whispers  to  me  as  I  enter  her  draw- 
ing-room— ''Ah!  vous  voil^!  c'est  bon;  j'aurais  et^  bien 
Uch6e  si  vous  m'aviez  manqu^e ;  il  y  a  ki,  ce  soir,  une  per- 
sonne  bien  remarquable,  qu'il  feut  absolument  vous  pre- 
senter,"^! am  quite  sure  that  I  shall  see  some  one  who  has 
been  a  marshal,  or  a  duke,  or  a  general,  or  a  physician,  or  an 
artist,  to  Napoleon. 

But  if  it  were  Madame  B who  said  the  same  thing,  I 

should  be  equally  certain  that  it  must  be  a  comfortable-looking 
doctrinaire,  who  was,  had  been,  or  was  about  to  be  in  place, 
and  who  hrd  made  his  voice  heard  on  the  winning  side. 

Madame  C ,  on  thg^contrary,  would  not  deign  to  bestow 

such  an  epithet  on  any  one^whose  views  and  occupations  were 
so  earthward.  It  could  only  be  some  philosopher,  pale  with 
the  labour  of  reconcilmg  paradoxes  or  discovering  a  new 
element. 

My  charming,  quiet,  graceful,  gentle  Madame  D could 

use  it  only  when  speaking  of  an  ex-chancellor,  or  chamberlain, 
or  friend,  or  faithful  servant  of  the  exiled  dynasty. 

As  for  the  tall  dark-browed  Madame  E ,  with  her  thin 

lips  and  sinister  smile,  though  she  professes  to  hoKl  a  salon 
where  talent  of  every  party  is  welcome,  she  never  cares  much, 
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I  am  very  sure,  for  any  remarkableness  that  is  not  connected 
with  the  great  and  immortal  mischief  of  some  revolution. 
She  is  not  quite  old  enough  to  have  had  anything  to  do  witli 
the  first ;  but  I  have  no  doubt  that  she  was  very  busy  during 
the  last,  and  I  am  positive  that  she  will  never  know  peace  by 
night  or  day  till  another  can  be  got  up.  If  her  hopes  fail  on 
t|^is  point,  she  will  die  of  atrophy;  for  nothing  affords  her 
nourishment  but  what  is  mixed  up  with  rebellion  against 
constituted  authority. 

I  know  that  she  dislikes  me;  and  I  suspect  I  owe  the  honour 
of  being  admitted  to  appear  in  her  presence  solely  to  her 
determination  that  I  should  hear  everything  that  she  thinks  it 
would  be  disagreeable  for  me  to  listen  to.  I  believe  she  fancies 
that  I  do  not  like  to  meet  Americans;  but  she  is  as  much 
mistaken  in  this  as  in  most  other  of  her  speculations. 

I  really  never  saw  or  heard  of  any  fanaticism  equal  to  that 
with  which  this  lady  worships  destruction.  That  whatever 
is,  is  wrong,  is  the  rule  by  which  her  judgment  is  guided  in 
all  things.  It  is  enough  for  her  that  a  law  oti  any  point  is  es- 
tablished, to  render  the  thing  legalised  detestable ;  and  were 
the  republic  about  which  she  raves,  and  of  wliich  she  knows 
as  much  as  her  lap-dog,  to  be  established  throughout  France 
to-morrow,  I  am  quite  persuaded  that  we  should  have  her 
embroidering  a  regal  robe  for  the  most  legitimate  king  she 
could  find,  before  next  Monday. 

Madame  F 's  remarkahles  are  almost  all  of  them  fo- 
reigners of  the  philosophic  revolutionary  class ;  any  gentry 
that  are  not  particularly  well  off  at  home,-  and  who  would 
rather  prefer  being  remarkable  and  remarked  a  few  hundred 
miles  from  their  own  country  than  in  it. 

Madame  G *s  are  chiefly  musical  personages.    "  Croyez- 

moi,  madame,''  she  says,  '^  il  n'y  a  que  lui  pour  toucher  le 
piano  ....  Yous  n'avez  pas  encore  entendu  Mademoiselle 
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Z .  .  .  Quelle  Toixsaperbe !  .  . .  EUe  fera,  j'en  suis  sdre, 

une  fortune  immense  k  Londres." 

Madame  H 's  acquaintance  are  not  so  '*  remarkable'' 

for  anything  peculiar  in  each  or  any  of  them,  as  for  being  in 
all  things  exactly  opposed  to  each  other.  She  likes  to  have 
her  parties  described  as  ^^  Les  soirees  anUth^tiques  de  Ma- 
dame H /'  and  has  a  peculiar  sort  of  pleasure  in  seeing 

people  sitting  side  by  side  on  her  hearth-rug,  who  would  be 
very  likely  to  salute  each  other  with  a  pistol-shot  were  they  to 
meet  elsewhere.  It  is  rather  a  singular  device  for  arranging 
a  sociable  party ;  but  her  soiries  are  very  delighlful  soirieSy 
for  all  that. 

Madame  J 's  friends  are  not  "remarkable;"  they  are 

"distinguished."  It  is  quite  extraordinary  what  a  number 
of  distinguished  individuals  I  have  met  at  her  house. 

But  I  must  not  go  through  the  whole  alphabet,  lest  I  should 
tire  you.    So  let  me  return  to  the  point  from  whence  I  set 

out,  and  take  you  with  me  to  Madame  de  V ^s  soiree* 

A  large  party  is  almost  always  a  sort  of  lottery,  and  your  good 
or  bad  fortune  depends  on  the  accidental  vicinity  of  pleasant  or 
unpleasant  neighbours. 

I  cannot  consider  myself  to  have  gained  a  prize  last  night ; 
and  Fortune,  if  she  means  to  make  things  even,  must  place 
me  to  -night  next  the  most  agreeable  person  in  Paris.  I  really 
think  that  should  the  same  evil  chance  that  beset  me  yester- 
day pursue  me  for  a  week,  I  should  leave  the  country  to 
escape  from  it.  I  will  describe  to  you  the  manner  of  my 
torment  as  well  as  I  can,  but  must  fail,  I  think,  to  give  you  an 
adequate  idea  of  it. 

A  lady  I  had  never  seen  before  walked  across  the  room  to 
me  last  night  soon  after  I  entered  it,  and ,  making  prisoner  of 

Madame  de  Y .  in  the  way,  was  presented  to  me  in  due 

form.    I  was  placed  on  a  sofa  by  an  old  gentleman  with 
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whom  we  have  formed  a  great  friendship,  and  for  whose 
conversation  I]have  a  particular  liking.  He  had  just  seated 
liimsdf  beside  me,  when  my  new  acquaintance  dislodged  him 
by  saying,  as  ^e  attempted  to  squeeze  herself  in  between  us, 
^'Pardon,  monsieur;  ne  voos  d^rangez  pas! . .  .  mais  si 
madame  voulait  bien  nte  permettre" ....  and  before  she 
could  finish  her  speedi ,  my  old  acquaintance  was  far  away, 
and  my  new  one  close  beside  me. 

She  began  the  conversation  by  some  very  obliging  aasur* 
anoes  of  her  wish  to  make  my  acquaintance.  ^ '  I  want  todiscoss 
with  you,"  said  she.  I  bowed,  but  trembled  inwardly,  for  I 
do  not  like  discussions,  especially  with  '^  remarkable"  ladies. 
'^Yes,"  she  continued,  ^^I  want  to  discuss  with  yoo  many 
topics  of  vital  interest  to  us  all— topics  on  which  I  believe  we 
now  think  differently,  but  on  which  I  feel  quite  sure  that  we 
should  agree,  would  you  but  listen  to  me." 

I  smiled  and  bowed,  and  muttered  something  civil,  and 
looked  as  much  pleased  as  I  possibly  could, — and  recollected, 
too,  how  large  Paris  was,  and  how  easy  it  would  be  to  turn 
my  back  upon  conviction,  if  I  found  that  I  could  not  face  it 
agreeably.  But,  to  say  truth,  there  was  something  in  the  eye 
and  manner  of  my  new  friend  that  rather  alarmed  me.  She 
is  rather  pretty,  nevertheless;  but  her  bright  eyes  are  never 
still  for  an  instant,  and  she  is  one  of  those  who  aid  the  power 
of  speech  by  that  of  touch,  to  which  she  has  incessant 
recourse.  Had  she  been  a  man,  she  would  have  seized  all  her 
friends  by  the  button ;  but  as  it  is,  she  can  only  lay  her 
fingers  with  emphasis  upon  your  arm,  or  grasp  a  handful  of 
your  sleeve,  when  she  sees  reason  to  fear  that  your  attention 
wanders. 

^'Youarealegitimatist! . . .  queldommage!  Ah!  yon  smile. 
Bat  did  you  know  the  incalculable  injury  done  to  the  intellect 
,by  putting  chains  upon  it !  ...  My  studies,  observe,  are  con- 
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fined  almost  wbcflly  to  one  subject,— the  philosophy  of  the 
haman  mind.  Metaphysics  have  been  the  great  object  of 
my  life  from  a  very  early  age."  (I  should  think  she  was  nbw 
about  seven  or  eight-and-twenty.)  ^^  Yet  sometimes  I  have 
the  weakness  to  turn  aside  from  this  noble  pursuit  to  look 
upon  tlie  troubled  current  of  human  affairs  that  is  rolling 
past  me.  I  do  not  pretend  to  enter  deeply  into  politics— I 
have  no  time  for  it;  but  I  see  enough  to  make  me  shrink 
from  despotism  and  legitimacy.  Believe  me,  it  cramps  the 
mind;  and  be  assured  that  a  constant  succession  of  political 
changes  keeps  the  faculties  of  a  nation  on  the  qui  vive,  attd» 
abstractedly  considered  as  a  mental  operation,  must  be  incal- 
culably more  beneficial  than  the  half-dormant  state  which 
takes  place  after  any  long  continance  in  one  position,  let  it 
be  what  it  may." 

She  uttered  all  this  with  such  wonderful  rapidity,  that  it 
would  have  been  quite  impossible  for  me  to  have  made  any 
observation  upon  it  as  she  went  along,  if  I  had  been  ever  9» 
much  inclined  to  do  so.  But  I  soon  found  that  this  was  not 
expected  of  me. 


^  *Twa8  hers  to  speak,  and  mine  to  hear ; 


»» 


and  I  made  up  my  mind  to  listen  as  patiently  as  I  could  till  I 
should  find  a  convenient  opportunity  for  changing  my  place. 
At  different  times,  and  in  different  climes,  I  have  heretofore 
listened  to  a  good  deal  of  nonsense,  certainly;,  but  I  assure 
you  I  never  did  nor  ever  can  expect  again  to  hear  such  a  pro- 
fusion of  wild  absurdity  as  this  lady  uttered.  Yet  I  am  told 
that  she  has  in  many  circles  the  reputation  of  being  a  woman 
of  genius.  It  wonld  be  but  a  vain  attempt  did  I  endeavour  to 
goon  remembering  and  ttanslating  all  she  said;  but  some  of 
her  speeches  really  deserve  recording. 
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After  she  had  rao  her  tilt  against  authority,  she  broke  off, 
exclaiming— 

"  Mais,  apr^s  tout,— what  does  it  signify?. . .  When  you 
have  once  devoted  yourself  to  the  study  of  the  soul,  all  these 
little  distinctions  do  appear  so  trifling !....!  have  given  my- 
self wholly  to  the  study  of  the  soul ;  and  my  life  passes  in  a 
series  of  experiments,  which,  if  I  do  not  wear  myself  out 
here,"  putting  her  hand  to  her  forehead,  '^  will,  I  think, 
eventually  lead  me  to  something  important." 

As  she  paused  for  a  moment,  I  thought  I  ought  to  say  some- 
thing, and  therefore  asked  her  of  what  nature  were  the  ex- 
periments of  which  she  spoke.    To  which  she  replied— 

^'  Principally  in  comparative  anatomy,  i^^one  but  an  expe- 
rimentalist could  ever  imagine  what  extraordinary  results 
arise  from  this  best  and  surest  mode  of  investigation.  A 
mouse,  for  instance. . . .  Ah,  madame !  would  you  believe  it 
possiMe  that  the  formation  of  a  mouse  could  throw  light  upon 
thetlieory  ofthe  noblest  feeling  that  warms  the  heart  of  man 
— even  upon  valour  ?  It  is  true,  I  assure  you :  such  are  the 
triumphs  of  science.  By  watching  the  pulsations  of  that  chetif 
animal,"  she  continued,  eagerly  laying  hold  of  my  wrist,  '*  we 
have  obtained  an  immense  insight  into  the  most  interesting 
phenomena  of  the  passion  of  fear." 

At  this  moment  my  old  gentleman  came  back  to  me,  but 
evidently  without  any  expectation  of  being  able  to  resume  bis 
seat.  It  was  only,  I  believe,  to  see  how  I  got  on  with  my 
metaphysical  neighbour.  There  was  an  infinite  deal  of  hu- 
mour in  the  glance  he  gave  me  as  he  said, ''  Eh  bien,  Ma- 
dame Trollope,  est-ce  que  Madame vous  a  domie  Tam- 

tution  de  la  suivredans ses  sublimes  Etudes?" 

"  I  fear  it  would  prove  beyond  my  strength,"  I  replied. 
Upon  whicli  Madame started'of  anew  in  praise  off.  Iiet 
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science  —  ^'  the  only  science  worthy  the  name  ;   the 

science . .  •  /' 

Here  my  old  friend  stole  off  again,  covered  by  an  aj^roach- 
ing  tray  of  ices;  and  I  soon  after  did  the  same;  for  I  had  been 
bosily  engaged  all  day,  and  I  was  weary  ,^80  weary  that  I 
dreaded  dropping  to  sleep  at  the  very  instant  that  Madame 

was  exerting  herself  to  awaken  me  to  a  higher  state  of 

intelligence. 

I  have  not,  however,  told  yon  one  tenth  part  of  the  mar- 
vellons  ahsardities  she  poored  forth ;  yet  I  suq[»eet  I  have  told 
yon  enough.  I  have  never  before  met  anything  so  pre-emi- 
nently ridiculous  as  this ;  but  upon  w^  saying  so  to  my  old 
friend  as  I  passed  him  near  the  door,  he  assured  me  that  he 
knew  another  lady,  whose  mania  was  education,  and  whose 
doctrines  and  manner  of  explaining  them  were  decidedly 

more  absurd  than  Madame 's  philosophy  of  the  sool. 

"  Be  not  alarmed,  however;  I  shall  not  bestow  her  upon 
you,  for  I  intend  most  carefully  to  keep  out  of  her  way.  Do 
you  know  of  any  English  ladies  thus  devoted  to  the  study  of 
the  soul?" ...  I  am  sincerely  happy  to  say  that  I  do  not. 


LETTER  XXIV. 

Ezpeditioii  to  the  Luxembourg.  —No  admittance  for  Females. — 
Portraits  of  **  Henri" — Republican  Costume.  —  Quai  Voltaire. 
— Mural  Inscriptions. — Anecdote  of  Marshal  Lobau. — Arrest. 

Etea  since  the  trials  at  the  Luxembourg  commenced,  we 
have  intended  to  nuike  an  excursion  thither,  in  order  to  look 
at  the  encampment  in  the  garden,  at  the  military  array  around 
the  palace,  and,  in  short,  to  see  all  that  is  visible  for  female 
eyes  in  the  general  aspect  of  the  place,  so  interesting  at  the 

I.  7 
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present  moment  froin  the  important  business  going  on  (here. 

I  have  done  all  that  could  be  done  to  obtain  admission  to 
the  Chamber  during  their  sittings,  and  have  not  been  without 
fiiends  who  very  kindly  interested  ttiemselves  to  render  my 
efforts  Afocessftil— hot  in  vain ;  no  ladies  have  been  penhitted 
to  enter.  Whether  the  feminine  regrets  have  been  lessened  or 
increased  by  the  ddily  accounts  that  are  published  of  the  out- 
rageoos  conduct  of  the  prisoners,  I  will  not  venture  to  say. 
Cesi  igal:  get  in  we  cannot,  whether  we  wish  it  or  not.  It  is 
said,  Indeed,  that  in  one  of  the  tribunes  set  apart  for  the  pub- 
lic, a  small  white  hatid  has  lieen  seeh  to  caress  some  jet-black 
curls  upon  the  head  of  a  boy;  and  it  was  said,  too,  that  the 
hoy  called  himself  Geor^  S~-d :  but  I  have  heard  of  no 
other  instance  of  any  one  not  furnished  with  that  important 
symbol  Of  prerogative,  uiie  harbe  au  mentony  who  has  ven- 
tured withm  the  proddrlbed  limits. 

Oin*  humble-minded  project  of  looking  at  the  walls  which 
enclose  the  blu^terihg  rebels  and  their  patient  judges  has  been 
at  length  happily  accomplished,  and  not  without  affording 
us  considerable  amusement. 

In  addition  to  our  usual  party,  we  had  the  pleasure  of  being 
accompanied  by  two  agreeable  Frenchmen,  who  promised  to 
explain  whatever  signs  and  symbols  might  meet  our  eyes  but 
mock  our  comprehension.  As  the  nioming  wa^  delightful, 
we  agreed  to  walk  to  the  place  of  our  destination,  and  repose 
ourselves  as  much  a^  the  tos^ings  of  a  fiacre  would  permit  on 
the  way  homd. 

That  our  route  lay  through  the  Tuileries  Gardens  was 
one  reason  for  this  arrangement;  and,  as  usual,  we  indulged 
ourselves  for  a  deli^htfhl  half-hpur  by  sitting  under  the 
trees. 

Whenever  six  or  eight  persons  wish  to  converse  together 
—not  in  Ute*M^^  but  in  a  general  confabulation,  I  would 
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ffecommend  exactly  ihe  place  we  occupied  for  the  purpose, 
with  the  chairs  of  the  party  drawn  together,  not  spread  into  a 
circle,  but  ooUocted  in  a  group,  so  that  every  one  can  hear, 
and  every  one  can  be  heard. 

Oar  conversation  was  upon  the  subject  <tf  various  prints 
which  we  had  seen  exposed  upon  the  Boulevards  as  we  pass- 
ed; and  though  onr  two  Frenchmen  were  excellent  friends, 
it  was  very  evident  lyiiat  they  did  not  hold  the  same  opinions 
in  politics;— so  we  had  some  very  pleasant  ^rring. 

We  have  been.constantly  in  the  habit  of  remarking  a  variety 
of  portraits  of  a  pretty  elegant-looking  youth,  sometimes  to- 
tally  without  letters— and  yet  they  were  not  proofe,  excepting 
of  an  antique  loyalty^^^ometimes  with  the  single  word 
^<  Henri  !"—sonieynies  with  a  sprig  of  the  pretty  weed  we 
call "  Forget-me«not,"-*and  someUmes  with  the  name  of '^  Le 
Doc  de  Bordeaux.''  As  we  passed  one  of  the  cases  this  mom- 
iog  which  stand  out  before  a  large  diop  on  tlie  Boulevards,  I 
remarked  a  new  one :  it  was  a  pretty  lithographic  print,  and 
bdng  very  like  an  original  miniature  which  had  been  kindly 
shown  me  during  a  visit  I  pad  in  theFaidiouiig  St.  Germain, 
I  stopped  to  buy  it,  and,  writing  my  naoM  on  the  envelope, 
tffdered  it  to  be  sent  home. 

M.  P 9  the  gentleman  who  was  walking  beside  me  when 

I  stopped,  confirmed  my  opinion  that  it  was  a  likeness,  by  his 
personal  knowledge  of  the  original ;  and  it  was  not  difficult  to 
perceive^  thongh.he  spoke  bat  little  on  the  subject,  that  an 
aifiectiaiiale  fe^ng  for  ''tse  cause"  and  its  young  here  was 
at  his  hearL 

M.  de.L— — ,'the  olher  gentleman  who  had  jmned  our 
party,  .was  walking  behind  us,  and  came  up  as  I  was  making 
nyipurchase.  He  smiled.  '*  I  seewhat youare  about,"  said  he : 
*'if  yep  and  P continue  to  walk  togeiiier,  t  am  si:reyou 
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will  plot  some  terrible  treason  before  yoa  get  to  the  Luxent- 
bonrg." 

When  we  were  seated  in  the  Tiiileries  Gardens,  M.  de 

L renewed  his  attack  upon  me  for  what  be  called  my 

seditious  conduct  in  having  encouraged  the  render  of  a  pro- 
hibited article,  and  declared  that  he  thought  he  should  but  do 

his  duty  if  he  left  M.  P. and  myself  in  safe  custody  among 

the  other  rebellious  characters  at  the  Luxembourg. 

"My  sedition/'  replied  M.  P—^ — ,  "is  but  speculatire. 
The  best  among  us  now  can  only-  sigh  that  things  are  not 
quite  as  they  should  be,  and  be  thankful  that  they  are  not 
quite  as  bad  as  they  might  be." 

"I  rejoice  to  find  that  you  allow  so  much,  mon  cher,''  re- 
plied his  friend.  "Yes,  I  think  it  might  be  worse;  par 
exemple,  if  such  gentry  as  those  yonder  were  to  have  their 
way  with  us." 

He  looked  towards  three  youths  who  were  stalking  up  the 
walk  before  us  with  the  air  of  being  deeply  intent  on  some 
business  of  dire  import.  They  looked  like  walking  caricatures 
—and  in  truth  they  were  nothing  else. 

They  were  republicans.  Similar  figures  are  constantly 
seen  strutting  upon  the  Boulevards,  or  sauntering,  like  those 
before  us,  in  the  Tuileries,  or  hovering  in  sinister  groups 
about  the  Bols  de  Boulogne,  each  one  believing  himself  to  bear 
the  brow  of  a  Brutus  and  the  heart  of  a  Calo.  But  see  them 
where  or  when  you  will,  they  take  good  care  to  be  unmistak- 
able; there  is  not  a  child  often  years  old  in  Paris  who  cannot 
tell  a  republican  when  he  sees  him.  In  several  print-shops 
I  have  seen  a  key  to  their  mystical  toilet  which  may  enable 
the  ignorant 10  read  them  right.  A  hat,  whose  crown  if  njur 
ed  for  a  few  inches  more  would  be  conical,  is  highest  in  im- 
portance, as  in  place ;  and  the  shade  of  Gromwdl  may  perhaps 
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§k>ry  in  seeing  how  many  desperate  wrongheads  still  mimiehis 
beaver.  Then  eome  the  long  and  matted  locks,  that  hang  in 
heavy  ominoas  dirtiness  beneath  it.  The  throat  is  bare,*— at 
least  from  linen;  bot  a  plentiful  and  very  disgusting  profusion 
of  hair  supplies  its  place.  The  waistcoat,  like  the  hat,  bears 
an  immortal  name— -'^Giust  a  la  Robespierbb''  being  its 
awfdl  designation ;  and  the  extent  of  its  wide-spreading  lapels 
is  held  to  be  a  criterion  of  the  expansive  principles  of  the 
wearer.  Au  raUj  a  general  air  of  grim  and  savage  black- 
guardism is  all  that  is  necessary  to  make  up  the  outward' man 
of  a  republican  of  Paris  in  f  835. 

But,  ohUhe  grimaces  by  which  1  have  seen  human  fiices 
distorted  by  persons  wearing  this  masquerading  attire !  '  Some 
roll  their  eyes  and  knit  their  brows  as  if  they  would  bully  the 
whole  universe;  others  fix  their  dark  glances  on  the  groifnd 
in  fearful  meditation;  while  other  some  there  be  who,  while 
gloomily  leaning  against  a  statue  or  a  tree,  throw  such  terrific 
meaning  into  their  looks  as  might  naturally  be  interpreted 
into  the  language  of  the  witches  in  Macbeth^ 

^*  We  must,  we  will — we  must,  we  will 
HaTe  much  more  blood,— and  become  worse, 
And  become  worse**. . .  etc.,  etc.. 

The  three  young  men  who  had  just  passed  us  were  exactly 
of  this  stamp.  Our  legitimate  friend  looked  after  them  and 
laughed  heartily. 

^'G'est^  nousautres,  moncher,'*  said  de  L— *— ,^^  to  enjoy 
that  sight.  You  and  yours  would  have  but  small  reason  to 
laugh  at  such  as  these,  if  it  were  not  the  business  of  us  and 
ours  to  take  care  that  they  should  do  you  no  harm.  You  may 
thank  the  eighty  thousand  National  Guards  of  Paris  for  the 
pleasure  of  quizzing  with  such  a  complacent  fiseling  of  security 
ihese  very  ferocious-looking  persons.'' 


''Forthatl  thmk them  heartHy/' replied  M,P ;  ''only 

I  tbiok  the  boMness  winild  have  been  cpiite  as  well  done  if 
those  who  perfbrmed  it  had  the  right  to  do  so. " 

'^Bah!  Have  yon  not  tried,  and  found  yon  could  make 
nothing  of  it?" 

'^I  think  not)  my  friend/'  refrfied  the  legitimatist :  ''we 
were  doing  very  well^  and  exerting  oaraelves  to  keep  the 
unruly  spirits  in  order,  when  you  stepped  in,  and  promised 
all  tke  naughty  hoys  m  Paris  a  holiday  if  they  would  hot 
make  you  master.  They  did  make  you  master-— they  have 
had  their  holiday,  and  now  .../* 

'^  And  now.  • .  Z*  said  I,  ^*  what  wiU  come  next?'' 
i  Both  the  gentlemen  answered  me  at  once. 

'^  Riots,"  said  the  legitimatist. 

''Good  order,"  said  the  doctrinaire. 

We  proceeded  in  our  walk,  and,  having  crossed  the  Pont 

Royal^  kept  along  the  Quai  Voltaire,  to  avoid  the  Rue  dn 
Bac;  as  we  all  agreed  that,  notwithstanding  Madame  de  SuB 
q;K)ke  so  lovingly  of  it  at  a  distance,  it  was  for  from  agreeable 
when  near. 

Were  it  not  for  a  sort  of  English  horror  of  standing  before 
shop-windows,  the  walking  along  that  Quai  Voltaire  might 
occupy  an  entire  morning.  From  the  first  wide-spread  dis- 
play of  "  remarkable  people"  fof  five*sous  a-piece—and  there 
are  heads  among  them  which  even  in  their  rude  lithography 
would  repay  some  study^from  this  five-sous  gallery  of  fame 
to  the  entrance  of  the  Rue  de  Seine,  it  is  an  almost  uninter- 
rupted show;— books,  old  and  new— rich,  rare,  and  worth- 
less; engravings  that  may  be  classed  likewise,— orttete 
d*oc(!asiofi  of  all  sorts,— but,  far  above  all  the  rest,  the  most 
glorious  museums  of  old  carving  and  gilding,  of  monstrous 
chairs,  stupendous  candlesticks,  grotesque  timepieces,  and 
ornaments  without  a  name,  that  can  be  found  in  the  world. 
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It  U  here  that  the  wealthy  fancier,  o^  the  massive  splendour 
of  Louis  Quinze  conies  with  a  full  purse,  and  it  is  hence  that 
beyond  all  hope  he  departs  with  a  light  one.  The  present 
royal  family  of  France,  \i  is  said,  profeais  a  taste  for  this 
princely  but.ponderous  style  of  decoration;  and  royal  carriages 
are  often  seen  to  slop  at  the  door  of  magasins  so  heterogeneous 
in  their  contents  a/i  to  admit  all  titles  excepting  only  that  of 
*^  magasins  de  n^veauU^^"  l^ut  having  al  the  first  glance 
very  greatly  the  air  of  a  pawnbroker's  shop. 

During  this  lounge  along  the  Quai  Voltaire,  I  saw  for  the 
first  time  some  marvellously  uncomely  portraits,  with  the 
names  of  each  ii^^eribed  below,  and  a  running  title  for  all, 
classing  them  en  masse  as  ^'  Les  Pr^enus  d'Atril."  If  these 
be  faithful  portraits,  the  originals  are  to  be  greatly  pitied; 
for  they  seem  by  nature  predestined  tp  the  evil  work  they 
have  been  about.    Every  one  of  them  looks 

'<  Worthy  tQ  be  a  rebel,  for  to  that 
The  multiplying  villaniea  of  nature 
Do  swarm  upon  him.** 

It  should  seem  that  the  materials  for  rebellion  were  in 
Shakspeare'sdays  much  of  the  same  kind  as  they  are  in  ours. 
If  these  be  portraits,  the  originals  need  have  no  fear  of  the 
caricaturist  before  their  eyes— their  'Willanies  of  nature  ** 
could  hardly  be  exaggerated ;  and  I  should  think  that  H.  B. 
himself  would  try  his  pencil  upon  them  in  vain. 

On  the  subject  which  the  examination  pf  these  privenus 
d'Avril  naturally  led  to,  our  two  French  friends  seemed  to  be 
^hnost  entirely  of  the  same  opinion;  the  legi^imatist  con- 
fessing that  ^'any  king  was  better  than  none,"  and  the  doc- 
irinaire  declaring  that  he  would  rather  the  country  should 
have  gone  without  the  last  revolution,  glorious  and  immortal 
4is  it  wa^,  than  that  it  should  be  exposed  to  another,  especially 
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such  a  one  as  MM.  les  Pr^Tenus  were  about  to  prepare  for 
them. 

Being  arrived  at  le  quartier  Latin,  we  amused  ourselves 
by  speculating  upon  the  propensity  manifested  by  very  young 
men,  who  were  still  subjected  to  restraint,  for  the  overthrow 
and  destruction  of  everything  that  denotes  authority  or  threa- 
tens discipline.  Thus  the  walls  in  this  neighbourhood 
aboonded  with  inscriptions  to  that  effect; "  Afias  Philippe! " 
—^^Les  Pairs  sont  des  assassins  1 "— "  Vive  la  E^uhlique ! " 
and  the  like.  Pears  of  every  size  and  form,  with  scratches 
signifying  eyes,  nose,  and  mouth,  were  to  be  seen  in  all  direc- 
tions; which,  being  interpreted,  denotes  the  contempt  of  the 
juvenile  students  for  the  reigning  monarch.  A  more  trou- 
blesome evidence  of  this  distate  for  authority  was  displayed 
a  few  days  ago  by  four  or  five  hundred  of  these  disorderly 
young  men,  who,  assembling  themselves  together,  followed 
with  hootings  and  shoutings  M.  Royer-Collard,  a  professor 
lately  appointed  by  the  government  to  the  medical  school, 
from  the  college  to  his  home  in  the  Rue  de  Provence. 

Upon  all  such  occasions,  this  government,  or  any  other, 
would  do  well  to  follow  the  hint  given  them  by  an  admirable 
manoeuvre  of  General  Lobau^s,  the  commander-in-chief  of  the 
National  Guard.  I  believe  the  anecdote  is  very  generally 
known;  but,  in  the  hope  that  you  may  not  have  heard  it,  I 
will  indulge  myself  by  telling  you  the  story,  which  amused 
me  infinitely;  and  it  is  better  that  I  should  run  the  risk  of 
your  hearing  it  twice,  than  of  your  not  hearing  it  at  all. 

A  party  of  lesjeunes  gens  de  Paris y  who  were  exerting 
themselves  to  get  up  a  little  republican  imeuie,  had  assem- 
bled in  considerable  numbers  in  the  Place  Yenddme.  The 
drums  beat— the  commandant  was  summoned  and  appeared. 
The  yourijg  malcontents  closed  their  ranks,  handled  their 
pocket-knives  and  walking-sticks,  and  prepared  to  stand  firm. 
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The  general  was  seen  to  dismiss  an  aide-de-camp,  and  a  few 
anxioas  moments  followed ,  when  something  looking  fearfully 
like  a  military  engine  appeared  advancing  from  the  Rne  de 
la  Pais.  Was  it  cannon? A  crowd  of  high-capped  en- 
gineers surrounded  it,  as  with  military  order  and  address  it 
wheeled  about  and  approached  the  spot  where  the  rioters  had 
formed  their  thickest  phalanx.  The  word  of  command  was 
given,  and  in  an  mstant  the  whole  host  were  drenched  to 
their  skins  with  water. 

Many  who  saw  this  memorable  rout,  in  which  the  laughing 
pompiers  followed  with  their  leather  pipes  the  scampering 
heroes,  declare  that  no  military  mancpuvre  ever  produced  so 
rapid  an  evacuation  of  troops.  There  is  something  in  the 
tone  and  temper  of  this  proceeding  of  the  National  Guard 
which  appears  to  me  strikingly  indicative  of  the  easy,  quiet, 
contemptuous  spirit  in  which  these  powerful  guardians  of  the 
existing  government  contemplate  its  republican  enemies. 

Having  reached  the  Luxembourg  and  obtained  admission  lo 
the  gardens,  we  again  rested  ourselves,  that  we  might  look 
about  at  our  ease  upon  a  scene  that  was  not  only  quite  novel, 
but  certainly  very  singular  to  those  who  were  accustomed  lo 
the  ordinary  aspect  of  the  place. 

In  the  midst  of  lilacs  and  roses  an  encampment  of  small 
white  tents  showed  their  warlike  fronts.  Arms,  drums,  and 
all  sorts  of  military  accoutrements  were  visible  among  them, 
while  loitering  troops,  some  smoking,  some  reading,  some 
sleeping,  completed  the  unwonted  appearance  of  the  scene. 

It  would  have  been  impossible,  I  believe,  in  alt  France  to 
have  fixed  ourselves  on  a  spot  where  onr  two  French  friends 
would  have  found  so  many  incitements  to  unity  of  opinion 
and  feeling  as  this.  Our  conversation,  therefore,  wiis  not  only 
very  amicable,  but  ran  some  risk  of  being  dull  from  tlie 
mere  want  of  contradiction;  for  to  a  hearty  conscientious 
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cot lilemna lion  of  the  proceedings  which  led  (o  ibis  trial  of 
(lie  prdvenm  d'Avril  iliere  was  a  unanimous  sentence  pass- 
ed nem.  con.  throughout  the  whole  party. 

M.  de  L gave  us  some  anecdotes  of  one  or  two  of  the 

persons  best  known  among  the  prisoners ;  but  upon  being 
qu(  stioned  respecting  the  others,  he  burst  out  indignaotly  in 
the  words  of  Comeille,— 

"  Le  reste  ne  vaut  pas  Thonneur  d'etre  nomme : 

Un  tas  d  homines  perdus  de  dettes  et  de  crimes, 
Que  pressent  de  nos  lois  las  ordres  legitimes, 
£t  qui  desesperant  de  les  plus  eviter. 
Si  tout  n'est  renverse  ne  sauraient  subsister." 

"  Ben  trovato !  **  exclaimed  P ;  "  you  could  not  have 

described  them  better— but ..." 

i?hi8  ''but"  would  very  probably  have  led  to  observations 
that  might  have  put  our  belle  harmonie  out  of  tune,  or  at 
least  have  produced  the  renewal  of  our  peaceable  sparring, 
had  not  a  little  bustle  among  the  trees  at  a  short  distance 
behind  us  cut  short  our  session. 

It  seems  that  ever  since  the  trials  began,  the  chief  duty  of 
the  gendarmes— (I  beg  pardon,  I  should  say,  of  la  garde  de 
Part^)— has  been  to  prevent  any  assembling  together  of  the 
people  in  knots  for  conversation  and  gossipings  in  the  courts 
and  gardens  of  the  Loxembourg.  No  sooner  are  two  or 
three  persons  observed  standing  together^  than  a  policeman 
approaches,  and  with  a  tone  of  command  pronounces,  '^Circu- 
lez,  messieurs!— circnlez,  s*il  vous  plait. "  The  reason  for 
this  precaution  is,  that  nightly,  at  the  Porte  St.  Martin,  a 
few  score  of  jeunes  gens  assemble  to  make  a  very  idle  and 
unmeaning  noise,  the  echo  of  which  regularly  runs  from 
street  to  street,  till  the  reiterated  report  amounts  to  the  an- 
nouncement of  an  imeuU,  We  are  all  now  so  used  to  these 
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hamiless  litUe  dmeuies  at  the  Porle  St.  Martin,  that  vie  Oiind 
them  no  more  than  Generarl  Lobau  himself.  Nevertheless, 
it  is  deemed  proper,  trumpery  as  tlie  cause  may  be,  to  pre- 
vent anything;  like  a  gathering  together  of  the  mob  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  LiUEembourg,  lest  the  same  handred-tongued 
lady  who  constantly  magnifies  the  hootings  of  a  few  idle 
raechanicis  into  an  imeuiie  should  spread  a  report  throughout 
France  that  the  Luxembourg  was  besieged  by  the  peopje. 
The  noise  which  had  disturbed  us  was  occasioned  by  the 
gathering  together  of  about  a  dozen  persons ;  but  a  police- 
man wiis  in  the  midst  of  the  group,  and  we  heard  rumours 
of  an  arrfstationi  In  less  than  five  minutes,  however,  every 
thing  was  quiet  again.  But  we  marked  two  figures  so 
pictoresqoe  in  their  republicanism,  that  we  resumed  our 
seals  while  a  sketch  was  made  from  them,  and  amused  our- 
selves the  while  in  fimcying  what  the  ominous  words  could 
be  that  were  so  cautiously  exchanged  between  them.  M.  de 
L said  that  there  could  be  no  doubt  that  they  ran  thus  t 

''  Ce  soir,  k  la  Porte  St.  Martin ! " 

^iisu?«r.— "  J'y  serai." 


LETTER  XXV. 

Chapelie  Expiatoire. — Devotees  seen  there.-^Tri-coloiired  flag  out 
of  place  there. — Flower  Market  of  the  Bladeleiae. — Petites  MaA" 
tresses. 

Of  all  the  edifices  finished  in  Paris  since  my  last  visit, 
ihere  is  not  one  which  altogether  pleases  me  better  than  the 
little  '^Chapelie  Expiatoire,"  erected  in  memory  of  Louis  the 
Sixteenth,  and  his  beautiful  but  ill-starred  queen. 

This  monument  was  planned  and  in  part  executed  by  Louis 
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tlie  Eighteenth,  and  finished  by  Charles  the  Tenth.  It 
stands  upon  the  spot  where  many  butchered  victims  of  the 
tyrant  mob  were  thrown  in  4795.  The  story  of  the  royal 
bodies  hailing  been  destroyed  by  quick  lime  is  said  to  have 
been  fabricated  and  circulated  for  the  purpose  of  preventing 
any  search  after  them,  which  might,  it  was  thought,  have 
produced  a  dangerous  reaction  of  feeling  among  the  whim- 
governed  populace. 

These  bodies,  and  several  others,  which  were  placed  in 
coffins,  and  inscribed  with  the  names  of  the  murdered  occu- 
pants, lay  buried  together  for  many  years  after  the  revolu- 
tion in  a  large  chaniier,  or  wood-yard,  at  no  great  distance 
from  the  place  of  execution. 

That  this  spot  had  been  excavated  for  the  purpose  of  receiv- 
ing these  sad  relics,  is  a  fact  well  known,  and  it  was  never 
lost  sight  of  from  the  terrible  period  at  which  the  ground  was 
so  employed ;  but  the  unseemly  vault  continued  undisturbed 
till  after  the  restoration,  when  the  bodies  of  the  royal  victims 
were  sought  and  found.  Their  bones  were  then  conveyed  to 
the  long-hallowed  shrine  of  St.  Denis ;  but  the  spot  where  the 
mangled  remains  were  first  thrown  was  consecrated,  and  is 
now  become  the  site  of  this  beautiful  little  Chapelle  Expia- 
toire. 

The  enclosure  in  which  this  building  stands  is  of  consider- 
able extent,  reaching  from  the  Rue  de  TArcade  to  the  Rue 
d'Anjou.  This  space  is  lined  with  closely-planted  rows  of 
cypress-trees  on  every  side,  which  are  protected  by  a  massive 
railing,  neatly  painted.  The  building  itself  and  all  its  ac- 
companiments are  in  excellent  taste ;  simple,  graceful,  and 
solemn. 

The  interior  is  a  small  Greek  cross,  each  extremity  of  which 
is  finished  by  a  semicircle  surmounted  by  a  semi-dome.  The 
space  beneath  the  central  dome  is  occupied  by  chairs  and 
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benches  coTered  with  crimaon  yelvet,  for  the  use  of  the  faith* 
fol — in  every  sense— who  come  to  attend  the  mass  which  is 
daily  performed  there. 

As  long  as  the  daughter  of  the  murdered  monarch  continued 
to  reside  in  Paris,  no  morning  ever  passed  without  her  com- 
ing to  offer  up  her  prayers  at  this  expiatory  shrine. 

One  of  the  four  curved  extremities  is  occupied  by  the  altar; 
that  opposite  to  it,  by  the  entrance ;  and  those  on  either  side, 
tyy  two  well-composed  and  impressive  groups  in  while  marble 
— that  to  the  right  of  the  altar  representing  Marie  Antoinette 
bending  beside  a  cross  supported  by  an  angel,--and  that  to 
the  left,  the  felon-murdered  monarch  whose  wretched  and 
most  unmerited  destiny  she  shared.  On  the  pedestal  of  the 
king's  statue  is  inscribed  his  will;  on  that  of  the  queen,  her 
fkrewell  letter  to  the  Princess  Elizabeth. 

Nothing  can  exceed  the  chaste  delicacy  of  the  few  oma- 
oaents  admitted  into  the  chapel.  They  consist  only,  I  think, 
of  golden  candlesticks^  placed  in  niches  in  the  white  marble 
walls.    The  effect  of  the  whole  is  beautiful  and  impressive. 

I  often  go  there ;  yet  I  can  hardly  understand  what  the  charm 
can  be  in  the  little  building  itself,  or  in  tlie  quiet  mass  per- 
formed there  without  music,  which  can  so  attract  me.  It  is 
at  no  great  distance  from  oar  apartments  in  the  Rue  de  Pro- 
vence, and  a  walk  thither  just  occupies  the  time  before  break- 
faist.  I  once  went  there  on  a  Sunday  morning  with  some  of 
my  Ikmily ;  but  then  it  was  full— indeed  so  crowded,  that  it 
was  unpossible  to  see  across  the  building,  or  feel  the  beauty  of 
its  elegant  simplicity.  The  pale  figures  of  the  royal  dead,  the 
foully-murdered,  were  no  loqger  the  principal  objects;  apd 
though  I  have  no  doubt  that  all  present  were  right  loyal  spi- 
rits, with  whose  feelings  I  am  well  enough  disposed  to  sym- 
pathise, yet  I  could  not  read  each  saddened  brow,  and  at^ch 
a  romance  to  it,  as  I  never  fail  to  do  during  my  week-day  visits. 
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There  are  two  ladies,  for  example,  Tfliom  I  constantly  see 
there,  ever  in  the  same  place,  and  ever  in  the  same  attitnde. 
The  elder  of  these  I  feel  perfectly  sure  must  have  pasKd  her 
youtli  near  Marie  Antoinette,  for  it  is  at  the  foot  of  herstatoe 
that  she  kneels,  or,  I  might  almost  say,  that  she  prostrates 
herself,  for  she  throws  her  arms  forward  on  a  cnshion  that  is 
placed  before  her,  and  suffers  her  aged  head  to  foil  npon 
them,  in  a  maniier  that  speaks  more  soitow  than  I  can  de- 
scribe. The  young  girl  who  always  accompanies  and  kneels 
beside  her  may,  I  think,  be  her  grand-danghter.  They  have 
each  of  ihem  ^^Qenileivoman  horn*'  written  on  every  feature, 
in  characters  not  to  be  mistaken.  The  old  lady  is  very  pale, 
and  the  young  one  looks  as  if  she  were  not  passing  a  yontb 
of  gaiety  and  enjoyment. 

There  is  a  grey-headed  old  man,  too,  who  is  equally  con- 
stant in  his  attendance  at  this  melancholy  chapel.  He  migh^ 
sit  as  a  model  for  a  portrait  of  le  hon  viewx  temps  ;hai  he  has 
a  stem  though  sad  expression  of  countenance,  ¥^hich  seems 
to  be  exactly  a  masculine  modification  of  what  is  passing  at 
the  heart  and  in  the  memory  of  the  old  lady  at  the  opposite 
side  of  the  chapel .  These  are  figures  which  send  the  tbtMights 
back  for  fifty  years ;  and,  seen  in  the  act  of  assisting  at  a  mass 
for  the  souls  of  Louis  Seize  and  his  queen,  produce  a  powerful 
effect  on  the  imagination. 

I  have  ventured  to  describe  this  melancholy  spot,  and  what 
I  have  seen  there,  the  more  particularly*  because,  easy  as  it  is 
of  access,  you  might  go  to  Paris  a  dozen  times  without  seeing 
it,  as  in  fact  hundreds  of  English  travellers  do.  One  reason 
for  this  is,  thai  it  is  not  opened  to  the  public  gaze  as  a  show, 
but  can  only  be  entered  during  the  hour  of  prayer,  which  ij» 
inconveniently  early  in  the  day. 

As  this  sad  and  sacred  edifice  cannot  justly  be  considered  oh 
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a  public  building,  the  eleration  of  the  tri-colonred  flag  upon 
it  every  f(gte-day  might,  I  think,  have  been  spared. 

Another,  and  a  very  different  novelty,  is  the  new  flower- 
market,  tliat  is  now  kept  nnder  the  walls  and  columns  of  the 
majestic  church  of  La  Madeleine.  This  beautiful  collection 
of  flowers  appears  to  me  to  produce  from  its  situation  a  very 
angular  effect  :  the  relative  attributes  of  art  and  nature  are 
reversed; — for  here,  art  seems  sublime,  vast,  and  enduring; 
wbile  nature  is  small,  fragile,  and  perishing. 

It  has  sometimes  happened  to  me,  after  looking  at  a  work 
of  art  which  raised  my  admiration  to  enthusiasm,  that  I  hav^ 
next  sought  some  marvellous  combination  of  mountain  and 
Talley,  rock  and  river,  forest  and  cataract,  and  felt  as  I  gazed 
on  them  something  like  shame  at  remembering  how  nearly  I 
bad  suffered  the  work  of  man  to  produce  an  equal  ecstasy. 
But  here,  when  I  raised  my  eyes  from  the  little  flimsy  crowd 
of  many-coloured  blossoms  to  the  simple  solemn  pomp  of 
that  long  arcade,  with  its  spotless  purity  of  tint  and  its 
enduring  majesty  of  graceful  strength,  I  felt  half  inclined  to 
scorn  myself  and  those  around  me  for  being  so  very  mud^ 
occupied  by  the  roses,  pinks,  and  mignonette  spread  oiM 
before  it. 

Laying  aside,  however,  all  philosophical  reflections  on  its 
locality,  this  new  flower-maiket  is  a  delightful  acquisition  to 
the  Parisian  petite  maitresse.  It  was  a  long  expedition  to 
visit  the  marehi  auxlfleurs  on  the  distant  quay  near  Notre 
Dame ;  and  though  its  beauty  and  its  fraganoe  might  well 
repay  an  hour  on]  two  stolen  from  the  pillow,  the  sweet 
decorations  it  offered  to  the  boudoir  must  have  been  oftener 
selected  by  the  maitre  d^hdtel  or  the  femme  de  chambre  than 
by  the  Mr  lady  herself.  But  now,  three  times  in  tlie  week 
we  may  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  numbers  of  graceful 
females  in  that  piquant  species  of  dishabille,  which,  uniting 
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an  equal  portion  of  careful  coquetry  and  sancy  indiffereRce, 
gives  to  the  morning  attire  of  a  pretty,  elegant,  French- 
woman, an  air  so  indescribably  attractive. 

Followed  by  a  neat  sovbrettBy  such  figures  may  now  be 
often  seen  in  the  flower-market  of  the  Madeleiuey  befiyre  the 
brightness  of  the  morning  has  faded  either  from  their  eyes,  or 
the  blossoms  tliey  so  love  to  gaze  upon.  The  most  ordinary 
linen  gown,  made  in  the  form  of  a  wrapper— the  hair  en 
papilloie—ihe  plain  straw-bonnet  drawn  forward  over  the 
eyes,  and  the  vast  shawl  enveloping  the  whole  figtire,  might 
sufGce  to  make  many  an  mgd^nte  pace  up  and  down  the 
flagrant  alley  incognita,  did  not  the  observant  eye  remark  that 
a  veil  of  rich  lace  secured  the  simple  bonnet  under  the  chin 
•—that  the  shawl  was  of  cashmere— and  that  the  little  hand, 
when  ungloved  to  enjoy  the  touch  of  a  myrtle  or  an  orange 
blossom,  was  as  white  as  eitlier. 


LETTER  XXVI. 

Delicacy  io  France  and  in  England. — Causes  of  the  difTeraiee 

between  them. 

There  is  nothing  perhaps  which  marks  the  national  variety 
of  manners  between  the  French  and  the  English  more 
distinctly  than  the  different  estimate  they  form  of  what  is 
delicate  or  indelicate,  modest  or  immodest,  decent  or  indecent ; 
nor  does  it  appear  to  me  that  all  the  intimacy  of  interconrse 
which  for  the  last  twenty  years  has  subsisted  between  the 
two  nations  has  greatly  lessened  this  difference. 

Nevertheless,  I  believe  that  it  is  more  superficial  than  many 
suppose  it  to  be;  and  that  it  arises  rather  from  contingent 
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circiiiiisUnoes,  than  from  any  original  and  natiTe  difference 
in  the  capability  of  refinement  in  the  two  nations. 

Among  the  most  obvious  of  these  yarieties  of  manner,  is 
the  astounding  freedom  with  which  many  things  are  alluded 
to  here  in  good  society,  the  slightest  reference  to  which  is  in 
our  country  banished  from  even  the  most  homely  class.  It 
seems  that  the  opinion  of  Martine  is  by  no  means  peculiar  to 
herself,  and  that  it  is  pretty  generally  thought  that 

'^Qnand  on  se  hit  enteDdre,  on  parie  toujoars  bien.'' 

In  Other  ways,  too,  it  is  impossible  not  to  allow  that  there 
exists  in  France  a  very  perceptible  want  of  refinement  as 
compared  to  England.  No  Englishman,  I  believe,  has  ever 
returned  from  a  Yisit  to  Paris  without  adding  his  testimony  to 
this  feet ;  and,  notwithstanding  the  Gallomania  so  prevalent 
amongst  us,  all  acknowledge  that,  however  striking  may  be 
the  elegance  and  grace  of  the  higher  classes,  there  is  still  a 
national  want  of  that  uniform  delicacy  so  highly  valued  by  all 
ranks,  above  the  very  lowest,  with  us.  Sights  are  seen  and 
inconveniences  endured  with  philosophy,  which  would  go 
nigh  to  rob  us  of  our  wits  in  July,  and  lead  us  to  hang 
ourselves  in  November. 

To  a  fact  so  well  known,  and  so  little  agreeable  in  the 
detail  of  its  examination,  it  would  be  worse  than  useless  to 
draw  your  attention,  were  it  not  that  there  is  something 
curious  in  tracing  the  manner  in  which  different  circumstances, 
seemingly  nnconnected,  do  in  reality  hang  together  and  form 
a  whole. 

The  time  certainly  has  been,  when  it  was  the  fashion  in 

England,  at  it  is  now  in  France,  to  call  things,  as  some  one 

coarsely  expresses  it,  bfj  their  right  names,  very  grave  proof 

t>f  which  might  be  found  even  in  sermons— and  from  thena'; 
».  7. 
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downwards  through  treatises,  essays,  poems,  roncatnc^,  ^ml 
plays. 

Were  we  indeed  to  form  oar  ideas  of  the  lone  of  conversation 
in  England  a  century  ago  from  the  fanuliar  colloquy  foiind  in 
the  comedies  then  written  and  acted,  we  must  acknowledge 
that  we  were  at  that  time  at  a  greater  distance  from  the  re- 
finement we  now  boast,  than  our  French  neighbours  are  at 
present. 

I  do  not  here  refer  to  licentiousness  of  morals,  or  the 
coarse  avowal  of  it;  but  to  a  species  of  indelicacy  which 
might  perhaps  have  been  quite  compatible  with  virtue,  as  the 
absence  of  it  is  unhappily  no  security  against  vice. 

The  remedy  of  this  has  proceeded,  if  I  mistake  not,  from 
causes  much  more  connected  with  tiie  luxurious  wealih  of 
England,  than  Hfith  the  severity  of  her  virtue.  You  will  say, 
perhaps,  that  I  have  started  oft  to  an  immense  distance  from 
the  point  whence  I  set  out;  but  I  think  not— for  both  in 
France  and  England  I  find  abundant  reason  to  believe  that  I 
am  right  in  tracing  this  remarkable  difference  between  the 
two  countries,  less  to  natural  disposition  or  character,  than  to 
the  accidental  fecilities  for  improvement  possessed  by  the  one 
people,  and  not  by  the  other. 

It  would  be  very  easy  to  ascertain,  by  reference  to  the  va- 
rious literary  records  I  have  named,  that  the  improvement  in 
English  delicacy  hat  been  gradual,  and  in  very  just  proportion 
to  the  increase  of  her  wealth,  and  the  fastidious  keeping  out 
of  sight  of  everything  that  can  in  any  way  annoy  the  senses. 

When  we  cease  to  hear,  see,  and  smell  things  which  are 
disagreeable,  it  is  natural  that  we  should  cease  to  speak  of 
them;  and  it  is,  I  believe,  quite  certain  that  the  English  take 
more  pains  than  any  other  people  in  the  woi  Id  that  the  senses 
— thoses  condue.'ors  of  sensation  f.om  the  body  to  the  soul— 
shall  convey  to  the  spirit  as  little  disagreeable  intelligence  of 
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whole  continent  of  Europe,  with  the  exception  of  some 
portion  of  Holland  perhaps  (which  shows  a  brotherly  affinity 
to  OS  in  many  things),  might  be  cited  for  its  inferiority  to 
England  in  this  respect.  I  remember  being  much  amused 
last  year,  when  landing  at  Calais,  at  the  answer  made  by  an 
old  traveller  to  a  novice  who  was  making  his  first  voyage. 

^'  What  a  dreadful  smell !"  said  the  uninitiated  stranger, 
envefoping  his  nose  in  his  pocket-handkerchief. 

'^  It  is  the  smell  of  the  continent,  sir,"  replied  the  man  of 
experience.    And  so  it  was. 

There  are  parts  of  this  subject  which  it  is  quite  impossible 
to  dwell  upon,  and  which  unhappily  require  no  pen  to  point 
them  out  to  notice.  These,  if  it  were  possible,  I  would  wil- 
lingly leave  more  in  the  dark  than  I  find  them.  But  there  are 
other  circumstances,  all  arising  from  the  comparative  poverty 
of  the  people,  which  tend  to  produce,  with  a  most  obvious 
dependency  of  thing  on  thing,  that  deficiency  of  refinement  of 
which  I  am  speaking. 

Let  any  one  examine  the  interior  construction  of  a  Paris 
dwelliti!^  of  the  middle  class,  and  compare  it  to  a  house  prepared 
for  occupants  of  the  same  rank  in  London,  tt  so  happens  that 
everything  appertaining  to  decoration  is  to  be  had  a6on  marche 
at  Paris,  and  we  therefore  find  every  article  of  the  ornamental 
kind  almost  in  profusion.  Mirrors,  silk  liangings,  or-molu 
in  all  forms,  china  vases,  alabaster  lamps,  and  timepieces,  in 
which  the  onward  step  that  never  returns  is  marked  with  a 
grace  and  pretiiness  that  conceals  the  solemnity  of  its  pace, 
—all  these  are  in  abundance;  and  the  tenth  part  of  whatwould 
be  considered  necessary  to  dress  up  a  common  lodging  in 
Paris,  would  set  the  London  fine  lady  in  this  respect  upon  an 
enviable  elevation  above  her  neighbours. 

But  having  admired  their  number  and  elegant  arrangement* 
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pass  on  and  enter  the  ordinary  bed-ruoms— nay,  enter  the 
kitchens  too,  or  you  will  not  be  able  to  judge  how  great  the 
difference  is  between  the  two  residences. 

In  London,  up  to  the  second  floor,  and  often  (o  the  third, 
water  is  forced,  which  furnishes  an  almost  unlimited  supply 
of  that  luxurious  article,  to  be  obtained  with  no  greater  trouble 
to  the  servant  than  would  be  required  to  draw  it  from  a  tea- 
urn.  In  one  kitchen  of  every  house,  generally  in  two,  and 
oflen  in  three,  the  same  accommodation  is  found;  and  when, 
in  opposition  to  this,  it  is  remembered  that  very  nearly  every 
family  in  Paris  receives  this  precious  gift  of  nature  dqted  out 
by  two  buckets  at  a  time,  laboriously  brought  to  them  by 
porters,  clambering  in  sabots,  oflen  up  the  same  stairs  which 
lead  to  their  drawing-rooms,  it  can  hardly  be  supposed  that 
the  use  of  it  is  as  liberal  and  unrestrained  as  with  us. 

Against  this  may  be  placed  fairly  enough  the  cheapness  and 
facility  of  the  access  to  the  public  baths.  But  though  personal 
ablutions  may  thus  be  very  satisfactorily  performed  by  those 
who  do  not  rigorously  require  that  every  personal  comfort 
should  be  found  at  home,  yet  still  the  want  of  water,  or  any  re- 
straint upon  the  freedom  which  it  is  used,  is  a  vital  impedi- 
ment to  that  perfection  of  neatness,  in  every  part  of  the  esta^ 
blishment,  which  we  consider  as  so  necessary  to  our  comfort. 

Much  as  I  admire  the  Church  of  the  Madeleine,  I  conceive 
that  the  city  of  Paris  would  have  been  infiuitely  more  bene- 
fited, had  tlie  sums  expended  upon  it  been  used  for  the  purpose 
of  constructing  pipes  for  the  conveyance  of  ^vater  to  private 
dwellings,  than  by  all  the  splendour  received  from  the  beauty 
of  this  imposing  structure. 

But  great  and  manifold  as  are  the  evils  enta^iled  by  the 
scarcity  of  Water  in  the  bed-rooms  and  kitchens  of  iMrls, 
there  is  another  deficiency  greater  still,  and  infiivtely  worse 
in  its  effects.    The  want  of  drains  and  stwers  is  the  great 
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defect  of  all  the  cities  in  France;  and  a  tremendous  defect  it 
is.  That  people  who  from  their  first  breath  of  life  have  been 
obliged  10  accnstom  their  senses  and  submit  without  a  struggle 
to  the  sufferings  this  evil  entails  upon  them,— ^Ihat  people  so 
drcumstanced  should  have  less  refinement  in  their  thoughts 
aQd  words  than  ourselves,  I  hold  to  be  natural  and  inevitable. 
Thus,  you  see,  I  have  come  round  like  a  preacher  to  his  text, 
and  have  explained,  as  I  tlunk,  very  satisfactorily,  what  I 
mean  by  saying  that  the  indelicacy  which  so  often  offends  us 
in  France  does  not  arise  from  any  natural  coarseness  of  mind, 
bat  is  the  unavoidable  result  of  circumstances,  which  may, 
and  doubtless  will,  change,  as  the  wealth  of  the  country  and 
its  familiarity  with  the  manners  of  England  increase. 

This  withdrawing  from  the  perception  of  the  senses  every- 
thing that  can  annoy  them,— this  lulling  of  the  spirit  by  the 
absence  of  whatever  might  awaken  it  to  a  sensation  of  pain,— 
is  probably  the  last  point  to  which  the  ingenuity  of  man  can 
reach  in  its  efforts  to  embellish  existence. 

The  search  after  pleasure  and  amusement  certainly  betokens 
less  refinement  than  this  sedulous  care  to  avoid  annoyance ;  and 
it  may  be,  that  as  we  have  gone  farthest  of  all  modern  nations 
in  this  tender  care  of  ourselves,  so  may  we  be  the  first  to  fall 
from  our  delicate  elevation  into  that  receptacle  of  things  past 
and  gone  which  has  engulfed  old  Greece  and  Rome.  Is  it  thus 
that  the  Reform  Bill,  and  all  the  other  horrible  Bills  in  its  train, 
are  to  be  interpreted  ? 

As  to  that  other  species  of  refinement  which  belongs  alto- 
gether to  the  intellect,  and  which,  if  less  obvious  to  a  passing 
glance,  is  more  deep  and  permanent  in  its  dye  than  anything 
which  relates  to  manners  only,  it  is  less  easy  either  to  think 
or  to  speak  with  confidence.  France  and  England  both  have 
so  long  a  list  of  mighty  names  that  may  be  quoted  on  either 
side  to  prove*  their  claim  to  rank  high  as  literary  contributors 
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to  reflnement,  that  the  struggle  as  to  which  ranks  highest 
can  only  he  fairly  settled  by  both  parlies  agreeing  tiiat  eacli 
country  has  a  fair  right  to  prefer  what  they  have  produced 
iheniselves.  But,  alas!  at  the  present  moment,  neither  can 
have  great  cause  to  boast.  What  is  good  is  o?erpowered 
and  stifled  by  what  is  bad.  The  uncontrolled  press  of  both 
countries  has  thown  so  much  abominable  trash  upon  litera- 
ture during  the  last  few  years,  that  at  present  it  might  be 
difficult  to  say  whether  general  reading  would  be  most 
dangerous  to  the  young  and  the  pure  in  England  or  in 
France. 

That  the  Hugo  school  has  brought  more  nonsense  with  its 
mischief,  is,  I  tiiink,  dear;  but  it  is  not  impossible  that  this  may. 
act  as  an  antidote  to  its  own  poison.  It  is  a  sort  of  humbug 
assumption  of  talent  which  Will  pass  out  of  fashiofi  ^s  quickly 
as  Morrison's  pills.  We  have  nothing  quite  so  silly  as  this; 
but  much  I  fear  that,  as  it  concerns  our  welfare  as  a  nation, 
we  have  what  is  more  deeply  dangerous. 

As  to  what  is  moral  and  what  is  not  so,  plain  as  at  first 
sight  the  question  seems  to  be,  there  is  much  that  is  puzzling 
in  it.  In  looking  over  a  volume  of  ^^Ad^le  et  Theodore'' 
the  other  day,  a  work  written  expressly  *^sur  l^ncaiiony'* 
and  by  an  author  that  we  must  presume  meant  honestly  and 
spoke  sincerely,  I  found  this  passage, — 

'*  Je  ne  connais  que  trois  romans  v^ritablement  moranx:— - 
Glarisse,  le  pi  us  beau  de  tons,  Grandison,  et  Pamela.  Ma  fille 
les  lira  en  Anglais  lorsqu'elle  aura  dix-huit  ans." 

The  venerable  Grandlson,  though  by  no  means  sans  tache^ 
I  will  let  pass;  but  that  any  mother  shonld  talk  of  letting  her 
daughter  of  '^  dix-huit  ans"  read  the  others,  is  a  mystery  dif- 
ficult to  comprehend,  especially  in  a  country  where  the  young 
girls  are  reared,  fostered,  and  sheltered  from  every  species  of 
harm  witli  the  most  incessant  and  sedulous  watchfulness.    I 
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presame  that  Madame  de  Genlis  conceived  that,  as  the  object 
and  moral  purpose  of  these  works  were  good,  the  revolting 
coarseness  with  which  some  of  iheir  most  powerful  passages 
are  written  coald  not  lead  to  evil.  Bnt  this  is  a  bold  and 
dangerous  judgment  to  pass  when  the  question  relates  to  the 
studies  of  a  young  girl. 

I  think  we  may  see  symptoms  of  the  feeling  which  would 
produce  such  a  judgment,  in  the  tone  of  biting  satire  with 
which  Moli^re  attacks  those  who  wished  to  banish  what  might 
'*  faire  insulte  k  la  pudeur  des  femmes.*'  Spoken  as  he  makes 
Philaminte speak  it,  we  cannot  fail  to.laugh  at  the  notion;  yet 
ridicule  on  the  same  subject  would  hardly  be  accepted,  even 
from  Sheridan,  as  jesting  matter  with  us. 

'*  Mais  le  plus  beau  projet  de  notre  acad^mie, 
Une  entreprise  noble,  et  dont  je  suis  ravie, 
Un  dessein  pleia  de  gloire,  et  qui  sera  vante 
Chez  tous  les  beaux-esprits  de  la  posterite, 
Cest  le  retranchement  de  ces  syllabes  sales 
Qui  dans  les  plus  beaux  mots  produisent  des  scandales ) 
Ces  jouets  ^ternels  des  sots  de  tous  les  temps, 
Ces  &des  lieux  communs  de  nos  medians  plaisans ; 
Ces  sources  d*un  amas  d'equiroques  inf^mes 
Dont  on  vient  faire  insulte  k  la  pudeur  des  femmes/' 

Such  an  academy  might  be  a  very  comical  institution^  cer^ 
tainly;  but  the  duties  it  would  have  to  perform  would  not 
•offer  a  professor's  place  to  become  a  sinecure  In  France. 
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LETTER  XXVII. 

Objections  to  quoting  the  names  of  private  individuals. — Impossibi- 
lity of  avoiding  Polities. — Parceque  and  Quoi^n^. --^Soiree  Anti- 
thestique.  * 

It  would  be  a  pleasure  to  me  to  give  yon  the  names  of  many 
persons  with  whom  I  have  become  acquainted  in  Paris,  and  I 
should  like  to  describe  exactly  the  salons  in  which  I  met  them ; 
but  a  whole  host  of  proprieties  forbid  this.  Where  individuals 
are  so  well  known  to  fame  as  to  render  the  echoing  of  their 
names  a  matter  of  ordinary  recurrence,  I  can  of  course  feel  no 
scruple  in  repeating  the  ecbo — one  reverberation  more  can  do 
no  harm ;  but  I  will  never  be  the  first  to  name  any  one,  either 
for  praise  or  for  blame,  beyond  the  sanctuary  of  their  own 
circle. 

I  must  therefore  restrict  myself  to  the  giving  you  the  best 
general  idea  I  can  of  the  tone  and  style  of  what  I  have  seen 
and  heard ;  and  if  I  avail  myself  of  the  conversations  I  have 
listened  to,  it  shall  be  in  such  a  manner  as  to  avoid  the  slight- 
est approach  to  personal  allusion. 

This  necessary  restraint,  however,  is  not  submitted  to  with- 
out regret :  it  must  rob  much  of  what  I  would  wish  to  repeat 
of  the  value  of  authority ;  and  when  I  consider  how  greatly  at 
variance  my  impressions  are  on  many  points  to  some  which 
have  been  publicly  proclaimed  by  others,  I  feel  that  I  deserve 
some  praise  for  suppressing. names  which  would  stamp  my 
statements  with  a  value  that  neither  my  unsupported  asser- 
tions, nor  those  of  any  other  traveller,  can  be  supposed  to  bear. 
Those  who  best  know  what  I  lose  by  this  will  give  me  credit 
for  it ;  and  I  shall  be  sufficiently  rewarded  for  my  forbearance 
if  it  afford  them  a  proof  that  I  am  not  unworthy  the  flattering 
kindness  I  have  received. 
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We  all  declare  ourselves  sick  of  politics,  and  a  woman's  let- 
ters, at  least,  ought,  if  possible,  to  be  free  from  this  wearily- 
pervading  subject.;  but  the  describing  a  human  being,  and 
omitting  to  mention  the  heart  and  the  brain,  would  not  leave 
the  analysis  more  defective,  than  painting,  the  Parisians  at 
this  moment  without  permitting  their  politics  to  appear  in 
the  picture. 

The  very  air  they  breathe  is  impregnated  with  politics. 
Were  all  words  expressive  of  party  distinctions  to  be  banish- 
ed from  their  language,  were  the  corse  of  Babel  to  fall  upon 
them,  and  no  man  be  able  to  discourse  with  his  neighbour,  stilt 
political  feeling  would  find  itself  an  organ  whereby  to  express 
its  workings.  One  man  would  wear  a  pointed  hat,  anoUier  a 
flat  one ;  one  woman  would  be  girt  with  a  tri-coloured  sash, 
and  another  with  a  white  one.  Some  exquisites  would  be 
closely  buttoned  to  the  chin,  while  the  lapels  of  others  would 
open  wide  in  all  the  expansive  freedom  of  republican  unre- 
straint. One  set  would  be  seen  adorning  Napoleon's  pillar 
with  trophies;  another,  prostrate  before  the  altar  of  the  elder 
Bourbon's  monumental  chapel;  a  third,  marshalling  them- 
selves under  the  bloody  banner  of  Robespierre  to  the  tune  of 
^'Dansons  la  Carmagnole;"  whilst  a  fourth,  by  fiir  the  most 
numerous,  would  be  brushing  their  national  uniforms,  attend- 
m^  to  their  prosperous  shops,  and  giving  a  nod  of  good-fel- 
lowship every  time  his  majesty  the  king  passes  by. 

Some  friends  of  mine  entered  a  shop  the  other  day  to  order 
some  article  of  furnitui^e.  While  they  remained  there,  a 
royal  carriage  passed,  and  one  of  the  party  said-  - 

"  It  is  the  queen ,  I  believe  ? " 

"Yes,  sir/'  replied  the  eUniste,  "it  is  the  lady  that  it 
pleases  us  to  call  the  queen.  We  may  certainly  call  her  so  if 
we  like  it,  for  we  made  lier  ourselves;  and  if  we  find  it  does 
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not  answer,  we  shall  make  another.^May  I  send  you  home 
this  tab!e,  sir  ? . . . ." 

When  politics  are  tlius  lightly  mixed  np  with  sdl  things, 
how  can  the  subject  he  wholly  aToided  without  destroying 
tiiO  pow^r  of  describing  anything  as  we  find  it?  " 

Such  being  the  case,  I  camu^t  promise  that  all  allusion  to  the 
sabject  shall  be  banished  from  my  letters ;  bat  it  shall  be 
made  as  little  predominant  as  possible.  Gonld  I  indeed  suc- 
ceed in  transferring  the  light  tone  in  which  these  weighty 
matters  are  generally  discussed  to  the  account  I  wish  to  give 
you  of  tliem,  I  need  not  much  fear  that  I  should  weary  you. 

Whether  it  be  essentially  in  the  nature  of  the  people,  or 
only  a  transitory  feature  of  the  times,  I  know  not;  hut  no- 
thing strikes  me  so  forcibly  as  the  airy  gay  indifference  with 
which  subjects  are  discussed  on  which  hang  the  destinies  of 
the  world.  The  most  acute,  nay,  often  tlie  most  profbund 
remarks  are  uttered  in  a  tone  of  badinage;  and  the  probabili- 
ties of  future  events,  vital  to  the  interestsof  France,  and  indeed 
of  Europe,  are  calculated  with  as  idle  an  air,  and  with  infi- 
nitely more  ^ang  froid^  than  the  chances  at  a  game  of  rou^^ 
et  Moir* 

Yet,  behind  this  I  suspect  that  there  is  a  good  ^eal  of  sturdy 
determination  in  all  parties,  and  it  will  be  long  ere  France 
can  be  considered  as  one  whole  and  united  people.  Were 
the  country  divided  into  two,  instead  of  into  three  factions,  it 
IS  pr(toble  that  the  question  of  which  was  to  prevail  would 
be  soon  brought  to  an  issue ;  but  as  it  is,  they  stand,  much 
like  the  uncles  and  neices  in  the  Critic,  eaeh  keeping  the 
other  two  in  check. 

Meanwhile  this  temporary  division  of  strength  is  unques- 
tionably very  favourable  to  the  present  government;  in  ad* 
dition  to  which,  tliey  derive  much  seeoriiy  from  tbe  averse- 
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nest  which  all  feel,  except  the  naagfaty  boys  and  hongiy  de- 
speradoes, to  the  disturbance  of  ttieir  present  tranquitliiy.    It 
is  erident  that  those  who  do  not  belong  to  the  triumphant 
majority  are  disposed  for  the  most  part  to  wait  a  more  fevour- 
able  opportunity  of  hostiiely  and  openly  declaring  themselyes ; 
and  it  is  probable  that  they  will  wait  long.    They  know  well, 
and  are  daily  reminded  of  it,  that  all  the  power  and  all  the 
strength  that  possession  can  give  are  vested  in  the  existing 
dynasty ;  and  though  much  deeply-rooted  feeling  exists  that 
is  inimical  to  it,  yet  so  many  of  all  parties  are  firmly  united 
to  prevent  farther  anarchy  and  revolution,  that  the  throne  of 
Louift-Philippe  perhaps  rests  on  as  solid  a  foundation  as  that  of 
any  monarch  in  Europe.  The  fear  of  renewed  tumult  acts  like 
the  key  stone  of  an  arch,  keeping  firm,  sound,  and  in  good 
condition,  what  would  certainly  fall  to  pieces  without  it. 

In  addition  to  this  wholesome  fear  of  pulling  their  own 
dwellings  about  their  ears,  there  is  also  another  fear  that  aids 
greatly  in  producing  the  same  result.  Many  of  the  riotous 
youths,  who  so  essentially  assisted  in  creating  the  confusion 
which  ended  in  uncrowning  one  king  and  crowning  another, 
are,  as  far  as  I  can  understand,  quite  as  well  disposed  to 
make  a  row  now  as  they  were  then  :  but  they  know  that  if 
they  do,  they  will  most  incontestably  be  whipped  for  it;  and 
therefore,  though  they  pout  a  little  in  private,  they  are, 
generally  speaking,  very  orderly  in  public.  Every  one,  not 
personally  interested  in  the  possible  result  of  another  uproar^ 
must  rejoice  at  this  improvement  in  discipline.  The  boys  of 
France  must  now. submit  to  give  way  befbre  her  men;  and  as 
long  as  this  lasts,  something  like  peace  and  prosperity  may  be- 
hoped  for.  > 

Yet  it  cannot  be  denied,  I  think,  that  among  these  prudent 
men — these  doctrinaires  who  now  hold  the  high  places,  there 
are  many  who,  <*with  high  thoughts,  such  as  Lycurgns loved," 
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sUli  dream  of  a  commonweallh;  or  tliat  there  are  others  who 
have  not  yet  weaned  their  waking  thoughts  from  meditations 
on  faith,  right,  and  loyalty.  But  nevertheless,  all  unite  in 
thinking  that  they  had  belter  ^Met  things  be,"  than  risk 
making  them  worse* 

Nothing  is  more  common  than  to  hear  a  conversation  end  by 
a  cordial  and  unanimous  avowal  of  this  prudent  and  sagacious 
sentiment,  which  began  by  an  examination  of  general 
principles,  and  the  frank  acknowledgment  of  opinions  which 
would  certainly  lead  to  a  very  different  conclusion. 

It  is  amusing  enough  to  remark  how  these  advocates  for 
expediency  contrive  each  of  them  to  find  reasons  why  things 
had  better  remain  as  they  are,  while  all  these  reasons  are 
strongly  tinted  by  their  various  opinions. 

'^  Charles  Dix,"  says  a  legitimate  in  principle,  hut  sl  juste- 
milieu,  man  in  practice,—^'  Charles  Dix  has  abdicated  tlie 
throne,  which  otherwise  must  unquestionably  be  his  by 
indefeasible  right.  His  heir-apparent  has  followed  the 
example.  The  country  was  in  no  slate  to  be  governed  by  a 
child ;  and  what  then  was  left  for  us,  but  to  take  a  king 
from  the  same  race  which,  for  so  many  ages  has  possessed 
the  throne  of  France.  Louis-Philippe  est  roi^  farce  qvHI 
est  Bourhon" 

^^  Pardonnez  -  moi,"'  replies  another,  who,  if  he  could 
manage  it  without  disturbing  the  tranquilUty  alK)ut  him, 
would  take  care  to  have  it  understood  that  nothing  more 
legitimate  than  an  elective  monarchy  could  be  ever  permitted 
in  France, — '^Pardonnez-moi,  mon  axai;  Louis-Philippe  est 
roi^  QOOiQo'il  est  Bourhon.-' 

These  two  parties  of  the  Parceques  and  the  Quoiques,  in 
fact,  form  the  great  bulwarks  of  King  Philippe's  throne;  for 
tliey  both  consist  of  experienced,  practical,  substantial  citizens, 
who,  having  felt  the  horrors  of  anarchy,  willingly  keep 
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their  particular  opinions  in  abeyance  rather  than  hazard  a 
recarrence  of  it.  They,  in  truth,  form  between  them  the 
genuine  juste-milieu  on  which  the  present  government  is 
balanced. 

That  there  is  more  of  the  practical  wisdom  of  expediency 
than  of  the  dignity  of  unbending  principle  in  this  party,  can 
hardly  be  denied.  They  are  *' wiser  in  their  generation  than 
the  children  of  light;"  but  it  is  difficult,  ^^ seeing  what  we 
have  seen,  seeing  what  we  see,"  to  express  any  heavy  sentence 
of  reprobation  upon  a  line  of  conduct  which  ensures,  for  the 
time  at  least,  the  lives  and  prosperity  of  millions.  They  tell 
me  that  my  friend  the  Yicbmte  has  sapped  my  legitimate 
principles;  but  I  deny  the  charge,  though  I  cannot  deliberately 
wish  that  confusion  should  take  the  place  of  order,  or  that  the 
desolation  of  a.  civil  war  should  come  to  deface  the  aspect  of 
prosperity  that  it  is  so  delightful  to  contemplate. 

This  discrepancy  between  w^hat  is  right  and  what  is 
oonvenient-T-this  wavering  of  principle  and  of  action,  is  the 
ineTitable  consequence  of  repeated  political  convulsions. 
When  the  times  become  out  of  joint,  the  human  mind  can 
with  difficulty  remain  firm  and  steadfast.  The  inconceivable 
variety  of  wild  and  ever-changing  speculations  which  have 
long  overborne  the  voice  of  established  belief  and  received 
authority  in  this  country,  has  brought  the  principles  of  the 
people  into  a  state  greatly  resembling  that  of  a  wheel  radiated 
with  every  colour  of  the  rainbow,  but  which,  by  rapid 
movement,  is  left  apparently  without  any  colour  at  all. 

Our  last  soirie  was  at  the  house  of  a  lady  who  takes  much 
interest  in  showing  me  ^Me  Paris  d'aujourd'hui,"  as  she  calls 
it.  '^Ch^e  dame!"  she  exclaimed  as  I  entered,  ^'I  have 
collected  une  socUU  ddicieuse  for  you  this  evening." 

She  had  met  me  in  the  ante-room,  and,  taking  my  arm 
within  hers,  led  me  into  the  salon.    It  was  already  filled 
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with  company,  the  majority  of  which  were  gentlemen. 
Having  found  room  for  us  on  a  sofa,  and  seated  herself  next 
to  me,  she  said — 

^'I  will  present  whomsoever  you  choose  to  know;  but 
before  I  bring  anybody  up,  I  must  explam  who  they  ail 
are." 

I  expressed  my  gratitude,  and  she  began :— "  That  tall 
gentleman  is  a  great  republican,  and  one  of  the  most 
respectable  that  we  have  left  of  the  clique.  The  party  is  very 
nearly  worn  out  among  the  genscomme  ilfauU  His  father, 
however,  is  of  the  same  party,  and  still  more  violent,  I' 
believe,  than  himself.  Heaven  knows  what  they  would  be 
at !...  But  they  are  both  deputies,  and  if  they  died  to-morrow, 
would  have,  either  father  or  son,  a  very  considerable  mob  to 
follow  them  to  Pi^re  Lachaise;  not  to  mention  (he  absolute 
necessity  which  I  am  sure  there  would  be  to  have  troops  out : 
c'est  toujours  qnelque  chose,  n'est-ce  pas?  I  know  that  you 
hate  them  all-^and,  to  say  truth,  so  do  I  too; — mais,  ch6re 
amie !  qu'est-ce  que  cela  fait  ?  I  thought  you  would  like 
to  see  them  :  they  really  begin  to  get  very  scarce  in  sa- 
lons.*' 

I  assured  her  that  she  was  quite  right,  and  that  nothing  in- 
the  whole  Jardin  des  Plantes  could  amuse  me  better. 

"Ah  ca!"  she  rejoined,  laughing;  "voiM  ce  que  c'est 
d'etre  raisonnable.  Mais  regardez  ce  beau  gar^n  leaning 
against  the  chimney-piece.  He  is  one  of  les  fideles  sans 
tache.  Is  he  not  handsome?  I  have  him  at  all  iny  parties ; 
and  even  the  ministers'  ladies  declare  that  he  is  perfectly 
charming." 

"  And  that  little  odd-looking  man  in  black,"  said  I,  *^  who 
is  he  ?...  What  a  contrast !" 

"  N'est-ce  pas  ?  Do  they  not  group  well  together  ?  That 
is  just  the  sort  of  thing  I  like— it  amuses  everybody  :  besides, 
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I  assure  yoo,  he  is  a  tery  remar^ble  persoDy—in  short,  it  is 

M ,the  celebrated  atheist.    He  writes  for  the-- — .  But 

the  Institute  won't  have  him  :  however,  he  is  excessively 
talked  of—- and  that  is  everything.  ...Then  I  have  two  peers, 
both  of  them  highly  distinguished.  There  is  M.  de  -^ — , 
who,  yon  knew,  is  King  Philippe's  right  hand;  and  the 
gentleman  sitting  down  just  behind  him  is  the  dear  old  Due 

de ,  who  lived  ages  in  exile  with  Louis  Dix*huit...  That 

person  almost  at  your  elbow,  talking  to  the  lady  in  blue,  is 
the  Ckwite  de  Pr — ^  a  most  exemplary  Catholic,  who  always 
followed  Charles  Dix  in  all  religious  processions.  He  was 
half  distracted,  poor  man !  at  the  last  revolution;  but  they  say 
he  is  going  to  dine  with  King  Philippe  next  week.  I  long  to 
ask  him  if  it  is  true,  but  I  am  afraid,  for  fear  he  should  be 
obliged  to  answer '  Yes ;'— that  would  be  so  embarrassing !... 
Oh,  by  the  way,  that  is  a  peer  that  yon  are  looking  at  now; 
—lie  has  refused  to  sit  on  the  trial....  Now,  have  I  not  dene 
Vimpoisible  for  you  ?" 

I  thanked  her  gratefully,  and  as  I  knew  I  could  not  please 
her  better  than  by  showing  the  interest  I  took  in  her  mena- 
^^erie,  I  inquired  the  name  of  a  lady  who  was  talking  witli  a 
good  deal  of  vehemence  at  ihe  opposite  side  of  the  room. 

^'  Oh  1  tliaf  s  a  person  that  I  always  call  my  *  dame  de  VEm. 
fike,'  fier  husband  was  one  of  Napoleon's  creations;  and 
Josephine  used  to  amuse  herself  without  ceasing  by  making 
her  talk— her  language  and  accent  are  impayablesr 

'^  And  that  pretty  woman  is  the  corner  ?" 

'^  Ah !  .  .  •  she  is  charming!  ...  It  is  Madame  Y , 

daughter  of  the  celebrated  Yicomte  de  — ,  so  devoted,  you 
know,  to  the  royal  cause.  But  she  is  lately  married  to  one  of 
the  present  ministers— quite  a  love-match ;  which  is  an  inno- 
yation,  by  the  way,  more  hard  to  pardon  in  France  than  the 
introduction  .of  a  new  dynasty.    Mais  c'eat  ^gal— Jthey  are  all 
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very  good  friends  agaio  .  .  .  Now,  tell  me  whom  I  shall  in-^ 
troduce  to  you  ?" 

I  selected  the  heroine  of  the  love-match ;  who  was  not  only 
one  of  the  prettiest  creatures  I  ever  saw,  but  so  lively,  intelli- 
gent, and  agreeable,  that  I  have  seldom  passed  a  pleasanter 
hour  than  that  which  foUawed  the  introduction.  The  whole 
of  this  heterogeneous  party  seemed  to  mix  together  with  the 
greatest  harmony;  the  only  cold  glance  I  saw  given  being 
from  th^  gentleman  designated  as  ^<  King  Phiiip~pe*s  right 
hand,"  towards  the  tall  republican  deputy  of  whose  funeral 
my  friend  had  predicted  such  honours.  The  dame  de  V Em- 
pire was  indulging  in  a  lively  flirtation  with  one  of  the  peers 
sans  tachei  and  I  saw  the  fingers  of  the  exemplary  Catholic, 
who  was  going  to  dine  with  King  Philippe,  in  the  tahatidre  of 
the  celebrated  atheist.  I  then  remembered  that  this  was  one 
of  the  soijries  antithesiiquis  so  milch  in  fashion. 


LETTER    XXVIII. 

r9ew  Publicatl6ii$.-^M.  de  Lamartine's  *^  Souvenirs,  Impressions, 
Peosees,  et  Paysages*  " — Tocqueville  and  Beaumont. — ^New  Ame- 
ricah  regulation. — M.  Scribe. — Madame  Tastu. — Reception  of 
different  Writers  in  society. 

Though  among  the  new  publications  sent  to  me  for  perusal 
I  have  found  much  to  fatigue  and  disgust  nie,  as  must  indeed 
be  inevitable  for  any  one  accustomed  for  some  scores  of  years 
to  nourish  the  heart  and  head  with  the  literature  of  the  ^^hon 
"cieux  temps" — which  means,  in  modern  phrase,  everything 
mnsiy,  rusty,  rococo,  and  forgotten,— I  have  yet  found  some 
volumes  which  have  delighted  me  greatly. 

M.  de  Lamartine's  *'  Souvenirs,  Impressions,  Pens^e<;,  et 
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Paysages"  in  the  East,  is  a  work  which  appears  to  me  to  stand 
solitary  and  alone  in  Che  world  of  letters.  There  is  certainly 
Dotliing  like  it,  and  very  little  that  can  equal  it,  in  my  esti- 
mation, either  as  a  collection  of  written  landscapes,  or  as  a 
memorial  of  poetical  feeling,  just  sentiment,  and  refined  taste. 

His  descriptions  may  perhaps  have  been,  in  some  rare  in- 
stances, equalled  in  mere  graphic  power  by  others;  but  who 
has  painted  anything  which  can  excite  an  interest  so  pro- 
found, or  an  elevation  of  the  fancy  so  lofty  and  so  delightful? 

Alas !  that  the  scenes  he  paints  should  be  so  utterly  beyond 
one's  reach!  How  little,  how  paltry,  how  full  of  the  vulgar 
interests  of  this  ^^  working-day  world,"  do  all  the  other  conn- 
tries  of  the  earth  appear  after  reading  this  book,  when  com- 
pared to  Judea!  But  there  are  few  who  could  visit  it  as  Lamar- 
tine  has  done, — there  are  very  few  capable  of  feeling  as  he 
felt-rand  none,  I  think,  of  describing  as  he  describes.  His 
words  live  and  glow  upon  the  paper;  he  pours  forth  sunshine 
and  orient  light  apon  us,— we  hear  the  gale  whispering  among 
the  palm-trees,  see  Jordan's  rapid  stream  rushing  between  its 
flowery  banks,  and  feel  that  the  scene  to  which  he  has  tran- 
sported us  is  holy  ground. 

The  exalted  tone  of  hfs  religious  feelings,  and  (he  poetic 
fervour  with  which  he  expresses  them,  might  almost  lead  one 
to  believe  that  he  wars  inspired  by  the  sacred  air  he  breathed. 
It  seems  as  if  he  hacl  found  the  harps  which  were  hung  up  of 
old  upon  the  trees,  and  tuned  them  anew  to  sing  of  the  land 
of  Daivid;  he  has  ^'  beheld  the  beauty  of  the  Lord,  and  in- 
quired in  his  temple,"  and  the  result  is  exactly  what  it 
should  be. 

The  manner  in  which  this  most  poetic  of  travellers,  while 
standing  on  the  ruins  of  Tyre,  speaks  of  the  desolation  and 
despair  that  ap(>ear  settling  upon  the  earth  in  these  latter 
days,  is  impressive  beyond  anything  I  know  of  modern  date. 
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Had  France  produced  no  other  redeeming  volumes  than 
these,  there  is  enough  within  them  to  overpower  and  extin- 
guish the  national  literary  disgrace  with  which  it  has  been  re- 
proached so  loudly ;  and  it  is  a  comfort  to  remember  that  this 
work  is  as  sure  to  live,  as  the  literary  labours  of  the  diabolic 
school  are  to  perish.  It  is  perhaps  good  for  us  to  read  trash 
occasionally,  that  we  may  learn  to  value  at  their  worth  such 
thoughts  as  we  find  here ;  and  while  there  are  any  left  on 
earth  who  can  so  thiidL,  so  feel,  and  so  write,  our  case  is  not 
utterly  hopeless. 

Great,  indeed,  is  the  debt  that  we  owe  to  an  author  like 
this,  who,  seizing  upon  the  imagination  with  power  unlimited, 
leads  it  only  into  scenes  that  purify  and  exalt  the  spirit.  It  is 
a  tremendous  power,  that  of  taking  us  how  and  where  he 
will,  which  is  possessed  by  such  an  author  as  this.  When  it 
is  used  for  evil,  it  resembles  fearfully  the  action  of  a  fiend, 
tempting,  dragging,  beckoning,  cajoling  to  destruction ;  but 
when  it  is  for  good,  it  is  like  an  angel's  hand  leading  us  to 
heaven. 

I  intended  to  have  spoken  to  you  of  many  other  works  which 
have  pleased  me ;  but  I  really  at  this  moment  experience  the 
strangest  sort  of  embarrassment  imaginable  in  referring  to 
them.  Many  agreeable  new  books  are  lying  about  before  me ; 
but  while  my  head  is  so  full  of  Lamartuie  and  the  Holy  Land, 
everything  seems  to  produce  on  me  the  effect  of  platitude  and 
littleness. 

I  must,  however,  conquer  this  so  for  as  to  tell  you  that  yon 
ought  to  read  both  Tocqueville  and  Beaumont  on  the  United 
States.  By  the  way,  I  am  assured  that  the  Americans  declare 
themselves  determined  to  change  their  line  of  conduct  alto- 
gether respecting  the  national  manner  of  receiving  European 
sketches  of  themselves.  This  new  law  is  to  embrace  three 
clauses.  The  first  will  enforce  the  total  exclusion,  from  hence- 
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fiorlh  and  for  evermorey  of  all  European  strangers  from  their 
American  homes;  the  second  will  recommend  that  all  citizens 
shall  abstain  from  reading  anything,  in  any  language,  written, 
or  about  to  be  written,  concerning  them  and  their  affairs;  and 
the  third,  in  ease  the  other  two  should  fail,  seems  to  take  the 
Ibrm  of  a  tow,  protesting  that  they  never  will  storm,  rave, 
scold,  orcare  about  anything  that  anybody  can  say  of  them 
more.  If  this  passes  during  the  presidentship  of  General 
Jackson,  it  will  immortalize  his  reign  more  than  paying  off 
the  national  debt. 

Having  thus,  somehow  or  other,  slipped  from  the  Holy  Land 
to  the  United  States  of  America,  I  feel  sufficiently  subdueil 
in  spirit  to  speak  of  lesser  things  than  Lamartine's  ^'  Pilgrim- 
age." 

On  one  point,  indeed,  a  sense  of  justice  urges  me,  when  on 
the  subject  of  modern  productions,  to  warn  you  against  the 
error  of  supposing  that  all  the  new  theatrical  pieces,  which 
come  forth  here  as  rapidly  and  as  brilliantly  as  the  blossoms 
of  the  gum  cistus,  and  which  fiide  almost  as  soon,  are  of  the 
nature  and  tendency  of  those  I  have  mentioned  as  belonging 
to  the  Victor  Hugo  school.  On  the  contrary,  I  have  seen 
many,  Mnd  read  more,  of  these  little  comedies  and  vaudevilles, 
which  are  not  only  free  from  every  imputation  of  mischief, 
but  absC^lotely  perfect  in  their  kind. 

The  {M^vBon  whose  name  is  celebrated  far  above  all  others 
for  this  species  of  composition,  is  M.  Scribe;  and  were  it  not 
that  his  extraorduiary  facility  enables  him  to  pour  forth  these 
pretty  trifles  in  such  abundance  as  already  to  have  assured 
ham  a  very  large  fortune,  which  offers  an  excellent  excuse  in 
these  pofiHf  times  for  him,  I  should  say  that  he  would  have 
done  better  had  he  written  less. 

He  bas  shown  on  several  occasions,  as  in  ^'  L'Ambitieux,'* 
**  Bertrand  et  Raton,"  etc«,  that  he  can  succeed  in  that  most 


difficult  of  taskS)  good  legllimate  comedy,  as  well  as  in  the 
lighter  laboiir  of  striking  off  a  sparkling  vaadeville.  It  is 
certain,  indeed,  that,  spite  of  all  we  say,  and  say  in  some 
respects  so  jastly,  respecting  the  corrupted  taste  of  France  at 
the  present  era,  there  never  was  a  time  when  her  stage  coalil 
boast  a  greater  af&iience  of  delightful  little  pieces  than  at  pre- 
sent. 

I  really  am  afraid  to  enter  more  at  large  upon  this  theme, 
from  a  literal  embarras  de  richesses.  If  I  begin  to  name 
these  pretty  lively  trifles,  I  shall  run  into  a  list  much  too  long 
for  your  patience  :  for  though  Scribe  is  still  the  favourite  as 
well  as  the  most  fertile  source  of  these  delightful  novelties, 
there  are  one  or  two  others  who  follow  him  at  some  little  dis- 
tance, and  who  amongst  them  produce  such  a  sum  total  of 
new  pieties  in  the  year  as  would  make  an  English  manager 
tremble  to  think  of;— but  here  the  chief  cost  of  bringing  them 
out  is  drawn,  not  from  the  theatrical  treasury,  bat  from  the 
ever-fresh  wit  and  spirit  of  the  performers. 

Such  an  author  as  Scribe  is  a  national  museum  of  invention 
—a  never-failing  source  of  new  enjoyment  to  his  lively  coun- 
trymen, and  he  has  probably  tasted  the  pleasures  of  a  bright 
and  lasting  reputation  as  fully  as  any  author  living.  We  are 
already  indebted  to  him  for  many  charming  importations ; 
and,  thanks  to  the  Yates'  talent,  we  begin  to  be  not  unworthy 
of  receiving  such.  If  we  cannot  have  Shakspeare,  Racine, 
and  Moli^re  got  up  for  i>s  quite  ^Mn  the  grand  style  of  former 
years,"  these  bright,  light,  biting,  playful,  graceful  little 
pieces  are  by  far  the  best  substitutes  for  them,  while  we  wait 
with  all  the  patience  we  can  for  a  new  growth  of  players,  who 
shall  give  honour  due  to  the  next  tragedy  Miss  Mitford  may 
bestow  upon  us. 

Another  proof  that  it  is  not  necessary  to  be  vicious  in  order 
to  be  in  vogue  at  Paris,  and  that  purity  is  no  impediment  to 
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success,  is  the  popularity  of  Madame  Tastn's  poetry.  She 
writes  as  a  woman  ought  to  write— with  grace,  feeling,  deli- 
cacy, and  piety. 

Her  literary  efforts,  however,  are  not  confined  to  the  "flow- 
ery path  of  poesy;"  though  it  is  impossible  not  to  perceive 
tAat  she  lingers  in  it  with  delight,  and  that  when  she  leaves  it, 
she  does  so  from  no  truant  inclination  to  wander  elsewhere, 
but  from  some  better  impulse.  Her  work  entitled  *' Educa- 
tion Maternelle"  would  prove  a  most  valuable  acquisition  (o 
English  mothers  desirous  themselves  of  giving  early  lessons 
in  French  to  their  children.  The  pronunciation  and  accen- 
tuation are  marked  in  a  manner  greatly  to  facilitate  the  task, 
especially  to  a  foreigner,  whose  greatest  difficulty^  when  at- 
tempting to  teach  the  language  without  the  aid  of  a  native 
master,  is  exactly  what  these  initiatory  lessons  are  so  well  cal- 
culated to  obviate. 

It  is  no  small  source  of  consolation  and  of  hope,  at  a  period 
when  a  sort  of  universal  epidemic  frenzy  appears .  to  have 
seized  upon  the  minds  of  men,  leading  them  to  advocate  as 
good  that  which  all  experience  shows  to  be  evil,  and  to  give 
specimiens  of  dirty  delirium  thsit  might  be  collected  in  an 
hospital,  by  way  of  exalled  works  of  imagination,. —it  is 
full  of  hope  and  consolation  to  find  that,  however  rumour 
may  clamour  forth  tidings  of  these  sad  ravings  whenever 
they  appear,  fame  still  rests  only  with  such  as  really  deserve 

it. 

Leta  first-rate  collector  of  literary  lion^  at  Paris  make  it 
known  that  M.  de  Lamartine  would  appear  at  her  soiri^e, 
and  the  permission  to  enter  there  would  be  sought  so  e^ger-* 
ly,  that,. before  eleven  o'clock,  there  would  not  be. standing- 
room  in  her  apartments,  though  they  might  be  as  spacious 
as  any  the  "  belle  ville"  can  show.  But  let.it  he  announced 
\\vjX  the  authors  of  ^ny  of  the  qbscene  masques  and  mnvfi^ 
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mings  which  have  disgraced  the  theatres  of  France  would  pre- 
sent themselves,  and  depend  upon  it  they  would  find  space 
sufficient  (o  enact  the  part  of  Triboalet  at  the  moment  when 
he  exclaims  in  soliloquy, 

*'  Que  je  suis  grand  ici !  ** 
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Sunday  in  Paris. — Family  Groups. — Popular  Enjoyment.— Polytech- 
nic Students. — Their  resemblance  to  the  figure  of  Napoleon. — 
Enduring  attachment  to  the  Emperor. — Ginservative  spirit  of  the 
English  Schools.— Sunday  in  the  Gardens  of  the  Tuileries. — ReU- 
gion  ofthe  Educated.— Popular  Opinion. 

Sunday  is  a  delightful  day  in  Paris— more  so  than  in  any 
place  I  ever  visited,  excepting  Francfort.  The  enjoyment  is 
so  universal,  and  yet  so  domestic;  were  I  to  form  my  idea  of 
the  national  character  from  the  scenes  passing  before  my  eyes 
on  that  day,  instead  of  from  books  and  newpapers,  I  should 
say  that  the  most  remarkable  features  in  it  were  conjugal  and 
parental  affection. 

It  is  rare  to  see  either  a  man  or  a  woman,  of  an  age  to  be 
wedded  and  parents,  vnthout  their  being  accompanied  by  their 
partner  and  their  ofEspring.  The  cup  of  light  wine  is  drunk 
between  them ;  the  scene  that  is  sought  for  amuseipent  by  the 
one  is  also  enjoyed  by  the  other ;  and  whether  it  be  little  or 
whether  it  be  much  that  cian  be  expended  on  this  day  of  ju- 
bilee, the  man  and  wife  share  it  equally. 

I  have  entered  many  churches  during  the  hours  of  the 
morning  masses,  in  many  different  parts  of  the  town,  and,  as 
I  have  before  stated,  I  have  uniformly  found  them  extremely 
crowded ;  and  though  I  have  never  remarked  any  instances 
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of  that  sort  of  penitential  devotion  so  constantly  seen  in  the 
charches  of  Belgium,  when  the  painfully-extended  arms  re< 
mind  one  of  the  Hindoo  solemnities,  the  appearance  of  ear- 
nest and  devout  attention  to  what  is  going  on  is  universal. 

It  is  not  till  after  the  grand  mass  is  over  that  the  population 
pours  itself  oat  over  every  part  of  the  town,  not  so  much  to 
seek  as  to  meet  amusement.  And  they  are  sure  to  find  it; 
Jfor  not  ten  steps  can  be  taken  in  any  diredtion  without  en- 
countering something  that  shall  furnish  food  for  enjoyment  of 
some  kind  or  other. 

There  is  no  sight  in  the  world  that  I  love  better  than  a  nu- 
merous populace  during  their  hours  of  idleness  and  glee. 
When  they  assemble  themselves  together  for  purposes  of  le- 
gislation, I  confess  I  do  not  greatly  love  or  admire  them ;  but 
when  they  are  enjoying  themselves,  particularly  when  women 
and  children  share  in  the  enjoyment,  they  furnish  a  delight- 
ful spectacle — and  nowhere  can  it  be  seen  to  greater  advan- 
tage than  in  Paris.  The  nature  of  the  people — the  nature  of 
the  climate— the  very  form  and  arrangement  of  the  city,  are 
all  especially  favourable  to  the  display  of  it.  It  is  in  the  open 
air,  under  the  blue  vault  of  heaven,  before  the  eyes  of  thou- 
sands, that  they  love  to  bask  and  disport  themselves.  The 
bright  clear  atmosphere  seems  made  on  puf^ose  for  them ; 
and  whoever  laid  out  the  boulevards,  the  quays,  the  gardens 
of  Pans,  surely  remembered,  as  they  did  so,  how  necessary 
space  was  for  the  assembling  together  of  her  social  citizens. 

The  yodng  men  of  the  Polytechnic  School  make  a  promi- 
nent feature  in  a  Paris  Sunday;  for  it  is  only  on  the  jours  de 
fiie  that  they  are  permitted  to  range  at  liberty  through  the 
town  :  but  all  occasions  of  this  kind  cause  the  streets  and 
public  walks  to  swarm  with  young  Napoleons. 

It  is  quite  extraordinary  to  see  how  the  result  of  a  strong 
principle  or  sentimient  may  show  itself  externally  on  a  large 
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body  of  individuals,  making  those  alike  whom  nature  has 
made  as  dissimilar  as  possible.  There  is  not  one  of  these  Po- 
lytechnic lads,  the  eldest  of  whom  could  hardly  have  seen  the 
light  of  day  before  Napoleon  had  left  the  soil  of  France  for 
ever,— there  is  hardly  one  of  them  who  does  not  more  or  less 
remind  one  of  the  well-known  figure  and  air  of  the  Emperor. 
Be  they  tall,  be  they  short,  be  they  fat,  be  they  thin,  it  is  the 
same,— there  is  some  approach  (evidently  the  result  of  hav- 
ing studied  their  worshipped  model  closely  in  paintings,  en- 
gravings, bronzes,  marbles,  and  Sevres  china,)  to  that  look 
and  bearing  which,  till  the  most  popular  tyrant  that  ever 
lived  had  made  it  as  well  known  as  sunshine  to  the  eyes  of 
France,  was  as  little  resembling  to  the  ordinary  appearance 
and  carriage  of  her  citizens  as  possible. 

The  tailor  can  certainly  do  much  towards  making  the  exte- 
rior of  one  individual  look  like  the  exterior  of  another ;  bat 
he  cannot  do  all  that  we  see  in  the  mien  of  a  Polytechnic 
scholar  that  serves  to  recall  the  extraordinary  man  whose 
name,  after  years  of  exile  and  of  death,  is  decidedly  the  most 
stirring  that  can  be  pronounced  in  France.  Busy,  ioiportant, 
and  most  full  of  human  interest  has  been  the  period  since  his 
downfall;  yet  his  memory  is  as  fresh  among  them  as  if  he  had 
marched  into  tike  Tuileries  triumphant  from  one  of  his  bun* 
dred  victories  but  yesterday. 

Oh,  if  the  sovereign  people  could  bnt  understand  as  well  as 
read ! . . .  And  O  that  some  Christian  spirit  could  be  found 
who  would  interpret  to  them,  in  such  accents  as  they  would 
listen  to,  tbelife  and  adventures  of  Napoleon  the  Great !  What 
a  deal  of  wisdom  tbey  might  gain  by  it!  Where  could  be  fomid 
a  lesson  so  striking  as  this  to  a  people  who  are  weary  of  being 
governed,  and  desire,  one  and  all,  to  govern  themselves?  With 
precisely  the  same  weariness,  with  precisely  the  same  de- 
sire, did  this  active,  intelligent,  and  powerful  peopl«  throw  off. 
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some  forty  years  ago,  the  yoke  of  their  laws  and  the  authority 
of  their  king.  Then  were  they  free  as  the  sand  of  the  desert 
—not  one  individual  atom  of  the  mighty  mass  but  might  have 
risen  in  the  hurricane  of  that  tempest  as  high  as  the  nnhridled 
wind  of  his  ambition  eould  carry  him;  and  what,  followed? 
Why,  they  grew  sick  to  death  of  the  giddy  whirl,  where  each. 
man  knocked  aside  his  neighbour,  and  there  was  none  to  say 
'^Forbear!''  Then  did  they  cling,  like  sinking  souls  in  the  act. 
of  drowning,  to  (he  first  bold  man  who  dared  to  replace  the 
yoke  upon  their  necks;  they  clung  to  him  through  years  of  war 
that  mowed  down  their  ranks  as  a  scy tlie  mows  down  ihe  ripe 
oorB,and  yet  they  murmured  not,  Foryears  they  suffered  Ibeir 
young  sons  to  be  torn  from  their  sides  while  they  still  hung  to. 
them  with  all  (he  first  fondness  of  youth,  and  yet  they  mur- 
mured not; — for  years  they  lived  uncheered  by  the  wealth 
that  commerce  brings,  uncheered,  by  any  richer  return,  of  la- 
bour than  the  scanty  morsel  that  sustained  their  life  of  toil, 
and  yet  they  murmured  not :  for  they  had  once  more  a  prince 
upon  the  throne — they  had  once  more  laws,  firmly  adminis- 
tered, which  kept  them  from,  the  dreaded  horrors  of  anarchy; 
and  they  clung  to  their  tyrant  prince,  and  his  strict  and  stern 
enactments,  with  a  devotion  of  gratitude  and  affection  which 
speaks  plainly  enough  their  lasting  ihankfulness  to  the  cou- 
rage which  was  put  forth  in  their  hour  of  need  to  relieve  them 
from  the  dreadful  burden  of  self-government. 

This  gratitude  and  affection  endures  still— nothing  will 
ever  efface  it;  for  his  military  tyranny  is  passed  away,  and 
the  benefits  .which  his  colossal  power  enabled  him  to  bestow 
upon  them  remain,  and  must  remain  as  long  as  France  en- 
dares.  The  only  means  by  which  anotlier  sovereign  may 
rival  Napoleon  in  popularity  is  by  rivalling  him  in  power. 
Were  some  of  the  feverish  blood  which  still  keeps  France  in 
agitation  to  be  drawn  from  her  cities  to  reinforce  her  military 
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arrny,  ftHcl  Wef^  a  hutidred  thousand  of  the  sons  of  France 
marched  off  to  restore  to  Italy  her  natural  position  in  Europe, 
power,  glory,  and  popularity  x^ould  sustain  the  throne,  and 
tranqnilUty  be  restored  to  the  people.  Without  sohie  such 
disciplihe,  poor  young  France  may  very  probably  die  of  a  ple- 
thora. If  she  has  not  this,  she  must  have  a  government  as 
absolute  as  that  of  Russia  to  keep  her  frotii  mischief;  and  that 
she  tvill  have  one  or  the  other  before  long,  I  have  not  the 
least  doubt  in  the  World  *  for  there  are  many  very  devfer  per- 
sonages at  and  near  the  seat  of  poWer  who  Will  not  be  dlow 
to  see  or  to  do  What  is  needful. 

Mea&while  this  fine  body  of  youiig  men  are,  as  I  under- 
stand, receiving  an  education  calculated  to  make  them  most 
tsfficient  officers,  whenever  they  are  called  upon  to  serve.  Un- 
fortunately for  the  repntatidn  of  the  Polytechnic  School,  their 
names  Were  brought  more  forward  than  was  creditable  to 
those  Who  had  the  charge  of  them,  during  the  riots  of  4850. 
But  the  government  which  the  men  of  France  accepted  from 
the  hands  of  the  boys  really  appears  to  be  wiser  and  better 
than  they  had  any  right  to  expect  from  authority  so  strangely 
constituted.  The  new  government  very  properly  uses  the 
strength  giveki  it,  for  the  purpose  of  preventing  the  repetition 
of  the  excesses  to  Which  it  owes  its  origin;  and  these  fine  lads 
are  now  said  to  be  in  a  state  of  very  respectable  discipline, 
and  to  furnish  no  contemptible  bulwark  to  the  throne. 

It  is  otherwise,  however,  as  I  hear,  with  most  of  the  bodies 
of  yoimg  men  collected  together  in  Paris  for  the  purpose  of 
education.  The  silly  cant  of  republicanism  lias  got  among 
them;  and  till  this  is  mended,  continued  little  riotous  out- 
breakings  of  a  naughty-boy  spirit  must  be  expected. 

One  of  the  happiest  circumstances  in  the  situation  of  poor 
struggling  England  at  present  is,  that  her  boys  are  not  repub- 
lican.   On  theeontrary^  the  rising  spirit  among  us  is  deci'^ 
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dedly-  conserTative.  AH  our  great  schools  are  tory  to  the  heart's 
core.  The  yoang  English  have  been  roased,  awakened, 
startled  at  the  peril  which  threatens  the  land  of  their  fathers ! 
The  penny  king  who  has  invaded  us  has  produced  on  them 
the  «ffeet  usual  on  all  invasions ;  and  rather  than  see  him  and 
his  popish  court  succeed  in  conquering  England,  they  would 
rush  from  their  forms  and  their  cloisters  to  repel  him,  shout- 
ing, '^  Alone  we'll  do  it,  bots  !''---and  they  would  do  it,  too, 
even  if  they  had  no  fathers  to  help  them. 

But  I  havo  forgotten  my  Sunday  holiday,  while  talking 
about  the  gayest  and  happiest  of  those  it  brings  forth  to  deco- 
rate the  town.  Many  a  proud  and  happy  mother  may,  on 
these  occasions,  be  seen  leaning.on  the  arm  of  a  son  that,  she 
is  very  conscious,  looks  like  an  emperor;  and  many  a  pretty 
creature,  whom  her  femiliarity,  as  well  as  her  features,  pro- 
claims to  be  a  sister,  shows  in  her  laughing  eyes  that  the  day 
whii^  gives  her  snait  yoqng  brother  freedom  is  indeed  a 
jour  de  (He  for  her. 

You  will  be  weary  of  ihoTuileties  Gardes  i  but  I  cannot 
keep  out  of  them,  particularly  when  talkmg  of  a  Paris  Sunday, 
of  whose  prettiest  groups  ihey  are  the  rendez-^irous :  the  whole 
day's  history  may  be  read  in  them.  As  soon  as  the  gates  are 
open,  figures  both  male  «id  lemale,  in  dishabUle  more  con- 
venient than  elegant,  may  be  seen  walking  across  them  in 
«very  direction  towards  the  sortie  which  leads  towards  the 
qnay,  and  thence  onwards  to  Lee  Bains  Vigier.  Next  come 
the  afler-breakfast  groups  :  and  these  are  beautiful.  Elegant 
young  mothers  in  half-toilet  aeoonq[>aBy  their  honneSj  and  the 
pretty  creatures  committed  to.  their  care,  >to  watch  for  an 
hour  the  happy  ^mbols  which  the  presence  of  the  ^*  ch^re 
maman". renders  seven  times  more  gay  than  ordinary^ 

I  have  watched  sucb^  repeatedly,  with  eiitreme  amusement; 
^oflen  attempting  to  read,.bQi  never  able  to  pursue  theoccupa- 
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Uon  for  ihree-ctuarters  of  a  minute  together,  till  they  at  last 
abandon  it  altogether,  and  sit  with  the  useless  volume  upon 
their  knee,  complacently  answering  all  the  baby^oestions 
that  may  be  proposed  to  them,  while  watching  with  the 
smiling  satisfaction  of  well-pleased  maternity  every  attitude, 
every  movement,  and  every  grimace  of  the  darling  miniatures 
in  which  they  see  themselves,  and  perhaps  one  dearer  still. 

From  about  ten  till  one  o'clock  the  gardens  swarm  with 
children  and  their  altendantsj  and  pretty  enough  they  are, 
and  amusing  too,  with  their  fanciful  dresses  and  their  baby 
wilf(|li|ess.  Then  comes  the  hour  of  early  dinners ':  the 
nurses  and  the  children  retreat;  and  were  it  possible  that -any 
hour  of  the  day  could  find  a  public  walk  in  Paris  uneocopied, 
it  would  be  this. 

The  next  change  shows  the  gradual  influx  of  best  bonnets, 
—pink,  white,:  green,  blue.  Feathers  float  onwards,  and 
fresh  flowers  are  seen  around :  gay  barouches  rush  down  the 
Rues  Gasliglione  and  Rivoli;  cabs  swing  round  every  corner, 
all  to,  deposit  their  gay  freight  within  the  gardens.  By 
degrees,  double,  treble  rows  of  chairs  are  occupied  on  either 
side  of  every  walk,  while  the  whole  space  between  is  one  vast 
moving  mass  of  pleasant  idleness. 

This  lasts  till '  five ;  and  then,  as  the  elegant  crowd 
withdraws,  another,  less  graceful  perhaps,  bat  more  animated, 
takes:  iis  place.  Gaps  succeed  to  bonnets;  and  unchecked 
laughter,  loud  with  youth  and  ^lee,  replaces  the  whispered 
gallantry,  the  silent  smile, :  and  all  the  well-bred  ways  of 
givingrand  receiving:  thoughts  with  asiictle  disturbance  tathe 
drcnmambient  air  as  possible. 

From  this  hour  to  nightfall  the  multitude  goes  on  increasing; 
and  did  one  not  know  that  every  theatre,  ev^y  gihguette^ 
every. boulevard,  every  cafe  in  tParis  were  at  the  same  time 
crammed  almost  to  suffocationj  one  might  be  tempted  to 
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believe  that  the  whole  population  bad  assemoled  there  to 
recreate  themselves  before  tbe  windows  of  the  king. 

Among  the  higher  ranks  the  Sunday  evening  at  Paris  is 
precisely  the  same  as  that  of  any  otfan^r  day.  There  are  the 
same  number  of  soMes  going  on,-  and  no  more ;  the  same 
number  of  dinner-parties,— just  as  much  card*playing,  just  as 
much  dancing,  jast  as  much  music,  and  just  as  much  going 
to  the  opera;  but  the  other  theatres  are  generally  left  to 
iheendimanchds.  - 

Yoii  must  not,  however,  indagine  that  no  religions  exercises 
are  attended  to  among  (he  rich  and  noble  because  I  have 
said  nothing  especially  about  Ihem  on  this  point.  Oil  the 
contrary,  I  have  great  reason  to  believe  that  it  is  not  alone 
the  attractive  eloquence  of  the  popular  preachers  which 
draws  such  multitudes  of  wealthy  and  high-born  females 
into  the  fashionable  churches  of^Paris;  but  that  they  go  to 
pray  as  well  as  to  listen.  Nevertheless,  as  to  the  general  state 
of  religion  amongst  the  educated  classes  in  Paris,  it  is  quite 
as  difficult  to  obtain  information  as  it  is  to  learn  with  anything 
like  tolerable  accuracy  the  average  state  of  their  politics.  It 
is  not  that  there  is  the  least  reserve  or  apparent  hanging  back 
when  either  subject  is  discussed ;  on  the  contrary,  all  seem 
kindly  eager  to  answer  every  question,  and  impart  to  you  all 
tbe  information  it  is  possible  to  wish  for.  But  the  variety  of 
statements  is  inconceivable ;  and  as  I  have  repeatedly  listened 
to  very  strong  and  positive  assertions  respecting  the  opinions 
of  the  majority,  from  those  in  whose  sincerity  I  have  perfect 
confidence,  but  which  have  been  flatly  contradicted  by  others 
equally  deserving  of  credit,  I  am  led  to  suppose  that  in  effect 
the  public  mind  is  still  wavering  on  both  subjects.  There  is, 
in  fact,  but  one  point  upon  which  I  truly  and  entirely  believe 
that  an  overwhelming  majority  etists,— and  this  is  in  the 


iM  PARIS 

ayersioa  felt  for  any  farther  trial  of  a  republioaii  form  of 
government. 

The  party  who  advocate  the  cause  of  democracy  do  indeed 
make  Uie  most  noi^e^it  is  ever  their  wont  to  do  so^  Neither 
the  Chamber  of  Deputies  nor  the  Chamber  of  Peers  can 
assemble  nightly  at  a  given  spot  to  scream  ^^Tive  le  Roi!'' 
nor  are  (he  quiet  dtifens,  who  most  earnestly  wish  to  support 
the  existing  government,  at  aN  more  likely  to  leave  then:  busy 
shops  for  tliis  purpose  than  the  members  of  the  two  Chambers 
are  to  quit  thdr  h4Uls; — so  that  any  attempt  to  judge  the 
political  feelings  of  the  people  by  the  outcries  heard  in  the 
streets  must  of  necessity  lead  to  error.  Yet  it  is  of  sach 
judgments,  both  at  home  and  abroad,  that  we  hear  the 
most. 

As  to  the  real  private  feeli^s  on  the  subject  of  religion 
which  exist  among  the  educated  portion  of  the  people,  it  is 
«till  more  difficult  to  form  an  opinion,  for  on  this  subject  the 
^tHMigest  indications  are  often  declared  to  prove  nothing.  If 
churches  filled  to  overflowing  beprotif  of  national  piety,  then 
are  the  people  pious :  and  farther  than  this,  no  looker-on  such 
^  myself  should,  I  think,  attempt  to  go. 


LETTER    XXX. 

Madame  ReoaiAier.-^-ller  Morning  Parties.— Gerard's  Picttfre  of 
Corinne. — ^Miniature  of  Madame  de  S(ael.— M.  de  Chateaubriand 
— G)nversation  on  the  degree  in  which  the  French  Language  is 
understood  by  Foreigaers. — The  necessity  of  speaking  French. 

Of  all  the  ladies  with  whom  I  have  become  acquainted  in 
PariS|  the  o^e  who  appears  to  me  to  be  lite  most  perfect 
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Rpedmen  of  an  elegant  Frenchwoman  is  Madame  R^camier, 
—the  same  Madame  R^camier  that,  I  will  not  say  how  many 
yean  ago,  I  remember  to  have  seen  in  London,  the  admired 
of  all  eyes ;  and,  wonderful  to  say,  she  is  so  still.  Formerly. 
I  knew  her  only  from  seeing  her  in  pobtic,  where  she  was 
pointed  out  to  me  as  the  most  beautiful  woman  in  Europe; 
bat  now  that  I  have  the  pleasure  of  her  acquaintanoe,  I  can 
well  understand,  though  yon  who  know  her  only  by  t)ie 
repotatian  of  her  early  beauty  may  not,  how  and  why  it  is 
that  bscinations  generally  so  evanescent  are  with  her  so 
laatiag^  She  is,  in  truth,  the  very  model  of  all  grace.  In 
person,  manner,  movement,  dress,  voice,  and  language,  she 
seems  nntversally  allowed  to  be  quite  perfect;  and  I  really 
cannot  Imagine  a  better  mode  of  giving  a  last  finish  to  a 
yonng  lady's  study  of  the  graces,  than*  by  affording  her  an 
opportunity  of  observing  every  movement  and  gesture  of 
Madame  Rtoimier. 

She  is  certainly  «  monopolist  of  Ulents  and  attractions 
which  would  suffice,  if  divided  in  ordinary  proportions,  to 
famish  forth  a  host  of  charming  women,  - 1  never  met  with 
a  Frenchman  who  did  not  aUow,  that  though  his  coun- 
trywomen were  charming  from  agrimens  which  seem 
peculiarly  their  owa,  they  have  fewer  faultless  iieaaties 
among  them  than  may  be  found  in  England;  but  yet,  as  they 
say^  ^^Quand  une  Fran^ise  se  m^le  d'etre  jolie,  elle  est 
fnrieusement  jolie."  This  mot  is  as  true  in  point  of  fact  as 
piquant  in  expression  ;«*^  beautiful  Frenchwoman  is,  perhaps, 
the  most  beautiful  woman  in  the  world. 

The  perfect  loveliness  of  Madame  R^mier  has  made  her 
'^a  thing  to  wonder  at :"  and  now  (hat  she  has  passed  the 
age  when  beauty  is  at  its  height,  she  is  perhaps  to  be 
wondered  at  still  more;  for  I  really  doubt  if  she  ever  excited 
more  admiration  than  she  do^  at  present.    She  is  followed. 


192  PARIS 

soaghr,  looked  at,  listened  to,  and,  moreover,  beloved  and 
esteemed,  by  a  very  large  circle  of  ttie  Orst  society  in  Paris, 
among  whom  are  nnmbered  some  of  the  most  illnstrioas 
literary  names  in  France.' 

That  her  circle,  as  well  as  herself,  is  delightful,  is  so  gene- 
rally acknowledged,  that  by  adding  my  voice  to  the  universal 
judgment,  I  perhaps  show  as  much  vanity  as  gratitude  for 
the  privilege  of  being  admitted  within  it ;  but  no  one,  I  be^ 
lieve,  so  favoured  could,  when  speaking  of  the  society  of  Paris, 
omit  so  striking  a  feature  of  it  as  the  salon  of  Madame  Reca- 
mier.  She  contrives  to  make  even  the  still-life  around  her 
partake  of  the  charm  for  which  she  is  herself  so  remarkable, 
and  there  is  a  fine  and  finished  elegance  in  everything  about 
her  that  is  irresistibly  attractive.  I  have  often  entered  drawing- 
rooms  almost  capable  of  containing  her  whole  suite  of  apart- 
ments, and  found  them  infinitely  less  striking  in  their  inagnifi- 
cence  than  her  beautiful  little  salon  in  the  Abbaye-aux-Bois. 

The  rich  draperies  of  white  silk,  the  delicate  blue  tint  that 
mixes  with  them  throughout  the  apartment,— the  mirrors, 
the  flowers,— all  together  give  an  air  to  the  room  that  makes 
it  accord  marvellously  well  with  its  fair  inhabitant.  One 
might  fancy  that  Madame  Recamier  herself  was  for  ever  vouee 
au  blane,  for  no  drapery  falls  around  her  that  is  not  of  snowy 
whiteness— and  indeed  the  mixture  of  almost  any  colour  would 
seem  like  profanation  to  the  exquisite  delicacy  of  her  ap- 
pearance. 

Madame  Recamier  admits  morning  visits  from  a  limited 
number  of  persons,  whose  names  are  given  to  the  servant  at- 
tending in  the  ante-room,  every  day  from  four  till  six.  It  was 
here  I  had  4he  pleasure  of  being  introduced  to  M.  de  Cha- 
teaubriand,  and  had  afterwards  the  gratification  of  repeatedly 
meeting  hrm;  a  gratification  that  I  shall  assuredly  never  for- 
get, and  for  which  I  would  have  willingly  sacrificed  one-half 
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of  the  fine  things  which  reward  the  trouble  of  a  joamey  to 
Paris. 

The  circle  thus  received  is  never  a  large  one,  and  the  con* 
versation  is  always  general.  The  first  day  that  I  and  my 
slaughters  were  there,  we  found,  I  think,  but  two  ladies,  and 
about  half  a  dozen  gentlemen,  of  whom  M.  de  Chateaubriand 
was  one.  A  magniticent  picture  by  Gerard,  boldly  and  sub* 
limely  conceived,  and  executed  in  his  very  best  manner, 
occupies  one  side  of  the  elegant  little  salon.  The  subject  is 
Gorinne,  in  a  moment  of  poetical  excitement,  a  lyre  in  her 
hand,  and  a  laurel  crown  upon  her  head.  Were  it  not  for 
the  modern  costume  of  those  around  her,  the  figure  must  be 
mistaken  for  that  of  Sappho ;  and  never  was  that  impassioned 
beuag,  the  martyred  saint  of  youthful  lovers,  portrayed  with 
more  sublimity,  more  high  poetic  feeling,  or  more  exquisite 
feminme  grace. 

The  contemplation  of  this  chef-d^osuvre  naturally  led  the 
conversation  to  Madame  de  Sta^l.  Her  intimacy  with  Ma- 
dame R^camier  is  as  well  known  as  the  biting  reply  of  the 
former  to  an  unfortunate  man,  who,  having  contrived  to  place' 
himself  between  them,  exclaimed,  —  '^  Me  voil4  entre  Tesprit 
et  la  beaute !" 

To  which  bright  sally  he  received  for  answer— ''  Sans  pos- 
s^er  ni  Tun  ni  I'autre." 

My  knowledge  of  this  intimacy  induced  me  to  take  advan- 
tage of  the  occasion,  and  I  ventured  to  ask  Madame  R^camier 
if  Madame  de  Sta€i  had  in  truth  intended  to  draw  her  own 
diaracter  in  that  of  Corinne. 

"  Assuredly  .  .  *"  was  the  rejrfy.  **  The  soul  of  Madame 
de  StaSl  is  fully  developed  in  her  portrait  of  that  of  Corinne." 
Then  turning  to  the  picture,  she  added,  '^  Those  eyes  are  the 
eyes  of  Madame  de  StaSl." 

She  put  a  miniature  into  my  hand,  representing  her  friend 
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in  all  the  bloom  of  yoath,  at  an  age  indeed  when  ^e  eoold 
not  have  been  known  to  Madame  R^camier.  The  eyes  had 
certainly  the  same  dark  beauty,  the  same  inspired  expression, 
as  those  given  to  Corinne  by  Gerard.  But  the  artist  had  too 
much  taste  or  too  little  courage  to  venture  upon  any  farther 
resemblance ;  the  thick  lips  and  short  hi  chin  of  the  real  sibyl 
being  4;hanged  into  all  that  is  loveliest  in  female  beauty  on  the 
canvass. 

The  apparent  age  of  the  face  represented  in  the  miniature 
points  out  its  date  with  tolerable  certainty,  and  it  gives  no 
very  fiivourable  idea  of  the  taste  of  the  period;  for  the  shock 
heajd  of  crisped  Brutus  curls  is  placed  on  arms  and  bust  as  free 
from  drapery,  though  better  clothed  in  plumpness,  than  those 
of  the  Medicean  Yenus. 

As  we  looked  first  at  one  picture,  then  at  the  other,  and 
conversed  on  both,  I  was  struck  with  the  fine  forehead  and 
eyes,  delightful  voice,  and  peculiarly  graceful  turn  of  expres- 
sion, of  a  gentleman  who  sat  opposite  to  me,  and  who  joined 
in  this  conversation. 

I  remarked  to  Madame  R^mier  that  few  romances  had 
ever  had  the  honour  of  being  illustrated  by  such  a  picture  as 
this  of  Gerard,  and  that,  from  many  circumstances,  her  plea- 
sure in  possessing  it  must  be  very  great. 

'^  It  is  indeed,"  she  replied :  ^'  nor  is  it  my  only  treasure 
of  the  kind— I  am  so  fortunate  as  to  possess  Girodet's  original 
drawing  from  Atala,  the  engraving  from  which  you  must  often 
have  seen.    Let  me  show  yon  the  original." 

We  followed  her  to  the  dining-room,  where  this  very  in- 
teresting drawing  is  placed.  '^  You  do  not  know  M.  de  Cha- 
teubriand?"  said  she. 

rreplied  that  I  had  not  that  pleasure. 

''  It  is  he  who  was  sitting  opposite  to  you  in  the  salon" 

I  begged  that  she  would  introduce  him  to  me;  and  upon 
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our  retaraing  to  the  drawing-room  she  did  so.  The  conver- 
sation was  resumed,  and  most  agreeably — every  one  bore  a 
part  in  it.  Lamartine,  Gasimir  Delavigne,  Dumas,  Yictoi* 
Hugo,  and  some  others,  passed  under  a  light  bat  clever  and 
acute  review.  Our  Byron,  Scott,  etc.  followed ;  and  it  was 
evident  that  they  had  been  read  and  understood.  I  asked 
M.  de  Chateaubriand  if  he  had  known  Lord  Byron :  he  re- 
plied, ^'  Non;"  adding,  '^  Je  Tavais  pr^e^d^  dans  la  vie,  et 
malbeureusemmt  il  m'a  pr^c^6  au  tombean.*' 

The  degree  in  which  any  country  is  capable  of  fully  appre- 
t^iating  the  literature  of  another  was  canvassed,  and  M.  de 
Chateaubriand  declared  himself  decidedly  of  opinion  that 
such  appreciation  was  ahvays  and  necessarily  very  imperfect. 
Much  that  he  said  on  the  subject  appeared  incontrovertibly 
true,  especially  as  respecting  the  slight  and  delicate  shadows 
of  expression  of  which  the  subtile  grace  so  constantly  seems  to 
escape  at  the  first  attempt  to  convert  it  into  another  idiom. 
Nevertheless,  I  suspect  that  the  majority  of  English  readers— 
I  mean  the  English  readers  of  French— are  more  au  fait  of 
4he  original  literature  of  France  than  M.  de  Chateaubriand 
supposes. 

The  habit,  so  widely  extended  amongst  us,  of  reading  this 
language  almost  from  infancy,  gives  us  a  greater  familiarity 
with  their  idiom  than  he  is  aware  of.  He  doubted  if  we  could 
relish  Moli^re,  and  named  Lafontaine  as  one  beyond  the  reach 
of  extra-Gallican  criticism  or  enjoyment. 

I  cannot  agree  to  this,  though  I  am  not  surprised  that  such 
an  idea  should  exist.  Every  English  person  that  comes  to 
Paris  is  absolutely  obliged  to  ^pea(k  Freneh,  almost  whether 
they  can  or  can  not.  If  they  shrink  from  doing  so,  they  can 
iiave  no  hope  of  either  speaking  or  being  spoken  to  at  all. 
This  is  alone  sufficient  to  account  very  satisfactorily,  I  think, 
for  any  doubt  which  may  prevail  as  to  the  national  proficiency 
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in  the  language.  No  Frenchman  that  is  at  all  in  the  habit 
of  meeting  the  English  in  society  but  must  have  his  ears  and 
his  memory  fall  of  false  concords,  false  tenses,  and  false  ac- 
cents ;  and  can  we  wonder  that  he  should  set  it  down  as  a 
certain  fact,  that  they  who  thus  speak  cannot  be  said  to  un- 
derstand the  language  they  so  mangle  ?  Yet,  plausible  as  the 
inference  is,  I  doubt  if  it  be  altogether  just.  Which  of  the 
most  accomplished  Hellenists  of  either  country  would  be 
found  capable  of  sustaining  a  familiar  conyersation  in  Greek? 
The  case  is  precisely  the  -same ;  for  I  have  known  very 
many  whose  power  of  tasting  the  beauty  of  French  writing 
amounted  to  the  most  critical  acuteness,  who  would  have  pro- 
bably been  unintelligible  had  they  attempted  to  converse  in 
the  language  for  live  minutes  together;  whereas  many  others, 
who  have  perhaps  had  a  French  valet  or  waiting-maid,  may 
possess  a  passably  good  accent  and  great  facility  of  imitative 
expression  in  conversation,  who  yet  wonld  be  puzzled  how  to 
construe  with  critical  accuracy  the  easiest  passage  in  Rous- 
seau. 

A  very  considerable  proportion  of  the  educated  French 
read  English,  and  often  appear  to  enter  very  ably  into  the 
spirit  of  our  authors ;  but  there  is  not  one  in  fifty  of  these  who 
will  pronounce  a  single  word  of  the  language  in  conversa- 
tion. Though  they  endure  with  a  polite  gravity,  perfectly 
imperturbable,  the  very  drollest  blunders  of  which  language 
is  capable,  they  cannot  endure  to  run  the  risk  of  making 
blunders  in  return.  Everything  connected  with  the  exter- 
nals of  good  society  is  held  as  sacred  by  the  members  of  it; 
and  if  they  shrink  from  offending  la  hiensiance  by  laughing 
at  the  mistakes  of  others,  they  avoid,  with  at  least  an  equal 
degree  of  caution,  the  unpardonable  offence  of  committing 
any  themselves. 

I  do  not  believe  that  it  would  be  possible  for  a  French  per- 
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son  to  enter  into  conversation  merely  for  the  pleasure  of  con- 
versing, and  not  from  the  pressure  of  absolnte  necessity,  un- 
less he  were  certain,  or  at  least  believed  himself  to  be  so,  that 
he  should  express  himself  with  propriety  and  elegance.  The 
idea  of  uttering  the  brightest  or  the  noblest  thought  that  ever 
entered  a  human  head,  in  an  idiom  ridiculously  broken, 
would,  I  am  sure,  be  accompanied  with  a  feeling  of  repug- 
nance sufficient  to  tame  the  most  animated  and  silence  the  - 
most  loquacious  Frenchman  in  existence. 

It  therefore  falls  wholly  upon  the  English,  in  this  happy 
period  of  constant  and  intimate  intercourse  between  the  na- 
tions, to  submit  to  the  surrender  of  their  vanity,  to  gratify 
their  love  for  conversation ;  blundering  on  in  conscious  defi- 
ance of  grammar  and  accent,  rather  tlian  lose  the  exceeding 
pleasure  of  listening  in  return  to  the  polished  phrase,  the 
graceful  period,  the  epigrammatic  turn,  which  make  so  es- 
sential a  part  of  genuine  high-bred  French  conversation. 

But  the  doubts  expressed  by  M.  de  Chateaubriand  as  to  the 
possibility  of  the  last  and  best  grace  of  French  writing  being 
folly  appreciated  by  foreigners,  was  not  confined  wholly  to 
the  English,— the  Germans  appeared  to  share  it  with  us ;  and 
one  who  has  been  recently  proclaimed  as  the  first  of  living 
German  critics  was  quoted  as  having  confounded  in  his  style' 
names  found  among  the  immortals  of  the  French  Pantheon, 
with  those  of  such  as  live  and  die ;  Monsieur  Fontaine ,  and 
Monsieur  Bruy^re,  being  expressions  actually  extant  in  his 
writings. 

More  than  once,  during  subsequent  visits  to  Madame  Re- 
camier,  I  led  her  to  speak  of  her  lost  and  illustrious  friend. 
I  have  never  been  more  interested  than  while  listening  to  all 
which  this  charming  woman  said  of  Madame  de  Sta€l :  every 
word  she  uttered  seemed  a  mixture  of  pain  and  pleasure,  of 
enthusiasm  and  regret.    It  is  melancholy  to  think  how  utterly 
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*  <  >  • 

impossible  it  is  ihat  she  should  ever  find  anolher  to  replace 
her.  She  seems  to  feel  this,  and  to  have  surrounded  herself 
by  everything  that  can  contribute  to  keep  the  recollection  of 
what  is  for  ever  gone,  fresh  in  her  memory.  The  original  of 
the  posthumous  portrait  of  Madame  de  Stael  by  Gerard, 
made  so  familiar  to  all  the  world  by  engravings— nay,  even  by 
Sevres  vases  and  tea-cups,  hangs  in  her  bed-room.  The  mi- 
niature I  have  mentioned  is  always  near  her ;  and  the  inspir- 
ed figure  of  her  Corinne,  in  which  it  is  evident  thatMadjone 
Recamier  traces  a  resemblance  to  her  friend  beyond  that  of 
features  only,  appears  to  be  an  object  almost  of  veneration  as 
well  as  love. 
Tt  is  delightfuljto  approach  thus  to  a  being  that  I  have  al- 
^  ways  been  accustomed  to  contemplate  as  something  in  the 
clouds.  Admirable  and  amiable  as  my  charming  new  ac*- 
quaintance  is  in  a  hundred  ways,  her  past  intimacy  and  ever- 
enduring  affection  for  Madame  de  Sta^l  have  given  her  a  still 
higher  intent  in  my  eyes. 


LETTER    XXXI. 

Exhibition  of  Sevres  China  at  the  Louvre. — Gobelins  and  Beauvais 
Tapestry. — Legitimatist  Father  and  Doctrinaire  Son. — Copies  from 
the  Medieean  Gallery. 

We  are  just  returned  from  an  exhibition  at  the  Louvre^ 
and  a  very  splendid  exhibition  it  is—though,  alas !  but  a  poor 
consolation  for  the  hidden  treasures  of  the  picture-gallery. 
Several  magnificent  rooms  are  now  open  for  the  display  of 
works  in  tapestry  and  Sevres  porcelain;  and  however  much 
we  might  have  preferred  seeing  somethuig  else  there,  it  is 
iinpossible  to  deny  that  these  rooms  contain  many  objects  as 
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w<Miderfal  perhaps  in  their  way  as  any  that  the  higher 
branches  of  art  ever  prodaced. 

The  copy  of  Titian's  jiortrait  of  his  mistress,  oh  porcelain, 
and  still  more  perhaps  that  of  Raphael's  ''Virgin  and  St.  John 
watching  the  sleep  of  the  infant  Jesus,"  (the  Parce  somnum 
rumpere^)  are,  I  think,  the  most  remarkable ;  both  being  of  the 
same  size  as  the  originals,  and  performed  with  a  perfection 
of  colouring  that  is  almost  inconceivable. 

That  the  fragile  clay  of  which  porcelain  is  fabricated  should 
so  lend  itself  to  the  skill  of  the  workman,— or  rather,  that  the 
workman's  skill  should  so  triumph  over  the  million  chances 
which  exist  against  bringing  unbroken  out  of  the  fire  a 
smooth  and  level  plaque  of  such  extent, —is  indeed  most  won- 
derful. Still  more  so  is  the  skill  which  has  enabled  the  artist 
to  prophesy,  as  he  painted  with  his  greys  and  his  greens,  that 
the  tints  which  flowed  from  his  pencil  of  one  colour,  should 
assume,  from  the  nicely-regulated  action  of  an  element  the 
most  difficult  to  goyem,  hues  and  shades  so  exquisitely  imi- 
tative of  his  great  original. 

But  having  acknowledged  this,  I  have  nothing  more  to  say 
in  praise  of  a  tour  de  force  which,  in  my  opinion,  can  only 
be  attempted  by  the  sacrifice  of  common  sense.  The  chefs- 
d'ixume  of  a  Titian  or  a  Raphael  are  treasures  of  which  we 
may  lawfully  covet  an  imitation ;  but  why  should  it  be  at- 
tempted in  a  manner  the  most  difficult,  the  most  laborious, 
the  most  likely  to  finil,  and  the  most  liable  to  destruction  when 
completed  ?— not  to  mention  that,  after  all,  there  is  in  the 
most  perfect  copy  on  porcelain  a  something— I  am  mistress  of 
no  words  to  define  it— which  does  not  satisfy  the  mind. 

As  fair  as  regards  my  own  feelings  indeed,  I  could  go  fer- 
ther,  and  say  that  the  effect  produced  is  to  a  certain  degree 
positively  disagreeable,— not  quite  unlike  that  occasioned  by 
examining  needlework  performed  without  fingers,  or  watch- 
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papers  exqnisitely  cut  out  by  feet  iuslead  of  hands.  The  ad^ 
miration  demanded  is  less  for  the  thing  itself,  than  for  the 
very  defective  means  employed  to  produce  it.  Were  there 
indeed  none  other,  the  inventor  would  deserve  a  statue,  and 
the  artist,  like  Trisotin,  should  take  the  air  ^^en  carrosse 
dori :''  but  as  it  is,  I  would  rather  see  a  good  copy  on  convass 
tlian  on  china. 

Far  different,  however,  is  the  effect  produced  by  this  beau- 
tiful and  ingenious  branch  of  art  when  displayed  in  the  etn- 
beliishment  of  cops  and  plates,  vases  and  tea-trays.  I  never 
saw  anything  more  gracefully  appropriate  to  the  last  high 
finish  of  domestic  elegance  than  all  the  articles  of  thisdescrip*^^ 
tion  exhibited  this  year  at  the  Louvre.  It  is  impossible  to 
admire  or  to  praise  them  too  much;  or  to  deny  that,  wonder- 
fully as  similar  manufactories  have  improved  in  England 
within  the  last  thirty  years,  we  have  still  nothing  equal  to  the 
finer  specimens  of  the  Sevres  porcelain. 

These  rooms  were,  like  every  other  place  in  Pans  where  hU' 
man  beings  know  that  they  shall  meet  each  other,  extremely 
full  of  company;  and  I  have  certainly  never  seen  such  ecstasy 
of  admiration  produced  by  any  objects  exhibited  to  the  public 
eye,  as  was  elicited  by  some  of  the  articles  displayed  on  this 
occasion:  they  are  indeed  most  beautiful;  the  form,  the  ma- 
terial, the  workmanship,  all  perfect. 

The  Sevres  manufactory  must,  I  think,  have  some  indi- 
viduals attached  to  it  who  have  made  the  theory  of  colour  an 
especial  study.  It  is  worth  while  to  walk  round  the  vast 
table,  or  rather  platform,  raised  in  the  middle  of  the  apart- 
ment, for  the  purpose  of  examining  the  different  sets,  with  a 
view  only  to  observe  the  effect  produced  on  the  eye  by  the 
arrangement  of  colours  in  each. 

The  finest  specimens,  after  the  wonderful  copies  from 
pictures  which  I  have  already  mentioned,  are  small  breakfiist- 
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sets--for  a  iHe-4i'iHe^  I  believe,— enclosed  in  large  cases  lined 
either  with  white  satin  or  white  velvet.  These  cases  are  all 
open  for  inspection,  but  with  a  stout  brass  bar  around,  to  pro- 
tect them  from  the  peril  of  too  near  an  approach.  The  lid  is 
so  formed  as  exactly  to  receive  the  tray ;  while  the  articles  to 
be  placed  upon  it,  when  in  use,  are  arranged  each  hi  its  own 
delicate  recess,  with  such  an  attention  to  composition  and 
general  effect  as  to  show  all  and  everything  to  the  greatest 
possible  advantage. 

Some  of  these  exquisite  specimens  are  decorated  with 
flowers,  some  with  landscapes,  and  others  with  figures,  or 
miniatures  of  heads,  either  superlative  in  beauty  or  distin- 
guished by  fame.  These  beautiful  decorations,  admirable  as 
they  all  are  in  design  and  execution,  struck  me  less  than  the 
perfect  taste  with  which  the  reigning  colour  which  pervades 
each  set,  either  as  background,  lining,  or  border,  is  made  to 
harmonize  with  the  ornaments  upon  it. 

It  is  a  positive  pleasure,  independent  of  the  amusement 
which  may  be  derived  from  a  closer  examination,  to  cast  the 
eye  over  the  general  effect  produced  by  the  consummate  tasfee 
and  skill  thus  displayed.  Those  curious  affinities  and  anti- 
pathies among  colours,  which  I  have  seen  made  the  subject 
of  many  pretty  experimental  lectures,  must,  I  am  sure,  have 
been  studied  and  acted  upon  by  the  colowr-vMnster  of  each 
department;  and  the  result  is  to  my  feelings  productive 
of  a  pleasure,  from  the  contemplation  of  the  effect  produced, 
as  distinct  from  theiexamination  of  the  design,  or  of  any  other 
circumstance  connected  with  the  art,  as  the  gratification  pro- 
duced by  the  smell  of  an  orange-blossom  or  a  rose :  it  is  a 
pleasure  which  has  no  connexion  with  the  intellect,  but  arises 
solely  from  its  agreeable  effect  on  the  sense. 
The  eye  seems  to  be  unconsciously  soothed  and  gratified. 
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and  lingers  opon  the  rich,  the  soft,  or  the  brilliant  hues,  with 
4  satisfaction  that  positively  amounts  to  enjoyment. 

Whoever  may  be  occapied  by  the  '^delightful  task"  of 
fitting  up  a  sumptuous  drawing-room,  will  do  well  to  Uke  a 
tour  round  a  room  filled  with  sets  of  Sevres  porcelain.  The 
important  question  of  "What  colours  shall  we  mix?"  would 
receive  an  answer  there,  with  the  delightful  certainty  that  no 
solecism  in  taste  could  possibly  be  committed  by  obeying  it. 

The  Gobelins  and  Beauvais  work  for  chairs,  screens,  cush- 
ions, and  various  other  articles,  makes  a  great  display  this  year. 
it  is  very  beautiful,  both  in  design  and  execution;  and  at  the 
present  moment,  when  the  sUtely  magnificence  of  the  age  of 
Louis  Quinze  is  so  much  in  vogue— in  compliment,  it  is  said^ 
to  theuste  of  the  Due  d'Orl^ans,— this  costly  manufeclure  is 
likely  again  to  flourish. 

Never  can  a  large  and  lofty  chamber  present  an  appearance 
of  more  princely  magnificence  than  when  thus  decorated;  and 
the  manner  in  which  this  elaborate  style  of  ancient  embellish- 
ment is  now  adapted  to  modern  use,  is  equally  ingenious  and 
el^anl. 

Some  political  economists  talk  of  the  national  advantage  of 
decreasing  labour  by  machinery,  while  others  advocate  every 
^hion  which  demands  the  work  of  hands.  I  will  not  attempt 
to  decide  on  which  side  wisdom  lies;  but,  in  our  present  im- 
perfect condition,  everything  that  brings  an  innocent  and 
profitable  occupation  to  women  appears  to  me  desirable. 

The  needles  of  France  are  assuredly  the  most  skilful  in  the 
world;  and  set  to  work  as  they  are  upon  designs  that  rival 
those  of  the  Vatican  in  elegance,  they  produce  a  perfection  of 
embroidery  that  sets  all  competition  at  defiance. 

In  pursuing  my  way  along  the  rail  which  encloses  the 
specimens  exhibited— a  progress  which  was  necessarily  very 
slow  from  the  pressure  of  the  crowd,— I  followed  close 
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behind  a  tall,  elegant,  aristocratic-looking  gentleman,  who 
was  accompanied  by  his  son— decidedly  his  son,— the  boy 
*'  fathered  himself;"  I  never  saw  a  stronger  likeness.  Tfadr 
oonseryation,  which  I  overheard  by  no  act  of  impertinent 
listening,  bat  becaose  I  coold  not  possibly  avoid  it,  amased 
me  much.  I  am  seldom  thrown  into  such  close  contact  with 
strangers  without  making  a  fancy- sketch  of  who  and  what 
they  are;butuponthisoccasion  I  was  thrown  out,-^it  was  like 
reading  a  novel,  the  dinouement  of  which  is  so  well  concealed 
as  to  evade  guessing.  The  boy  and  his  father  were  not  of  one 
mind ;  their  observations  were  made  in  the  spirit  of  different 
parties:  the  father,  I  suspect,  was  a  royalist,— the  son,  I  am 
sore,  was  a  young  doctrinaire.  The  crowd  hung  long  upon 
the  spot  where  a  magnificent  collection  of  embroidery  for  the 
seats  and  hacks  of  a  set  of  chairs  was  displayed.  ^'  They  are 
for  the  Duke  of  Orleans,''  said  the  fiather. 

"Yes,  yes,"  said  the  boy ;  "  they  are  fit  for  him— they  are 
princely." 

"  They  are  fit  for  a  king !"  said  the  father  with  a  sigh. 

The  lad  paused  for  a  moment,  and  then  said,  avee  iitteii- 
tioUf  as  the  stage  directions  express  it,  *^  Mais  lui  aussi,  il  est 
fils  de  St.  Louis;  n'estHse  pas?"  The  father  answered  not, 
and  the  crowd  moved  on. 

AH  I  could  make  of  this  was,  that  the  boy's  instructor^ 
whether  male  or  female,  was  a  foithful  disciple  of  the  "Pargb- 
Qu'tl  isi  Bourbon^*  school ;  and  whatever  leaven  of  wavering 
faith  may  be  mixed  up  with  this  doctrine,  it  forms  perhaps 
the  best  defence  to  be  found  for  attachment  to  the  reigning 
dynasty  amongst  those  who  are  too  young  to  enter  fully  into 
the  expediency  part  of  the  question. 

In  the  last  of  the  suite  of  rooms  opened  for  this  exhibition, 
are  displayed  splendid  pieces  of  tapestry  from  subjects  taken 
from  Rubens'  M edicean  Gallery. 
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That  the  achievement  of  these  enormoos  combinations  of 
stitches  must  have  been  a  labour  of  extreme  difficalty,  there 
can  be  no  doubt;  but  notwithstanding  my  admiration  for 
French  needles,  I  am  tempted  to  add»  in  the  words  of  our  un- 
compromising moralist,  ^^  Would  it  had  been  impossible  \** 


LETTER    XXXII. 

^glise  Apostolique  Fran^ise — Its  doctrine. — ^L'Abbe  Auzou — ^His 
Sermon  on  **  les  Plaisirs  Populaires/' 

Among  the  multitude  of  friendly  injunctions  to  see  this, 
and  to  hear  that,  which  have  produced  me  so  much  agreeable 
occupation,  I  have  more  than  once  been  very  earnestly 
recommended  to  visit  the  ^^  Eglise  Apostolique  Fran^aise"  on 
the  Boulevard  St.  Denis,  for  the  purpose  of  hearing  YAhh6 
Auzou,  and  still  more,  that  I  might  have  an  opportunity  of 
observing  the  peculiarities  of  this  mode  of  worship,  or  rather 
of  doctrine;  for,  in  fact,  the  ceremonies  at  the  altar  differ  but 
little,  as  far  as  I  can  perceive,  from  those  of  the  Church  of 
Rome,  excepting  that  the  evident  poverty  of  the  establishment 
pk*ecludes  the  splendour  which  usually  attends  the  performance 
of  its  offices.  I  have  no  very  satisfactory  data  by  which  to 
judge  of  the  degree  of  estimation  in  which  this  new  sect  is 
held :  by  some  I  have  heard  them  spoken  of  as  apostles,  and 
by  others  as  a  Paria  caste  unworthy  of  any  notice. ' 

Before  hearing  M.  TAbb^  Auzou,  or  attending  the  service 
at  his  church,  I  wished  to  read  some  of  the  publications  which 
explain  their  tenets,  and  accordingly  called  at  the  little  bureau 
behind  their  chapel  on  the  Boulevard  St.  Denis,  where  we 
were  told  these  publications  could  be  found.  Having  purchased 
several  pamphlets  containing  catechism,  hymns,  sermons,  and 
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SO  forth,  we  entered  into  conversation  with  the  yoang  man 
who  presided  in  this  obscure  and  dark  closet,  dignified  by  the 
name  of  ^^  Secretariat  de  TEglise  Apostoliqne  f'ran^ise." 

He  told  us  that  he  was  assistant  minister  of  the  chapel,  and 
we  found  him  extremely  conversable  and  communicative. 

The  chief  differences  between  this  new  church  and  those 
which  have  preceded  it  in  the  reform  of  the  Roman  Catholic 
religion,  appears  to  consist  in  the  preservation  of  the  external 
forms  of  worship,  which  other  reformers  have  rejected, 
and  also  of  several  dogmas,  purely  doctrinal,  and  wholly 
uncdnnected  with  those  principles  of  church  power  and  church 
'  discipline,  the  abuse  of  which  was  the  immediate  cause  of  all 
protestant  reform. 

They  acknowledge  the  real  presence.  I  find  in  the  Cate- 
chisme  these  questions  and  answers  : 

'^  J^sns-Christ  est-il  sous  le  pain,  ou  bien  sous  le  vin?— II 
est  sons  les  deux  espies  k  la  fois. 

^^Et  quand  I'hostie  est  partagee? — J^us-Christ  est  tout 
entier  en  chaque  partie. 

'*  Que  feut-il  faire  pendant  le  jour  ou  Ton  a  communis  ?-^ 
Assister  anx  offices,  et  ensuite  se  r^jouir  de  son  bonheur  avec 
ses  parens  et  ses  amis." 

Their  clergy  are  permitted  to  marry.  They  deny  that  any 
power  of  absolution  rests  with  the  priest,  allowing  him  only 
that  of  intercession  by  prayer  for  the  forgiveness  of  the 
penitent.  Auricular  confession  is  not  eiyoined,  but  recom- 
mended as  Qseful  to  children.  They  profess  entire  tolera- 
tioo  to  every  variety  of  Christian  belief;  but  as  the  "  Eglise 
Frangaise''  refuses  to  acknowledge  dependence  upon  any 
tecte  ^rang^e,— by  which  phrase  I  conceive  the  Church  of 
Rome  to  be  meant,— they  also  declare,  '^  d'aprds  I'Evangfle, 
que  la  religion  ne  doit  jamais  intervenir  dans  les  gonvernemens 
temporels." 
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They  reoognifle  the  seven  sacramente,  only  modifying  that 
of  penitence,  as  above  mentioned.  They  deny  the  eternity 
of  poni^unenty  but  I  find  no  mention  of  pofgatory.  They 
do  not  enjoin  fasting.  I  find  in  the  CaUehUme  the  following 
explanation  of  their  doctrine  on  this  head,  which  appears  to 
be  extremely  reasonable. 

^^  L^Eglise  Frangaise  n'impose  done  pas  le  jedoe  et  Tabsti- 
nence? — Non;  I'Eglise  Apostolique  Frangaise  s'en  rapporte 
pour  le  jeiine  aax  fiddles  eax-mdmes,  et  ne  reconnalt  en 
ancane  fegon  le  pr^pte  derabstinenoe;  mais,  plus  prudente 
dans  ses  principes,  elle  substitoe  &  un  jeune  de  quelques  jours 
une  sdbri^t^  continoeiie,  et  remplace  une  a^Unenoe  pdrio- 
dique  par  une  temperance  de  cbaque  jour,  de  chaque  ann^e, 
de  tottte  la  vie." 

In  all  this  there  appears  little  in  doctrine,  excepting  the 
admission  of  the  divine  presence  in  the  elements  of  the 
eucharist,  that  differs  greatly  from  most  other  reformed 
churches :  nevertheless,  the  ceremonies  are  entirely  similar  to 
those  of  the  Roman  Catholic  religion. 

But  whatever  there  may  be  either  of  good  or  of  evil  in  this 
mixture,  its  effect  must,  I  think,  prove  absolutely  nugatory  on 
society,  from  the  entire  absence  of  any  church  government  or 
discipline  whatever.  That  this  is  in  fact  the  case,  is  thus 
plainly  stated  in  the  preface  to  their  published  Gatechisn^:— 

*-''  L'Eglise  Apostolique  Frangaise  ne  reconnaitaucune  hi^ 
rarchie;  elle  repousse  en  cons^uence  Tautoritd  de  tout  pon- 
voir  spirituel  Stranger,  et  de  tout  autre  pouvoir  qui  en  d<^pend 
ou  qui  s'y  soumet.  Elle  ne  reconnait  d'autre  autorit^  spiri- 
tuelle  que  celle  qu'exercerait  la  reunion  de  ses  fidMes;  reu- 
nion qui,  suivant  les  principes  des  Apdlres,  constitue  seule  ce 
que  de  leur  temps  on  appelait  Eglise. 

^^  Elle  n'est  point  salariee  par  FEtat.  L'administration  de 
ses  secours  spirituels  est  gratuite.    Elle  n'a  de  tarif,  ni  pour 
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les  bapt^mes,  ni  pour  les  manages,  ni  enfin  poor  les  inhu- 
mations. EUe  vilde  pea,  et  s'en  remet  k  la  g^n^rosit^,  ou 
platdt  k  la  volont^  des  fiddles. 

^^  Ne  reconnaissant  pas  d'bi^rarchie,  elle  ne  reconnalt  pas 
non  plnsde  division  de  territoire,  soit  en  arrondissement,  soit 
en  paroisse :  die  accueiile  done  toas  les  Chretiens  qui  se  prd- 
sentent  k  eile  pour  demander  k  ses  pr^tres  Taccomplissement 
des  fonetions  de  ministres  de  Jesos-Christ." 

The  ddcausu  principles  of  the  day  can  hardly  be  carried 
farther  than  this.  A  rope  of  sand  is  the  only  fitting  emblem 
for  a  congregation  so  constituted;  and,  like  a  rope  of  sand, 
It  must  of  necessity  fall  asunder,  for  there  is  no  principle  of 
union  to  prevent  it. 

After  I  had  finished  my  studies  on  the  subject,  I  heard  a 
^rmon  preached  in  the  church, — not,  however,  by  M.  TAbb^ 
Anzou,  who  was  ill,  but  by  the  same  person  with  whom  we 
had  conversed  at  the  SeerHariai.  His  sermon  was  a  strong 
exposition  of  the  abuses  practised  by  the  clergy  of  the  Church 
t)f  Rome,— -a  theme  certainly  more  fertile  than  new. 

In  reading  some  of  the  most  celebrated  discourses  of  the 
Abb^  Anzou,  I  was  the  most  struck  with  one  entitled— ^*DJs- 
cours  snr  les  Pladsirs  Populaires,  les  Bals  et  les  Spectacles." 
The  text  is  from  St.  Matthew,— '^€ome  unto  me  all  ye  that 

labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest for 

my  yoke  is  easy,  and  my  burden  is  light." 

In  this  singular  discourse,  among  somethings  that  are  rea- 
.sonable,  and  more  that  are  plausible,  it  is  impossible  to  avoid 
seeing  a  spirit  of  lawless  uncontrol,  which  seems  to  breathe 
more  of  revolution  than  of  piety. 

I  am  no^advocate  for  a  Jndaical  observance  of  the  Sabbath, 
nor  ami  ignorant  of  the  fearfulabnses  which  have  arisen  from 
man's  daring  to  arrogate  to  himself  a  power  vested  in  God 
alone,-^the  power  of  forgiving  the  sins  of  man.    The  undue 
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aaihority  assumed  by  the  sovereign  pontiff  of  Rome  is  like- 
wise safficiently  evident,  as  are  many  other  abuses  justly  re< 
probated  in  the  sermons  of  the  Abbe  Auzou.  Nevertheless, 
education,  observation,  and  I  might  say  experience,  have 
taught  me  that  religion  requires  and  demands  that  care,  pro- 
tection, and  government,  which  are  so  absolutely  essential  to 
the  well-being  of  every  community  of  human  beings  who 
would  unite  together  for  one  general  object.  To  talk  of  a  self- 
governing  church,  is  just  as  absurd  as  to  talk  of  a  self-govern- 
ing ship,  or  a  self-governing  family. 

It  should  seem,  by  the  reprobation  expressed  against  the 
severity  of  the  Roman  Catholic  clergy  in  these  sermons,  as 
well  as  from  anecdotes  which  I  have  occasionally  heard  in  so- 
ciety, that  the  Church  of  Rome  and  the  Church  of  Calvin  are 
alike  hostile  to  every  kind  of  dissipation,  and  that  at  the  pre- 
sent moment  they  have  many  points  of  discipline  in  common 
—at  least  as  respects  the  injunctions  laid  upon  their  congre- 
gations respecting  their  private  conduct. 

M.  I'AbbtS  Auzou  says,  in  speaking  of  revolutionary  re- 
forms,— 

^'  Rien  n'est  change  dans  le  sacerdoce;  et  Ton  pent  dire 
aussi  des  pr^tres  toujours  remains,  qu'ils  n'ont  rien  ooblie, 
qn'ils  n^ont  rien  appris.  Cependant,  sous  le  r^gne  de  Napo- 
l^n,  leur  orgueil  a  fl^hi  devant  le  grand  int^r^t  de  leur  r^in- 
^lation....  Aussi,  an  retonrde  leur  roi  legitime,  cet  or- 
gueil comprim^  s'est-il  relev^  dans  tonte  sa  hauteur.  Rome  a 
plac6  son  trdne  k  cdU  de  celui  d'un  roi>,  un  peu  philosophe, 
a-t-on  dit,  mais  perdus  et  impotent.  Et  enfin,  lorsqne  son 
successenr,  d'abord  accueilli  par  le  peuple,  est  tomb^entre  les 
mains  des  prtoes,  ceux-cf,  profitant  de  son  dge  et  de  sa  fiu- 
blesse,  out  exploits  les  erreurs  d'une  jelmesse  fougueuse,  qui 
cependant  lui  avaient  valu  le  sumom  de  Chevalier  Fran^ais. 
Alors  nous  avons  vu  ce  roi  saerifier  sa  popularity  k  leurs  exi- 


AND  THE  PARISIANS.  200 

gc»ces,  appeler  tonte  la  nation  k  Pexpiation  de  ses  fautes  per- 
aonnelles,  k  son  repentir,  k  sa  penitence,  et  la  forcer  k  renier, 

pour  ainsi  dire,  trente  ans  de  gloire  et  de  liberty Un  roi 

qae  le  remords  poarsuit,  d^vore,  et  qai  ne  reconnalt  d'antre 
recoars  que  dans  le  pr^tre  qui  Ta  soumis  k  sa  loi  par  la  me- 
nace et  la  terreur  de  Fenler;  ce  roi,  sous  le  coup  d'une  abso- 
lution conditionnelle  et  toujours  suspendue,  abdique^,  sans  le 
saToir,  en  faTeur  de  son  confesseur 

^^  Roi !  tu  langnis  dans  Texil,  et  tes  fautes  sont  punies  jos- 
que  dans  les  derni^res  generations ! 

^'  Les  prdtres,  les  pr^tres  romains  se  sont  cependant  soumis 
k  un  nouveau  prince,  k  qui  la  souverainete  nationale  a  remis 

le  sceptre;  ils  prient  enfin  pour  lui et  Ton  saitavec  quelle 

sinoerite. 

'*  Mais,  peuple,  comme  leur  joug  s'appesaniit  sur  toi !. .  .  . 
Dans  leur  fureur  mal  d^guisee,  ils  le  disent. . . .  La  maison 
du  Seigneur  est  d^serte^  et  tu  te  rues  avec  fureur  vers  les 
plaisirs,  les  fetes,  les  bals  et  les  spectacles  I  Anath^me  done 
contre  les  plaisirs,  les  fStes  et  les  bals !  Anatfaeme  centre  les 
spectacles ! 

^'  Ne  sont-ce  |)oint  la,  mes  fr^res,  les  paroles  qui  tombent 
chaque  jour  menaQantes  de  la  chaire  de  TEglise  Romaine?... 

''  Gombien  notre  langage  sera  different !  Le  Dieu  des  Juifs 
est  bien  notre  Dieu;  mais  sa  colore  a  ete  desarmde  par  le  sa- 
crifice que  son  fils  lui  a  offert  pour  notre  redemption. 

^^  Pourquoi  ce  sang  repandu  sur  la  croix  pour  nos  p^ches 
si  la  satisfiiction  de  nos  besoins  physiques,  si  nos  fonctions  in- 
tellectuelles,  si  Tentralnement  des  passions  qui  constituent 
notre  etre,  peuvent  k  chaque  instant  nous  faire  tomber  dans 
le  peche,  et  nous  pr^cipiter  dans  rablme? 

'^  Aussi  nous  vous  disonsdans  notre  chaire  npostolique : — 
Execntez  les  commandemensde  Dieu,  adorez  et  glorifiez  notre 
Pere  qui  est  aux  cieux,.  pratiquez  la  morale  de  rEvangile,  ai- 
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mez  voire  prochsin  comme  vous-mtoe,  et  vous  aarez  accom- 
pli la  loi  de  J^as-Christ .....  et  nous  ajoutons : — Vous  6te9 
membre  de  la  soci^t^  pour  laquelle  vous  avez  ^te  cre^s,  et 
cette  soci^t^  vou»  impose  des  devoirs ;  en  Change  elie  vous^ 
procure  des  jouissances  et  des  plaisirs :  remplissez  vos  devoirs- 
et  livrez-Yons  ensuite  sans  crainte  aux  jouissances  et  aux  plai- 
sirs qu'elle  vous  pr^sente.  Yotre  participation  k  ces  m6mes 
plaisirs,  k  ces  mdmes  Joaissahces>  est  encore  une  partie  de  vo9 
devoirs,  et  vous  aurez  accompli  encore  urie  fois  la  loi  de  J^- 
sus-Christ." 

r 

This  doctrine  may  assuredly  entitle  the  Eglise  Apostoiique 
Fran^aise  to  the  appellation  of  a  New  Church. 
M.  TAbbe  Auzou  goes  on  yet  farther  in  the  same  strain  :~ 
^^  Anath^me! . . .  Arme  vieille,  rouill^e,  emonssee,  et  que 
vous  cherchez  en  vain  4  reiremper  dans  le  fiel  de  la  colore  et 
de  la  vengeance ! . .  •  Anathtoe  aux  plaisirs !    Eh  quoi !  parce 
que  Dieu  a  dit  k  notre  premier  p^re :  Yous  mangerez  votre 
patn  a  la  sueur  de  votre  visage^  Thomme  serait  eondamn^  k 
rester  toujours  courbe  sous  le  joug  du  travail  ?    N'aura-t-il  k 
espdrer  aucun  adoucissement  k  ses  peines  ? . . . . 

'^  Non,  sans  doute. . . .  vous  dira  le  clerge  romain,  puisque 
Dieu  a  consacr^  le  sepli^me  jour  au  repos. 
^^  Et  quel  est  ce  repos? 

^^  Sera-ce  celoi,  qu'en  yous  servant  du  bras  du  sculler, 
vous  avez  tent^  de  lui  imposer  par  une  ordonnance  prescri- 
vant  de  fermer  tons  les  etablissemens  qui  decorent  notre  cite, 
nos  cafes,  nos  restaurans^  pour  ne  tolerer  que  I'ouverture  de» 
officines  du  pharmacien?— ordonnance  dont  une  caricature 
spirituelle  a  fait  une  si  prompte  justice.'* 

The  following  picture  of  a  fanatical  Sunday  takes  me  back 
at  once  to  America.  There,  however,  its  worst  effect  was  to 
steep  the  senses  in  the  unnecessary  oblivion  of  a  few  more 
hours  of  sleep;  but  in  Paris  I  should  really  e^ct  that  such 
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restraint,  were  it  indeed  possible  to  impose  it,  would  literally 
drive  the  sensitive  and  mobile  population  to  madness. 
*'  Et  quel  est  done  ce  repos? 

'^Sera-ce  rimmobilit^  des  corps,  Tabandon  de  toutesnos 
faculty,  Toisivet^,  Tennui,  oompagnon  inseparable  de  I'oisi- 
vet^;  la  pri^re,  la  meditalion,—la  meditation,  plus  p^nible 
pour  la  plupart  des  hommes  que  le  travail  des  mains;  et,  en- 
fin,  vos  sermons  intol^raus,  et,  qui  pis  est  pent  toe,  si  en- 
nuyenx  ? 

^'  Ah!  imposer  k  Thomme  nn  pareil  repos  ne  serait  que 
sospendre  son  travail  pour  lui  fiiire  porter,  comme  k  saint 
Simon  de  Cyr^ne,  la  croix  de  Jdsus-Christ  jusqu'au  sommet 
escarpedu  Galvaire." 

The  Abbe  then  proceeds  to  promulgate  his  bull  for  the  per- 
mission of  all  sorts  of  Parisian  delights;  nay,  he  takes  a  very 
pretty  and  picturesque  ramble  into  the  country,  where  ^^  les 
jeunes  gar^oDs  et  les  jeunes  filles  s'y  livrent  k  des  danses  rus- 
tiques"— and,  in  short,  gives  so  animated  a  picture  of  the 
pleasures  which  ought  to  await  the  Sabbath  both  in  town  and 
country,  that  it  is  almost  impossible  to  read  it  without  feeling 
a  wish  that  every  human  being  who  through  the  six  days  of 
needful  labour  has  been  '^  weary  worn  with  care"  should  pas 
the  seventh  amid  the  bright  and  cheering  scenes  he  describes. 
But  he  effectually  checks  this  feeling  of  sympathy  with  his 
views  by  what  follows.    He  describes  habitual  drunkenness 
with  the  disgust  it  merits ;  but  strangely  qualifies  this,  by  add- 
ing to  his  condemnation  of  the  '^homme[degrade,  qui,  oubliant 
chaque  jour  sa  dignite  darts  les  exete  d'une  hideuse  ivrogne- 
rie,  n^atiend  pas  le  jour  que  Dieu  a  consacri  au  repos,  k  la 
distraction,  aux  plaisirs,  pour  se  livrer  k  son  ignoble  passion," 
these  dangerous  word's  :— 

'^  Mais  condamner.  ons-nous  sans  retour  notre  frdre  pour  un 
j  our  d'intemperanc^j  passag^re,  et  bltoerons*nous  celui  qui^ 
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cherdiant  dans  le  via,  ce  pr^ent  da  del,  an  moment  d'oabli 
des  mis^res  hamaines,  n'a  point  so  s'arr^r  k  cette  douce 
ivresse,  oubliease  des  maax  et  cr^atrice  d'heareoses  illu- 
sions?" 

Is  not  this  using  the  spar  where  the  rein  is  most  want- 
ing ?  I  am  persuaded  that  it  is  not  the  intention  of  the  Abb^ 
Auzon  to  advocate  any  species  of  immorality ;  but  all  the 
world,  and  particularly  the  French  world  perhaps,  is  so  well 
disposed  to  amuse  itself  coiite  qui  coute,  that  I  confess  I  doubt 
the  wisdom  of  enforcing  the  necessity  of  so  doing  from  the 
polpit. 

The  unwise,  unauthorised,  and  most  unchristian  seyerity 
of  the  Calyinistic  and  Romish  priesthood  may,  I  think,  law- 
fully and  righteously  be  commented  upon  and  reprobated 
both  in  the  pulpit  and  out  of  it;  but  this  reprobation  should 
not  clothe  itself  in  license,  or  in  any  langua3e  that  can  be 
Interpreted  as  such.  There  are  many,  I  should  think,  in 
every  Christian  land,  both  clergy  and  laity,  but  neither  popish 
nor  Galvinbtic,  who  woold  shrink  both  from  the  sentiment 
and  expression  of  the  following  passage  :-— 

^'  Rappelons-nous  que  le  patriarche  No^,  lui  qui  planta 
la  vigne  et  exprima  le  jos  de  son  fruit,  en  abusa  one  fois, 
et  que  Dieu  ne  lui  en  fit  point  le  reproche  :  Dieu  punit,  au 
contraire,  le  fils  qui  n'avait  point  cach^  cette  faiblesse  d'un 
p^re." 

There  is  some  worldly  wisdom,  however,  in  the  exclamation 
he  addresses  to  his  intolerant  brethren. 

^'  Et  vous,  pr^tres  aveugles  et  impolitiques,  laissez  le  peu- 
ple  se  livrer  k  ses  plaisirs  innocens ;  foites  en  sorte  qu'il  se 
contente  de  sa  position ;  qu'il  ne  compkare  pas  cette  position 
penible,  douloureuse,  avec  i'oisivet^  dan'S  laquelle  vous  vivez 
vous-m^mes,  et  que  vous  ne  devez  qu'k  M  nouvelle  dime  qui 
s'exprime  de  son  front." 


AIVD  THE  PARISIANS  91S 

.  He  then  proceeds  to  say,  that  it  is  not  the  poor  only  who  are 
subjected  to  this  severity,  but  the  rich  also  • .  .'^  qoelepr^tre 
de  la  secte  romaine  vent  arr^ter,  troubler  dans  ses  plaisirs,  dans 
ses  ddlassemens.'V  .  .  '^  Un  repas  par  leqael  oncel^bre  Vn- 
nion  de  deux  jeunes  eoears,  Tunion  de  deox  families,  et  dans 
leqael  r^nent  la  joie,  et  peui  iire  aussi  un  peu  plus  que  de 
Ja  gaiUf  est  I'objet  de  la  censure  inexorable  de  ces  pr^tres  ri- 
gides.  .  ,  .  Ilsoublientqneceluiqu'ilsdisent^trelearmal- 
tre  a  consacr^  ces  reunions  par  sa  presence,  et  que  le  Tin 
ayant  manqu^  par  le  trop  grand  usage  qu'on  en  avait  fait,  il 
n'en  a  pas  moins  change  Teau  en  vin.  lis  sont  tous  disposes 
a  r^pondre  comme  ce  Jansdniste  k  qui  Ton  rappelait  cet  int^- 
ressant  episode  de  la  vie  de  J^us,— '  Ge  n'est  pas  ce  qu'il 
a  fait  de  mieux.'^Impie !  .  .  .  .  tu  blasphemes  centre  ton 
maitre!  .... 

*'  Ah !  mes  fr^res,  admirons,  nous,  dans  la  sincerity  de 
notrecceur,  cet  exemple  de  bienveillance  et  de  sociability  pra- 
iiquey  et  benissons  la  bont^  de  J^us.^ 

Then  follows  an  earnest  defence,  or  rather  eulogy,  of  danc- 
ing. But  though  I  greatly  approve  the  exercise  for  young 
people,  and  believe  it  to  be  as  innocent  as  it  is  natural,  I 
wonld  not,  were  I  called  upon  to  preach  a  sermon,  address 
my  hearers  after  this  manner  :— 

^*  Quant  aox  bals,  je  ne  cbercberal  point  k  les  excuser,  4 
ies  d^fendre,  par  des  exemples  puisis  dans  Vicriture  sainte, 
Je  ne  vous  repr^senterai  point  David  dansant  devant  Far- 
che Je  ne  vous  le  donnerai  pas  non  plus  pour  mo- 
dule, k  vous,  jeunes  gens  de  notre  France  «ipo2i0,  si  iUgante, 
car  sans  doute  il  dansait  mal :  puisque  suivanl  la  Bible,  Mi- 
chal,  sa  femme,  voyant  le  roi  David  qui  sautait  et  dansait,  se 
moqna  de  lui  et  le  m^prisa  dans  son  cceur."  There  is  about 
as  much  piety  as  good  taste  in  this. 
I  have  already  given  yon  such  long  extracts,  thai  I  must 
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omit  all  he  says,  and  is  it  much,  in  fovoar  of  this  amusement. 
Such  forbearance  is  the  more  necessary,  as  I  must  give  you  a 
passage  or  two  more  on  other  subjects.  Among  the  general 
reasons  which  he  brings  forward  to  prove  that  f<6tes  and  fes- 
tivals are  beneficial  to  the  people,  he  very  justly  remarks 
that  the  occupation  they  afford  to  industry  is  not  the  least 
important,  observing  that  the  popish  church  takes  no  heed 
of  such  things;  and  then  adds^  addressing  the  manufactu- 
rers,— 

'*  £t  lorsque  le  besoin  se  fera  sentir  et  pour  vous  et  vos  en- 
fans,  allez  k  FArchevdch^ !  .  .  .  &  TArchev^^ ! .  .  .  .  un 
jour  la  colore  du  peuple  a  Matd,— 


''  Je  n'ai  fait  que  passer,  il  n*etait  deja  plus.". 


The  date  which  this  sermon  bears  on  its  title-page  is  4854; 
but  the  event  to  which  this  line  firom  Racine  alludes  was  the 
destruction  of  the  archiepiscopal  palace,  which  took  place,  if 
I  mistake  not,  in  4851 .    If  the''  il  n'itaii  d^U  plus"  alludes 
10  the  palace,  it  is  correct  enough,  for  destruction  could  not 
have  done  its  work  better ;  but  if  it  be  meant  to  describe  the 
fate  of  MoNSEiGNEua  L'ARCHEvfiQUE  DE  Paris,  the  preacher 
is  not  a  prophet ;  for,  in  truth,  the  sacrilegious  rout  *'  n'a  fait 
que  passer,"  and  Monseigneur  has  only  risen  higher  from 
the  blow.    Public  orators  of  all  kinds  should  be  very  cau- 
tious, in  these  moveable  times,  how  they  venture  to  judge 
from  to-day  what  may  be  to-morrow.    The  only  oracular 
sentence  that  can  be  uttered  at  present  with  the  least  chance 
of  success  from  the  development  of  the  future  is, ''  Who  can 
say  what  may  happen  next?"    All  who  have  sufficient  pru- 
dence to  restrict  their  prescience  to  this  acute  form  of  pro- 
phecy may  have  the  pleasure,  let  come  what  may,  of  turning 
to  their  neighbours  triumphantly  with  the  question— ''Did 
I  not  tell  you  that  something  was  going  to  happen?"— but  it 
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is  dangerous  to  be  one  atom  more  precise.  Even  before  this 
letter  can  reach  yon,  my  friend,  M.  I'Abb^s  interpretation  of 
^<  il  n'etait  d^j^  plos"  may  be  more  correct  than  mine.  I  say 
this,  howeyer,  only  to  save  my  credit  with  you  in  case  of  the 
worst;  for  my  priTate  opinion  is,  that  Monseigneur  was 
never  in  a  more  prosperous  condition  in  his  life,  and  that, 
^^as  no  one  can  say  what  will  happen  next,"  I  should  not  be 
at  all  astonished  if  a  cardinal's  hat  were  speedily  to  reward 
him  for  all  he  has  done  and  suffered. 

I  certainly  intended  to  have  given  yon  a  few  specimens 
of  the  Abb^  Auzou's  manner  of  advocating  theatrical  exhi- 
bitions ;  but  I  fear  they  would  lead  me  isAe  too  great  length 
of  citation.  He  is  sometimes  really  eloquent  upon  the  sub- 
ject :  nevertheless,  his  opinions  on  it,  however  reasonable, 
would  have  been  delivered  with  better  effect  from  the  easy- 
chair  of  his  library  than  from  the  pulpit  of  his  church.  It  is 
not  that  what  would  be  good  when  heard  from  the  one  could 
becomeevil  when  listened  to  from  the  other;  but  the  preacher's 
pulpitis  intended  for  other  uses;  and  though  the  visits  to  a 
well-regulated  theatre  may  be  as  lawful  as  eating,  and  as  in- 
nocent too,  we  go  to  the  house  of  God  in  the  hope  of  hearing 
tidings  more  unportant  than  his  minister's  assurance  that  they 
are  so. 


LETTER    XXXIII. 

Establishment  for  Insane  Patients  at  Yanves — Description  of  the 
arrangements.—  Englishman — His  religious  madness. 

You  will  think  perhaps  that  I  have  chosen  oddly  the  object 
which  has  induced  me  to  make  an  excursion  out  of  town,  and 
obliged  me  togive  up  nearly  an  entire  day  at  Paris,  when  I  tell 
you  that  it  was  to  visit  an  institution  for  the  reception  of  the 
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losane.  There  are^  however,  few  things  which  interest  me 
more  than  an  estahlishment  of  this  nature ;  especially  when, 
as  in  the  present  instance,  my  manner  of  introduction  to  it  is 
soch  as  to  give  me  the  hope  of  hearing  the  phenomena  of 
these  awful  maladies  discussed  by  those  well  acquainted  with 
them.  The  establishment  of  MM.  Yoisin  and  Fabret,  at 
Yanves,  was  mentioned  to  me  as  one  in  which  many  improve- 
ments in  the  mode  of  treating  alienation  of  mind  have  been 
su^ested  and  tried  with  excellent  effect;  and  having  the 
opportunity  of  visiting  it  in  company  with  a  lady  who  was 
well  acquainted  with  the  gentlemen  presiding  over  it,  I  deter- 
mined to  take  advantage  of  it.  My  friend,  too,  knew  how  to 
direct  my  attention  to  what  was  most  interesting,  from  hav- 
ing had  a  relation  placed  there,  whom  for  many  months  she 
had  been  in  the  constant  habit  of  visiting. 

Her  introduction  obtained  for  me  the  most  attentive  recep- 
tion, and  the  fullest  explanation  of  their  admirable  system, 
which  appears  to  me  to  combine,  and  on  a  very  large  and 
noble  scale,  everything  likely  to  assuage  the  sufferings,  soothe 
the  spirits,  and  contribute  to  the  health  of  the  patients.. 

Yanves  is  situated  at  the  distance  of  one  league  from  Paris, 
in  a  beautiful  part  of  the  country ;  and  the  establishment  itself, 
from  almost  every  part  of  the  high  ground  on  which  it  is 
placed,  commands  views  so  varied  and  extensive,  as  not  only  to 
render  the  principal  mansion  a  charming  residence,  but  really 
to  make  the  walks  and  drives  within  the  enclosure  of  the  ex- 
tensive  premises  delightful. 

The  grounds  are  exceedingly  well  laid  out,  with  careful  at- 
tention to  the  principal  object  for  which  they  are  arranged,, 
but  without  neglecting  any  of  the  beauty  of  which  the  spot  is 
so  capable.  They  have  shade  and  flowers,  distant  views  and 
sheltered  seats, with  pleasant  walks,  and  even  drives  and  rides,^ 
in  all  directions.    The  enclosure  contains  about  sixtyacres, 
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to  every  part  of  which  the  patients  who  are  well  enough  to 
walk  aboQt  can  be  admitted  with  perfect  safety. 

In  this  park  are  situated  two  or  three  distinct  lodges,  which 
are  found  occasionally  to  be  of  the  greatest  utility,  in  cases 
where  the  most  profound  quiet  is  necessary,  and  yet  where 
too  strict  confinement  would  be  injurious.  Indeed,  it  appears 
to  me  that  the  object  principally  kept  in  view  throughout  all 
the  arrangements,  is  the  power  of  keeping  patients  out  of 
sight  and  hearing  of  each  other  till  they  are  sufficiently  ad- 
vanced towards  recovery  to  make  it  a  real  pleasure  and  ad- 
vantage to  associate  together. 

As  soon  as  they  reach  this  favourable  stage  of  their  conva- 
lescence, they  mix  with  the  family  in  very  handsome  rooms, 
where  books,  music,  and  a  biJliard-table  assist  them  to  pass  the 
hours  without  ennui.  Every  patient  has  a  separate  sleeping- 
apartment,  in  none  of  which  are  the  precautions  necessary  for 
their  safety  permitted  to  be  visible.  What  would  wear  theap^ 
pearance  of  iron  bars  in  every  other  place  of  the  kind  that  I 
have  seen,  are  here  made  to  look  like  very  neat  jalousigs. 
Not  a  bolt  or  a  bar  is  perceptible,  nor  any  object  whatever  that 
might  shock  the  spirit,  if  at  any  time  a  gleam  of  recovered 
intellect  should  return  to  visit  it. 

This  cautious  keeping  out  of  sight  of  the  sufferers  every- 
thing that  might  awaken  them  to  a  sense  of  their  own  condi- 
tion, or  that  of  the  other  patients,  appears  to  me  to  be  the 
most  pecoliar  feature  of  the  discipline,  and  is  evidently  one 
of  the  objects  most  sedulously  kept  in  view.  Next  to  tliis  I 
should  place  the  system  of  inducing  the  male  patients  to 
exercise  their  limbs,  and  amuse  their  spirits^  by  working  in 
the  garden,  at  any  undertaking,  however  bizarre  and  profit- 
less, whidi  can  induce  them  to  keep  mind  and  body  healthily 
employed.  I  know  not  if  this  has  been  systematically  resort- 
ed to  elsewhere ;  but  the  good  sense  of  it  is  certainly  very  ob- 

I.  10 


vious,  and  the  effect,  as  I  was  loW,  is  (buttd  to  be  tery  gene- 
rally beneficial ;  though  it  oceasionally  happens  that  some 
among  them  have  fancied  their  dignity  comjMroirf^d  by  using 
a  spade  or  a  hoe,— and  then  some  of  the  family  join  with  them 
in  the  labour,  to  prove  that  it  Is  merely  a  matter  of  amuse- 
ment :  in  short,  everything  likely  to  dieer  or  soothe  thespirite 
seems  brought  into  use  among  them. 

The  ground  close  adjoining  to  the  honsc  is  divided  into 
many  small  well-enclosed  gardens ;  the  women's  apartments 
opening  to  some,  the  men's  to  others  of  them.  In  several  of 
these  gardens  I  observed  neat  litde  taWes,  such  as  are  used  in 
\herestauranU  of  Paris,  with  a  clean  cloth,  and  all  necessary 
appointments,  placed  pleasantty  and  commodiously  in  the 
shade,  at  each  of  which  was  seated  one  penon,  who  was 
served  with  a  separate  dinner,  and  with  every  appearenoe  of 
oomforl.  Had  I  not  known  their  condition,  I  should  in  many 
instances  have  thought  the  spectacle  a  very  pleasing  ode. 

M.  Voism  walked  through  all  parts  of  the  establishment 
with  us,  and  there  appeared  to  exist  a  perfectly  good  under- 
standmg  between  him  and  his  patients.  Among  many  regu- 
lations, which  all  appeared  excellent,  he  told  me  that  the 
friends  of  his  inmates  were  permitted  at  all  times,  and  under 
nil  cireumsiadces,  to  visU  them  without  any  rcstrdnt  what- 
ever  •  an  arrangement  which  can  only  be^productive  of  confi- 
deno^  and  advantage  to  all  parties;  as  it  is  perfectly  Inconeeiv- 
able  that  any  one  who  hid  felt  obliged  to  place  an  unhappy 
friend  or  relative  under  restraint  should  wfeh  to  interfere  with 
the  discipline  necessary  for  his  ultimate  advantage;  whereas 
a  contrary  system  is  likely  to  give  occasion  to  constant  doubts 
and  ffears  on  one  hand,  and  to  the  possibility  of  ill  treatment 
or  unnecessary  restraint  on  the  otiier.  Inoncof  the  courts ap- 
propriated  to  the  use  of  such  male  patients  as  were  sufficientiy 
convalescent  to  permit  their  associartng  together,  and  amus- 
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ing  themselves  wilh  the  different  games  in  which  they  are 
permitted  to  share,  we  saw  a  young  Englishman,  now  rapidly 
reeovering,  bat  who  had  scrawled  over  the  walls  of  his  own 
sleeping-apartment,  poor  fellow!  with  a  pencil,  a  vast  quan- 
tity of  writing,  almost  wholly  on  religious  salyecU;  proving 
but  too  plasty  that  he  was  one  of  the  many  victuns  of  fiinati- 
cism.  Every  thought  seemed  pregnant  with  suffering,  and 
aometmws  bants  of  agony  were  scrawled  in  trembling  cha- 
racters, that  spoke  the  very  extremity  of  terror.  "  Who  b 
there  can  «ndiire  ere  and  flame  for  ever,  for  ever,  and  for 
ever?"  "  Death  Is  before  ns-Hell  follows  it!"  "The  bot- 
tomless pi*— groans— tortures— aagnish— for  ever'" 
Such  sentences  «s  these  were  stitl  legible,  though  much  had 
been  obliterated. 

VWio  can  wonder  that  a  mind  tfaos  occupied  should  lose 
that  fine  balance  with  whidi  nature  has  arranged  our  facul- 
ties, makiiig  one  keep  watch  and  ward  over  the  other  ? . . 
This  poor  feUow  lost  his  wite  under  the  process  of  conver- 
sion :  Jmlgment  being  entirely  overthrown.  Imagination  had 
vaulted  into  its  seat,  pregnant  with  virions  black  as  night  dark 
-oh!  ta  darher  than  the  tomb!  "palled  in  the  dunnest 
anobe  of  heU,"  and  armed  with  «very  image  for  the  eternity 
of tortufe  that  the  ingennity  of  man  could  devise.  Who  can 
wonder  at  bis  madness?  And  how  many  crimes  an  there 
n»orded  in  the  Newgate  Calendar  which  equal  in  airocity 
•hat  of  so  distorting  a  mind,  that  sought  to  raise  its  humble 
iMipes  towards  heaven ! 

I  felt  pMlienlariy  interested,  for  this  poor  lunatic,  both  as 
my  eoontryman,  and  the  victun  of  by  for  the  most  fearfol  ty- 
ranny than  man  can  exercise  on  man.  Against  all  other  in- 
jory  it  is  not  difficult  to  believe  that  a  steadfost  sphit  can  arm 
itself  and  say  with  Hamlet, 

"I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee." 
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But  agiiinst  this,  it  were  a  yain  boast  to  add, 

<<  ADd  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that, 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself?' 


(>> 


For,  alas !  it  is  that  very  immortality  which  gives  hope,  com- 
fort, and  strength,  under  every  other  persecution  that  paralyses 
the  sufferer  under  this,  and  arms  with  such  horrid  strength 
the  blasphemous  wretch  who  teaches  him  to  tarn  in  terror 
from  his  God.  . 

M.  Yoisin  told  me  that  this  unfortunate  young  man  haS 
been  for  some  time  daily  becoming  more  calm  and  tranquil, 
and  that  he  entertained  not  a&y  doubt  of  his  ultimate  recovery. 

Excepting  this  my  poor  countryman,  the  only  patient  I  saw 
whose  situation  it  was  particularly  painful  to  contemplate  was 
a  young  girl  who  had  only  arrived  the  preceding  day.  There 
was  in  her  eyes  a  restless,  anxious,  agitated  manner  of  looking 
about  on  all  things,  and  gathering  adistinct  idea  from  none— a 
vague  uncertainty  as  to  where  she  was^  not  felt  with  sufficient 
strength  to  amount  to  wonder,  but  enough  to  rob  her  of  all 
the  feeling  of  repose  which  belongs  to  home.  Poor  girl! 
perhaps  some  faltering  unfixable  thought  brought  at  intervals 
the  figure  of  her  mother  to  her;  for  as  I  looked  at  her  pale 
face,  its  vacant  expression  received  more  than  once  a  sad 
but  passing  gleam  of  melancholy  meaning.  She  coughed 
frequently;  but  the  cough  seemed  affected ,-'^^r  rather,  it 
appeared  to  be  an  effort  not  so  much  required  by  her  lungs, 
as  by  the  need  of  some  change,  some  relief-r-she  knew  not 
what,  nor  where  nor  how  to  seek  it.  She  appeared  very 
desirous  of  shaking  off  the  attendance  of  a  woman  who  was 
waiting  upon  her,  and  her  whole  manner  indicated  a  sort  of 
fretful  unrest  that  it  made  one  wretched  to  contemplate.  '  But 
here  again  I  was  comforted  by  the  assurance.that  there  were 
no  symptoms  which  forbade  hope  of  recovery. 
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,  I  remember  beiog  toid,  when  visiting  tb^  lanaitic  asylum 
near  New  York,  that  the  most  frequent  causes  of  insanity 
were  asoertained  to  be  religion  and  drunkenness.  Near  Paris 
I  find  that  love,  high  play,  and  politics  are  considered  as  the 
principal  causes  of  this  calamity;  and  certainly  nothing  can 
be  more  accordant  with  what  observation  would  teach  one  to 
expect  than  boih  these  statements.  At  New  York  the  physi- 
cian told  me  that  madness  arising  from  excessive  drinking  ad<- 
mitted,  in  the  great  majority  of  cases,  of  a  perfect  cure;  but 
^t  religious  aberration  of  intellect  was  much  more  enduring. 

At  Paris  I  have  heard  the  same ;  for  here  also  it  occasionally 
happens,  though  not  often,  that  the  reason  becomes  disturbed 
by  repeated  and  frequent  intoxication :  but  where  either  po- 
litics or  love  has  taken  such  hold  of  the  mind  as  to  disturb  the 
reasoning  power,  the  recovery  is  less  certain  and  more  slow. 

Dr.  Voisin  told  me  that  he  uniformly  found  the  first  symp- 
toms of  insanity  appear  in  the  wavering,  indifferent,  and 
altered  state  of  the  affections  towards  relations  and  friends;— 
apathy,  coldness,  and,  in  some  cases,  dislike,  and  even  violent 
antipathy,  being  sure  to  appear,  wherever  previous  attach- 
ment had  been  the  most  remarkable.  They  sometimes,  but 
not  very  often,  take  capricious  fits  of  fondness  for  strangers; 
but  never  with  any  show  of  reason,  and  never  for  any  length 
of  time.  The  most  certain  symptom  of  an  approach  towards 
recovery  is  when  the  heart  appears  to  be  re-awakened  to  its 
natural  feelings  and  old  attachments. 

There  was  one  old  lady  that  I  watched  eating  her  dinner  of 
vegetables  and  fruit  at  a  little  table  in  one  of  the  gardens,  who 
had  adorned  her  bonnet  with  innumerable  scraps  of  trumpery, 
and  set  it  on  her  head  with  the  most  studied  and  coquettish 
air  imaginable :  she  fed  herself  with  the  grace  or  grimace  of  a 
young  beauty,  eating  grapes  of  a  guinea  a  pound,  from  a 
plate  of  crystal,  with  a  golden  fork.    I  am  sure  she  was  en- 
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joying  all  the  happineas  of  feding  herself  beaatifiil,  elegant, 
and  admired;  and  when  i  looked  at  the  wrinkled  roin  of  her 
once  handsome  foee,  I  coold  hardly  thmk  her  madnen  a  mis- 
fortune; for  thoughl  did  nol  obtain  any  pitiful  story  coneem- 
ing  her,  or  any  history  of  the  caosewluch  brought  her  there, 
I  felt  sure  that  it  must  in  some  way  or  other  be  oonneeted  with 
some  feeling  of  deeply-mortified  vanity;  and  if  I  am  right  in 
my  conjecture,  what  has  the  world  left  fbr  her  equal  in  conso- 
lation to  the  wild  fendes  which  now  shed  such  simpering 
complacency  over  her  oonnteaance  ?  And  might  we  not  ex- 
claim for  her  in  all  kindness— 


« 


Let  but  the  cheat  endure! — She  asks  not  aught  beside?'* 


What  was  passing  in  this  poor  old  head,  it  was  easy  enough 
to  guess— wild  as  it  was,  and  wide  from  the  truth.  But  there 
was  another,  which,  though  I  studied  it  as  long  as  I  could 
possibly  coutrive  to  do  so,  wholly  bafOed  me;  and  yet  I  would 
have  given  much  to  know  what  thoughts  were  flitting  through 
that  young  brain. 

She  was  a  young  girl,  extremely  pretty,  with  coal-black  hair 
and  eyes,  and  seated,  quite  apart  from  all,  upon  a  pleasant 
shady  bench  in  one  of  the  gardens.  Her  face  was  like  a  fliir 
landscape,  over  which  passes  cloud  and  sunshine  in  rapid 
succession :  for  one  mom  rat  she  smiled,  and  the  next  seemed 
preparing  to  weep;  but  belbre  a  tear  could  Ml,  her  fine  teeth 
were  again  displayed  in  an  unmeaning  smile.  Oh,  what  could 
be  the  fleeting  visions  formed  that  worked  her  fency  thus  ? 
Gould  it  be  memory  ?  Or  was  the  fitful  emotion  caused  by 
the  galloping  vagaries  of  an  imagination  which  outstripped 
the  power  of  reason  to  follow  it  ?  Or  was  it  none  of  this,  but 
a  mere  meaningless  movement  of  the  muscles,  that  worked  in 
idle  mockery  of  the  intellect  that  used  to  govern  them? 
I  have  sometimes  thought  it  very  strange  that  people  shotrld 
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feel  80ch  deep  delight  in  watchiagon  the  stage  the  represeii* 
tation  of  the  utmost  extremity  of  human  Turoe  that  the  mind 
of  man  cap  contrive  to  place  before  them;  and  I  have  won- 
dered more,  much  ipore,  at  the  gathering  together  of  thou- 
sands and  tens  qf  thousands,  whenever  the  law  has  doomed 
that  some  wretched  soul  should  be  separated  by  the  hand 
of  man  from  the  body  in  which  it  has  sinned ;  but  I  doubt  if 
my  own  intense  interest  in  watching  poor  humap  nature 
whep  deprived  of  reason  is  not  stranger  still.  I  can  in  no  way 
accoiint  for  it;  but  so  it  is.  I  can  never  withdraw  myself 
from  the  contemplation  of  a  maniac  without  reluctance ;  and 
yet  I  am  always  copscious  of  painful  feelings  as  long  as  it 
lasts,  apd  perfectly  sure  that  I  shall  be  followed  by  more 
painful  feelings  still  when  it  is  over. . 

It  is  certaip,  however,  that  the  comfort,  the  tenderness,  the 
care,  so  evident  in  every  part  of  the  establishment  at  Yanves, 
render  the  contemplation  of  insanity  there  less  painful  than  I 
ever  found  it  dsewhere;  and  when  I  saw  the  air  of  healthy 
physical  enjoyment  (at  least)  with  which  a  large  number  of  the 
patients  prepared  tp  take  their  pastime,  during  their  hours  of 
exercise,  each  according  to  his  taste  or  whi^i,  amid  the  ample 
space  and  well-chosen  accessories  prepared  for  them,  I  could 
not  but  wish  that  every  retreat  fitted  up  for  the  reception  of 
this  unfortunate  portion  of  Ih/^  buynanraoe  could  be  arranged 
on  the  same  plan  and  governed  1^  (he  same  principles. 
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LETTER    XXXIV. 

Biot  at  the  Porte  St.  Martin — PreTented  by  a  shower  of  Rain. — The 
Mob  in  fine  weather. — How  to  stop  l^meutes.— Army  of  Italy. — 
TheAtre  Francis.— Mademoiselle  Mars  in  Henriette.—- Disap- 
pearance of  Comedy. 

THOUGti  Parif  is  really  as  quiet  at  present  as  any  great 
city  can  possibly  be,  still  we  continne  to  be  told  regularly 
every  morning,  *^  qa'il  y  avait  une  ^meute  bier  soir  k  la  Porte 
St.  Martin."  Bat  I  do  assure  you  that  these  are  very  harm^ 
less  little  pastimes;  and  though  it  seldom  happens  that  the 
mysterious  hour  of  revolution-hatching  passes  by  without 
some  arrest  taking  place,  the  parties  are  always  liberated  the 
next  merning,  it  having  appeared  clearly  at  every  examina- 
tion that  the  juvenile  aggressors,  who  are  seldom  above 
twenty  years  of  age,  are  as  harmless  as  a  set  of  croaking  bull- 
frogs on  the  banks  of  the  Wabash.  The  continually-repeated 
mention,  however,  of  these  nightly  meetings,  induced  two 
gentlemen  of  our  party  to  go  to  this  often-named  Porte 
St.  Martin  a  few  nights  ago,  in  hopes  of  witnessmg  the  hu- 
mours of  one  of  these  small  riotings.  But  on  arriving  at  the 
spot  they  found  it  perfectly  tranquil— everything  wore  the 
proper  stillness  of  an  orderly  and  well-protected  night.  A 
few  mflitary  were,  however,  hovering  near  tbe  spot;  and  of 
these  they  made  inquiry  as  to  the  cause  of  a  repose  so'unlike 
what  was  usually  supposed  to  be  the  state  of  this  celebrated 
quarter  of  the  town. 

^'  Maisne  voyez-^vous  pas  que  I'eau  tombe,  messieurs?"  said 
the  national  guard  stationed ^ere : ''  c'est  bien  assez  pour  r^- 
fh)idir  le  feu  de  nos  r^publicains.  S*il  fait  beau  demain  soir, 
messieurs,  nous  aurons  encore  notre  petit  spectacle." 

Determined  to  know  whether  there  was  any  truth  in  these 
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histories  or  not,  and  half  suspecting  that  the  whole  thing,  as 
-well  as  the  assurance  of  the  civil  militaire  to  boot,  was  neither 
more  nor  less  than  a  hoax,  they  last  night,  the  weather  being 
remarkably  fine,  again  attempted  the  adventure,  and  with 
very  different  success. 

On  this  occasion,  there  was,  by  their  description,  as  pretty 
a  little  riot  as  heart  could  wish.  The  numbers  assembled 
were  stated  to  be  above  four  hundred :  military,  both  horse 
and  foot,  were  among  them ;  pointed  hats  were  as  plenty  as 
blackberries  in  September,  and  ^^  banners  waved  without  a 
blast"  on  the  tottering  shoulders  of  little  ragamuffins  who 
had  been  hired  for  two  sous  apiece  to  carry  them. 

On  this  memorable  evening,  which  has  really  made  a  figure 
this  morning  in  some  of  the  republican  journals,  a  consi- 
derable munber  of  the  most  noisy  portion  of  the  mob  were 
arrested ;  but,  on  the  whole,  the  military  appear  to  have  dealt 
very  gently  with  them ;  and  our  friends  heard  many  a  crazy 
borst  of  artisan  eloquence,  which  might  have  easily  enough 
been  construed  into  treason,  answered  with  no  rougher  repar- 
tee than  a  laughing  **  Vive  le  Roi  1 " 

At  one  point,  however,  there  was  a  vehement  struggle  be- 
fore a  young  hero,  equipped  cap-^-pie  k  la  Robespierre,  could 
be  secured;  and  while  two  of  the  civic  guard  were  employed 
in  taking  him,  a  little  fellow  of  about  ten  years  old,  who  had 
a  banner  as  heavy  as  himself  on  his  shoulder,  and  who  was 
probably  squire  of  the  body  to  the  prisoner,  stood  on  tiptoe 
before  him  at  the  distance  of  a  few  feet,  roaring  '^Yive  laK^- 
publique ! "as  loud  as  he oould  bawl. 

Another  fellow,  apparently  of  the  very  lowest  class,  was 
engaged,  during  the  whole  time  that  the  tumult  lasted,  in 
haranguing  a  party  that  he  had  collected  round  him.  His 
arms  were  bare  to  the  shoulders,  and  his  gesticulation  exceed- 
ingly violent. 
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Nous  avonsdes  droits !"  he  exclaimed  with  gfeatvehe^ 
mence.  .  .  .  ^^  Nona  avons  des  droiU-!  .  .  .  Qui  est-oe  qui 
ventlesnler?  ...  Nous  ne  demandons  qiiia  la  charte.  .  .  • 
Qu'its  nous  donnent  la  charte !"  .  .  . 

The  uproar  lasted  about  three  hours,  after  which  the  crowd 
quietly  dispersed ;  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  they  may  all  em- 
ploy themselves  honestly  m  their  respective  callings,  till  the 
next  fine  evening  shall  again  bring  them  together  in  the  dou** 
hie  capacity  of  actors  and  spectators  at  the  ^^  petit  spectacle." 

The  constant  repetition  of  this  idle  riot  seems  now  to  give 
Utile  disturbance  to  any  one;  and  were  it  not  that  the  fines 
and  imprisonments  so  constantly,  and  sometimes  not  very  le- 
niently inflicted,  evidently  3how  that  they  are  thought  worth 
some  attention  (though,  in  fact,  this  system  appears  to  pro- 
dnce  no  effect  whatever  towards  checking  the  daring  demon- 
strations of  disaffection  manifested  by  the  rabble  and  their 
newspaper  supporters),  one  might  deem  this  indifference  the 
result  of  such  sober  confidence  of  strength  in  the  government, 
as  left  Uiem  no  anxiety  whatever  as  to  anything  which  tliis 
troublesome  faction  could  achieve. 

Such,  I  believe,  is  in  fact  the  feeling  of  King  Philippe's  go- 
vernment :  nevertheless,  it  would  certainly  conduce  greatly 
to  the  well-being  of  the  people  of  Paris,  if  such  methods  were 
resorted  to  as  would  effectually  and  at  once  put  a  stop  to  such 
disgraceful  scenes, 

'^Liberty  ajvd  Obdbr"  is  King  Philippe's  motto:  he 
could  only  improve  it  by  adding  ^'  Repose  and  Quiet;"  for 
never  can  he  reign  by  any  other  power  than  that  given  by 
the  hope  of  repose  and  tranquillity.  The  harassed  nation 
looks  to  him  for  these  blessings;  and  if  it  be  disappointed,  the 
result  must  be  terrible. 

Louis-Philippe  is  neither  lliapoleon  nor  Charles  the  Tenth. 
He  has  neither  the  inalienable  rights  of  the  one,  nor  the  over- 
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powering  glory  of  (he  other;  bat  should  he  be  happy  enough 
to  discover  a  way  of  securing  to  this  fine  but  strtfeworn  and 
weary  country  the  tranquil  prosperity  that  it  now'  appears 
beginning  to  enjoy,  he  may  well  be  considered  by  the  French 
people  as  greater  than  either. 

Bold,  fearless,  wise,  and  strong  must  be  the  hand  that  at 
the  present  hour  can  so  wield  the  sceptre  of  France ;  and  I 
think  it  maj  reasonably  be  doubted  if  any  one  could  so  wield 
it,  unless  its  first  act  were  to  wave  ofT  to  a  safe  distance  some 
of  the  reckless  spirits  who  are  ready  to  lay  down  their  lives  on 
the  scaffold— or  in  a  gutter— or  over  a  pan  of  charcoal,, 
rather  than  ^'  live  peaceably  in  that  state  of  life  unto  which  it 
has  pleased  God  to  call  them." 

If  King  Louis-Philippe  would  undertake  a  crusade  to  re- 
store independence  to  Italy,  he  might  converi  every  traitor 
into  a  hero.  Let  him  address  the  army  raised  for  the  pur- 
pose in  the  same  inspiring  words  that  Napoleon  used  of  yore. 

''  Soldats ! Partons !    R^tablk  le  Gapitole 

Reveiller  le  peuple  remain  engourdi  par  plusieurs  sidles 

d'esclavage Tel  sera  le  fruit  de  vos  victoires.    Yous 

rentrerez  alors  dans  vos  foyers,  et  vos  concitoyens  diront  en 
vous  monlrant — ^11  etait  de  Tarm^e  dltalie !".  And  then  let 
him  institute  a  new  order,  entitled  '*  L'Ordre  Imperial  de  la 
Redingotegri8e,"or^^L'Orrde  indomptable  des  Bras  crois^," 
and  accord  to  every  man  the  right  of  admission  to  it,  with  tlie 
honour  to  boot  of  having  an  eagle  embroidered  on  the  brea&t 
of  his  coat  if  he  condueted  himself  gallantly  and  like  a 
Frenchman  in  the  field  of  battle,  and  we  should  soon  find  the 
Porte  St.  Martin  as  quiet  as  the  Autocrat's  dressing-room  at 
St.  Petersburg. 

if  such  an  expedient  as  this  were  resorted  to»  there  would 
no  longer  be  any  need  of  that  indecent  species  of  safetyrvalve 
by  which  the  noxious  vapour  generated  by  the  ill-disposed 
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part  of  the  community  is  now  permitted  to  escape.  It  may 
be  very  ^reat,  dignified,  and  bigh-minded  for  a  king  and  bis 
ministers  to  laugh  at  treasonable  caricatures  and  iseditious 
pleasantries  of  all  sorts,— but  I  do  greatly  doubt  the  wisdom 
of  it.  Human  respect  is  necessary  for  the  maintenance  and 
support  of  human  authority ;  and  that  respect  will  be  more 
profitably  shown  by  a  decent  degree  of  general  external  defe- 
rence, than  by  the  most  sublime  kindlings  of  individual  admi- 
ration that  ever  warmed  the  heart  of  a  courtier.  This  "  arts 
au  lecteur^'  might  be- listened  to  with  advantage,  perhaps,  in 
more  countries  than  one. 

Since  J  last  gave  you  any  theatrical  news,  we  have  been  to 
see  Mademoiselle  Mars  play  the  part  of  Henrlette  in  Moli^re's 
exqai^it^  comedy  of  "  Les  Femmes  Savantes ;"  and  I  really 
think  it  the  most  surprising  exhibition  I  ever  witnessed.  Hav- 
ing seen  her  in  "  Tartuffe"  and  "  Charlotte  Brown"  from  a 
box  in  the  first  circle,  at  some  distance  from  the  stage,  I 
imagined  that  the  distance  had  a  good  deal  to  do  with  the 
effect  still  produced  by  the  grace  of  form,  movement,  and  toi- 
let of  this  extraordinary  woman. 

To  ascertain,  therefore,  how  much  was  delusion  and  how 
much  was  truth  in  the  beauty  I  still  saw  or  fancied,  I  re- 
served upon  the  desperate  experiment  of  securing  that  seat  in 
the  balcony  which  is  nearest  to  the  stage.  It  was  from  this 
place  that  I  saw  her  play  Henriette,  a  character  deriving  no 
ffld  whatever  from  trick  or  st^ge  effect  of  any  kind ;  one,  too, 
whose  charm  lies  wholly  in  simple  unaffected  youthfulness  : 
there  are  no  flashes  of  wit,  no  startling  bits  either  of  pathos 
or  pleasantry— nothing  but  youth,  gentleness,  modesty,  and 
tenderness— nothing  but  a  young  girl  of  sixteen,  rather  more 
quietand  retiring  than  usual.  Yet  this  character,  which  seems 
of  necessity  to  require  youth  and  beauty  in  the  performer, 
though  little  else,  was  personated  by  this  miraculous  old  lady 
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in  a  manlier  that  not  only  enchanted  me— being,  as  I  am,  ro- 
coco-—bat  actually  drew  forth  from  the  omnipotent  jeunes 
gens  in  the  parterre  such  clamorous  rapture  of  applause  as 
must,  I  think,  have  completely  overset  any  actress  less  used  to 
it  than  herself.    Is  not  this  marvellous  ? 

How  much  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  the  art  of  writing  co- 
medy has  passed  away!  They  have  vaudevilles  here- 
charming  things  in  their  way ;  and  we  have  farces  at  home 
that  certainly  cannot  be  thought  of  without  enjoying  the 
gratification  of  a  broad  grin.  But  for  comedy,  where  the  in- 
tellect is  called  upon  as  well  as  the  muscles,  it  is  dead  and 
gone.  The  ^^  Hunchback  "  is  perhaps  the  nearest  approach 
to  it,  whose  birth  I  remember  in  our  country,  and  '^Bertrand 
and  Raton"  here;  but  in  both  cases  the  pleasurable  excite- 
ment is  produced^more  by  the  plot  than  the  characters — more 
by  the  business  of  the  scene  than  by  the  wit  and  elegance  of  the 
dialogue,  except  perhaps  in  the  pretty  wilfulness  of  Julia  in 
the  second  act  of  the  '^Hunchback."  But  even  here  I  suspect 
it  was  more  the  playful  grace  of  the  enchanting  actress  who 
first  appeared  in  the  part,  than  anything  in  the  words  *'  set 
down  for  her,"  which  so  delighted  us. 

We  do  now  and  then  get  a  new  tragedy,— witness  '^  Fazio" 
and  ^^  Rienzi[;"  but  Comedy— genuine,  easy,  graceful,  flow- 
ing, talking  Comedy— is  dead  :  I  think  she  followed  Sheri- 
dan to  the  grave  and  was  buried  with  him !  But  never  is 
one  so  conscious  of  the  loss,  or  so  inclined  to  mourn  it,  as  af- 
ter seeing  a  comedy  of  Molidre's  of  the  first  order, — for  his 
pieces  should  be  divided  into  classes,  like  diamonds.  What 
a  burst  of  new  enjoyment  would  rush  over  all  England,  or  all 
France,  if  a  thing  like  ^^The  School  for  Scandal"  or  '^Les 
Femmes  Savantes"  were  to  appear  before  them ! 

.  Fancy  the  delight  of  sitting  to  hear  wit— wit  that  one  did 
not  know  by  rote,  bright,  sparkling,  untastediis  yet  by  any 
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—new  and  fresh  from  the  living  foantain !— not  coming  to 
one  in  the  shape  of  coin,  already  bearing  the  Jawful  stamp  of 
ten  thousand  plaudits  to  prove  it  genuine,  and  to  refuse  to  ac- 
cept which  would  he  treason ;  but  as  native  gold,  to  which 
the  touchstone  of  your  own  intellect  must  be  applied  to  test 
its  worth !    Shall  we  ever  experience  this? 

It  is  Strang^  that  the  immense  mass  of  material  for  comedy 
which  the  passing  scenes  of  this  singular  epoch  furnish  should 
not  be  worked  up  by  some  one.  Moliere  seems  not  to  have 
suffered  a  single  passing  folly  to  escape  him.  Had  he  Hved  in 
these  days,  what  delicious  whigs,  radicals,  **  penny-rint" 
kings,  from  our  side  of  the  water,— what  tragic  poets,  repub- 
licans, and  parvenus  from  his  own,  w(Mild  he  have  cheered 

us  withal ! 

Roxisseau  says,  that  when  a  theatre  produces  pieces  which 
represent  the  real  manners  of  the  peoj^e,  they  must  greatly 
assist  those  who  are  present  at  them  to  see  and  amend  what 
is  vicious  or  absm'd  in  themselves,  '*  comme  on  dte  devant  un 
miroir  les  taches  de  son  visage."  The  idea  is  excellent;  and 
surely  there  never  was  a  time  when  it  would  be  so  easy  or  so 
useful  to  put  it  in  practice.  Would  the  gods  but  send  a  She- 
ridan to  England  and  a  Moliere  to  France,  we  might  yet  live 
to  see  some  of  our  worst  misfortunes  turned  to  jest,  and,  like 
the  man  choking  in  a  quinsey,  laugh  ourselves  into  iiealth 
again. 
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LETTER    XXXV. 

Soiree  dansante.— ^Toung  Ladies.— Old  Ladies. — Anecdote.— Tire 
Consolations  of  Chaperones. — Flirtations. — Discussion  upon  the 
variations  between  young  Married  Women  in  France  and  in  £ng- 
land. — Making  love  by  deputy — Not  likely  to  answer  in  England. 

Last  night  we  were  at  a  ball,  or  rather,  I  shoald  say,  a 
^^soirie  dansanie;*'  for  at  this  season,  thoagh  people  may 
dance  from  night  to  morning,  there  are  no  balls.  Bnt  let  it 
be  called  by  what  name  it  may,  it  coald  not  have  been  more 
gay  and  agreeable  were  this  the  month  of  January  instead  of 
May. 

There  were  several  English  gentlemen  present,  who,  to 
the  great  amusement  of  some  of  the  company,  uniformly 
selected  their  partners  from  among  the  young  ladies.  This 
may  appear  very  natural  to  you ;  but  here  it  is  thought  the 
most  unnatural  proceeding  possible. 

To  a  novice  in  French  society,  there  is  certainly  no  circum- 
stance so  remarkable  as  the  diff^ent  position  which  the  un- 
married hold  in  the  drawing-rooms  <^f  England  and  les  sa- 
Ims  of  France.  With  us,  the  prettiest  things  to  look  at,  and 
the  partners  first  sought  for  the  dance,  are  the  young  girls. 
Brilliant  in  the  perfection  of  their  youthful  bloom,  graceful 
and  gay  as  young  fawns  in  every  movement  of  the  most  es- 
sentially juvenile  of  all  exercises,  and  eclipsing  the  light  ele- 
gance of  thdr  own  toilet  by  loveitness  that  leaves  no  eyes  to 
stady  its  decoration,  it  is  they  who,  in  spite  of  diamonds 
and  of  blonde,  of  wedded  beauty  or  of  titled  grace,  ever  ap- 
pear to  be  the  principal  actors  in  a  ball-room.  But  ^^  they 
manage  these  matters"  quite  otherwise  ^Mn  France." 

Unfortunately,  it  may  sometimes  happen  among  us,  that  a 
coquettish  matron  may  be  seen  to  lead  the  giddy  waltz  witli 
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more  sprigbtliness  than  wisdom ;  but  she  always  does  it  at 
the  risk  of  being  mal  notie  in  some  way  or  olher,  more  or 
less  gravely,  by  almost  every  person  present;  nay,  I  would 
by  no  means  encourage  her  lo  be  very  certain  that  her  ton- 
ish  partner .  himself  would  not  be  better  pleased  to  whirl 
round  the  mazy  circle  with  one  of  the  slight,  light,  sylph- 
like creatures  he  sees  flying  past  him,  than  with  the  most 
feshionable  married  woman  in  London. 

But  in  Paris  all  this  is  totally  reversed ;  and,  what  is  strange 
enough,  you  will  find  in  both  countries  that  the  reason  as- 
signed for  the  difference  between  them  arises  from  national 
attention  to  good  morals. 

On  entering  a  French  ball-room,  instead  of  seeing  the 
youngestand  loveliest  part  of  the  company  occupying  the  most 
conspicuous  places,  surrounded  by  the  gayest  men,  and 
dressed  with  the  most  studied  and  becoming  elegance,  you 
n^ust  look  for  the  young  things  quite  in  the  back-ground,  so- 
berly and  quietly  attired,  and  almost  wholly  eclipsed  behind 
the  more  fully-blown  beauties  of  their  married  friends. 

H  is  really  marvellous,  considering  how  very  much  prettier 
a  girl  is  at  eighteen  than  she  can  possibly  be  some  dozen 
years  afterwards,  to  see  how  completely  fashion  will  never- 
theless have  itst)wn  way,  making  the  worse  positively  appear 
the  better  beauty.    - 

All  ihat  exceedii^  charm  and  fascination  which  is  for  ever 
and  always  attributed  to  an  elegant  Frenchwoman,  belongs 
wholly,  fltolely,  and  altogether  to  her  after  she  becomes  a  wife. 
A  young  French  girl,  '^ parfaitement  him  Mevie,"  look*— 
^^  parfaitement  hien  devee;"  but  it  must  be  cctofe9sed^  also, 
that  she  looks  at  tlie  same  time  as  if  her  governess  (and  a 
sharp  one)  were  looking  over  her  shoulder.  She  will  be 
dressed,  of  course,  with  the  nicest  precision  and  most  exact 
propriety.    Hei^  corsets  will  forbid  a  wrinkle  to  appear  in  her 
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robe,  iand  her  friseur  deny  permission  to  any  single  hair  tliat 
might  wish  to  deviate  from  the  station  appointed  for  it  by  his 
stiff  control.  But  if  you  would  see  that  graceful  perfection 
of  the  toilet,  that  unrivalled  agacerie  of  costume  which  dis- 
tinguishes a  French  woman  from  all  others  in  the  world,  you 
must  turn  from  mademoiselle  to  madame.  The  very  sound 
of  the  voice,  too,  is  different.  It  should  seem  as  if  the  heart 
and  soul  of  a  French  girl  were  asleep,  or  at  least  dozing,  till 
the  ceremony  of  marriage  awakened  them.  As  long  as  it  is 
mademoiselle  who  speaks,  there  is  something  monotonous, 
dull,  and  uninteresting  in  the  tone,  or  rather  in  the  tune,  of 
her  voice ;  but  when  madame  addresses  joa,  all  the  charm 
that  manner,  cadence,  accent  can  bestow,  is  sure  to  greet  yon. 

In  England,  on  the  contrary,  of  all  the  charms  peculiar  to 
youthful  loveliness,  I  know  none  so  remarkable  as  the  uncon- 
strained, fresh,  natural,  sweet,  and  joyous  sound  of  a  young 
girl's  voice.  It  is  as  delicious  as  ihe  note  of  the  lark,  when 
rising  in  the  first  freshness  of  morning  to  meet  the  sun.  It 
is  not  restrained,  held  in,  and  checked  into  tameness  by  any 
fear  lest  it  should  too  early  show  its  syren  power. 

Even  in  the  dance  itself,  the  very  arena  for  the  display  of 
youthful  gracefulness,  the  young  French  girl  fails,  when  her 
well-taught  steps  are  compared  with  the  easy ,  careless,  fasci- 
nating movements  of  the  married  woman. 

In  the  simple  kindness  of  manner  too,  which,  if  there 
were  no  other  attraction,  would  ever  suCGce  to  render  an  un- 
affected good-natured  young  girl  charming,  there  must  ht 
here  a  cautious  restraint.  A  demoiselle  Frangaise  would  be 
prevented  by  Uens^ance  from  showing  it,  were  she  the  gen- 
tlest-hearted creature  breathing. 

A  young  Englishman  of  my  acquaintance,  who,  though 
he  had  been  a  good  deal  in  French  society,  was  not  initiated 
into  the  mysteries  of  female  education,  recounted  to  me  the 
1.  to. 
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olher  day  an  adventare  Of  his,  which  is  germain  to  the  mat- 
ter, though  not  having  much  to  do  with  our  last  nigbt's  hall. 
Thb  young  man  had  for  a  long  time  been  very  kindly  re- 
ceived in  a  French  family,  had  repeatedly  dined  with  them, 
and,  in  fact,  considered  himself  as  admitted  to  their  house  on 
the  footing  of  an  intimate  friend. 

The  only  child  of  this  family  was  a  daughter,  rather  pretty^ 
but  cold,  silent,  and  repulsive  in  manner ;  almost  awkward, 
and  utterly  uninteresting.  Every  attempt  to  draw  her  into 
conversation  had  ever  proved  abortive ;  and  though  often  in 
her  company^  the  Englishman  hardly  thought  sht  could  con- 
sider him  as  an  acquaintance. 

The  young  man  returned  to  England,  but,  after  some 
months,  again  revisited  Paris.  While  standing  one  day  in 
earnest  contemplation  of  a  picture  at  the  Louvre,  he  was 
startled  at  being  suddenly  addressed  by  an  extremely  beanti- 
fol  woman,  who,  in  the  kindest  and  most  friendly  manner 
imaginable,  asked  him  a  multitude  of  questions,  made  a  thou- 
sand inquiries  after  his  health,  invited  him  earnestly  to  come 
and  see  her,  and  concluded  by  exclaiming,  '^  Mais  c'est  un 
si^le  depuis  que  je  vous  ai  vn." 

My  friend  stood  gazing  at  her  with  equal  admirati(m  and 
surprise.  He  began  to  remember  that  he  had  seen  her  be^ 
fore,  but  when  or  where  he  knew  not.  She  saw  his  embar^ 
rassment  and  smiled.  ^^  Yous  m'avez  oubtid  done  ?^  said 
she.    ^^  Je  m'appelle  Egle  de  P .    Mais  je  suis  mari^." 

But  to  return  to  our  ball. 

As  I  saw  the  married  women  taken  out  to  dance  one  after 
the  other,  till  at  last  there  was  not  a  single  dancing-looking 
man  left,  I  felt  myself  getting  positively  angry ;  for,  notwith- 
standing the  assistance  given  by  my  ignorant  coimtrymen, 
there  were  still  at  least  half  a  dozen  French  girls  unprovided 
with  cavaliers. 
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They  did  not,  however,  look  by  many  degrees  so  sadly  dis- 
appointed as  ^ogiish  girls  would  do  did  the  same  misfortune 
betide  them.  They,  like  the  poor  eels,  were  used  to  it ;  and 
the  gentleman,  too,  were  cruelly  used  to  the  task  of  torture, 
—making  their  pretty  little  feet  beat  time  upon  the  floor, 
while  Ihey  watched  the  happy  wedded  in  pairs— not  wedded 
paipsTrrawini  before  their  eyes  in  mases  which  they  would 
ooost  gladly  have  threaded  after  them. 

When  at  length  all  the  married  ladies,  young  and  oM,  were 
duly  proyided  Cor,  several  staid  and  very  respeotable-looking 
gentlenien  emerged  from  comers  and  so&s,  and  presentmg 
themselves  to  the  young  expectants,  were  aeeepted  with  quiet 
gtatefiil  amHes,  and  permitted  to  lead  them  to  the  dance. 

Ok]  ladies  Uke  myself,  whose  fate  attaches  them  to  the 
walls  of  a  ball-room,  are  accustomed  to  find  their  consolation 
and  amusement  from  various  sources.  First,  they  enjoy  such 
conversation  as  they  can  patch ;  or,  if  tbey  wiU  sit  tolerably 
silent,  they  may  often  hear  the  prettiest  airs  of  the  season  ex- 
oeedingly  well  played.  Then  the  whole  arena  of  twinkling 
feet  is  open  to  their  criticism  and  admiration.  Another  con- 
solatioB,  and  frequently  a  very  substantial  one,  is  found  in  the 
supper  ;'-rnay ,  sometimes  a  passing  ice  will  be  caught  to  cheer 
the.  weary  watcher.  Bqt  tliere  Is  another  species  of  amuse- 
meat,  the  general  avo:^ral  pf  wl)ich  might  lead  the  younger  part 
of  the  civilized  world  to  wish  that  old  ladies  wore  blinkers : 
I  allude  to  the  quiet  contemplation  of  half  a  dozen  sly  flirta- 
tions that  may  be  going  on  around  them,— some  so  well  ma- 
naged! —  somei  so  elumsiJy ! 

But  upon  all  these  occasiens^  in  England,  though  well-be. 
haved  old  ladies  will  always  take  especial  car^  not  so  to  see 
that  tbdr  seeing  shall  be  seen,  th^  still  look  about  them  with 
no  feeling  of  restraint-'^no  consciousness  that  they  would  ra- 
ther be  anywhere  else  than  spectators  of  what  is  going  for- 
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^miti  near  them.  They  feel,  at  least  I  am  sare  I  do,  a  very 
'comfortable  assarance  that  the  fair  one  is  engaged,  not  in 
marring,  bat  in  making  her  fortune.  Here  again  I  may  quote 
the  often^iaoted,  and  say,  ^'  They  manage  all  these  matters 
diffo^ntly  at  least,  if  not  better,  in  France." 

Ih  England,  if  a  woman  is  seen  going  through  all  the  ma- 
iKBUvres  of  the  flirting  exercise,  from  the  first  animating  re- 
ception of  the  ^'  How  d'ye  do?"  to  the  last  soft  consciousness 
xrhich  fixes  the  eyes  immovably  on  the  floor,  while  the  head, 
gently  inclined,  seems  willing  to  indulge  the  happy  ear  in  re- 
ceiving intoxicating  draughts  of  parfait  amour,— when  this 
is  seen  in  England,  even  should  the  lady  be  past  eighteen,  one 
feels  assured  that  she  is  not  married ;  but  here,  without  scan- 
dal or  thcshadow  of  scandal  be  it  spoken,  one  feels  equally  well 
assured  that  she  is.  She  may  be  a  widow -H)r  she  may  flirt  In 
the  innocence  of  her  heart,  because  it  is  the  fashion ;  but  she 
<»miot  do  it,  because  she  is  a  young  lady  intending  to  foe 
married. 

I  was  deeply  engaged  in  these  speculations  last  nigtit,  when 
an  elderly  lady — who,  for  some  reason  or  other,  not  very  easy 
to  divine,  actually  never  waltzes— came  across  the  room  and 
placed  lierself  by  my  side.  Though  she  does  not  waltz,  she 
isa  very  cbarmifig'person';  and  as  I  had  often  conversed  with 
ber  before,  I  now  welcomed  her  approach  with  great  pleasure. 

'<  A  quoi  pense2-vous,  Madame  Trollope  ?*'  said  she :  ^'  voos 
avez  Fair  de  m^diter.*' 

I  deliberated  for  a  moment  whether  I  should  venture  to  tdl 
her  exactly  what  was  passing  in  my  mind;  but  as  I  deliberat- 
ed, I  looked  at  ber,  and  there  was  that  in  her  countenance 
which  assured  me  I  should  have  no  severity  to  fear  if  I  put  ber 
wholly  in  my  confidence :  I  therefore  replied  very  frankly,^ 

'*  I  am  meditating ;  and  it  is  en  the  position  which  uamaiv 
Tied  women  hold  in  France." 
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** Unmarried  women? Yon  will  scarcely  find  any  wich 

inFrance,'' said  «he. 

*^  Are  not  those  young  ladies  who  have  jnst  finished  their 
qoadrilte  onmarried  ?" 

'^  Ah ! . . .  But  you  cannot  call  them  unmarried  women. 
EUes  aoni  des  demoiselles^* 

**^  Well,  then,  my  meditations  were  concerning  them." 

"Ehbien...." 

^^  Eh  bien ...  It  appears  to  me  thai  the  ball  is  not  given-^ 
that  the  mnsic  does  not  play^- that  the  gentlemen  are  not  em- 
pressiSy  for  them." 

**  No,  certainly.  It  would  be  quite  contrary  to  our  ideas 
of  what  is  right  if  it  were  so." 

^*  With  us  it  is  so  different! ....  It  is  always  the  young  la- 
dies who  are,  at  least,  the  ostensible  heroines  of  every  ball- 
room." 

''  The  ostensible  heroines  ?"....  She  dwelt  rather  strongly 
upon  the  adjective,  adding,  with  a  smile, — ^^  Our  ostensible 
are  our  real  heroines  upon  these  occasions." 

I  explained.  ^'  The  real  heroines,"  said  I,  ^'  will,  I  con- 
fess, in  cases  of  ostentation  and  display,  be  sometimes  the  la- 
dies who  give  balls  in  return." 

"  Well  explained,"  said  she,  laughing :  "Icertainly  thought 
you  had  another  meaning.  You  think,  then,"  she  continued, 
^*  that  our  young  married  women  are  made  of  too  much  im- 
portance among  us?" 

"  Oh  no !"  I  replied  eagerly :  "  it  is,  in  my  opinion,  ahnost 
impossible  to  make  them  of  too  much  importance;  for  I  be- 
lieve that  it  IS  entirely  upon  their  influence  that  the  tone  of 
society  depends." 

^'  You  are  quite  right.  It  is  impossible  for  those  who  have 
lived  as  long  as  we  have  in  the  world  to  doubt  it ;  but  how 
can  this  be,  if,  upon  the  occasions  which  brmg  people  toge- 
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ther,  tbey  are  to  be  overlooked,  while  yoang  girls  who  have 
as  yet  no  position  fixed  are  brought  forward  instead  ?" 

^^  Bat  sorely,  being  brought  forward  to  dance  in  a  waltz  or 
quadrille,  is  not  the  sort  of  consequence  which  we  either  of 
us  mean  ?" 

'^  Perhaps  not ;  but  it  is  one  of  its  necessary  results.  Our 
women  marry  young,— as  soon,  in  fact,  as  their  education  is 
finished,  and  before  they  have  been  [tormitted  to  enter  the 
world,  or  share  in  the  pleasures  of  it.  Their  destiny,  there- 
fore, instead  of  being  the  brightest  that  any  women  enjoy, 
would  be  the  most  trtsle,  were  they  forbidden  to  enter  into 
the  amusements  so  natural  to  their  age  apd  national  character, 
because  they  were  married." 

^^  But  may  there  not  be  danger  in  the  cmuxai  which  throws 
young  females,  thus  early  and  irrevocably  engaged,  for  the 
first  time  into  the  society,  and,  as  it  were,  upon  the  attentions 
of  men  whom  it  has  already  become  their  dqty  not  to  copsider 
as  too  amiable?" 

^'  Oh  no ! ...  If  a  young  woman  be  well-disposed,  it  is  not 
a  qqadrille,  or  a  waltz  either,  tbat  will  lead  her  astray.  If  it 
could,  it  would  surely  be  the  duty  of  all  the  legislators  of  the 
earth  to  forbid  the  exercise  for  ever."  . 

'^  No,  no,  no!"  I  said  earnestly;  ^'  I  mean  nothing  of  the 
kind,  I  assure  you  :  on  the  contrary,  I  am  so  convinced,  from 
the  recollections  of  my  own  feelings,  and  my  observ^^tions  on 
those  of  others,  that  dancing  is  not  a  fictitious,  but  a  real,  na- 
tural source  of  enjoyment,  the  inclination  for  which  is  inhe- 
rent in  us,  that,  instead  of  wishirig  it  to  be  forbidden,  I  would, 
had  I  the  power,  make  it  infinitely  more  general  and  of  more 
frequent  occurrence  than  it  is :  young  people  should  never 
meet  each  other  without  the  power  of  dancing  if  they  ^wished 
it." 

'<  And  from  this  animating  pleasure,  for  which  you  confess 
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that  there  is  a  sort  of  hesoin  wiihin  us,  you  would  exclude  all 
the  young  women  above  seventeen— because  they  are  mar- 
ried?.  • .  I^oor  things ! , . .  Instead  of  finding  them  so  willing 
as  they  generally  are  to  enter  on  the  busy  scenes  of  life,  I 
think  we  should  have  great  difficulty  in  getting  their  pemiis^ 
sion  to  monter  un  minage  for  them.  Marriage  would  be  soon 
held  in  abhorrence  if  such  were  its  laws." 

'^  I  would  not  have  them  such,  I  assure  yon,"  replied  I, 
rather  at  a  loss  how  to  explain  myself  fully  without  saying 
something  that  might  either  be  construed  into  coarseness  of 
thinking  and  a  cruel  misdoubting  of  innocence,  or  else  into  a 
very  uncivil  attack  upon  the  national  manners :  I  was  there* 
fore  silent. 

My  companion  seemed  to  expect  that  I  should  proceed,  but 
after  a  short  interval  resumed  the  conversation  by  saying*-^ 
^^  Then  what  arrangement  would  you  propose,  to  reconcile 
the  necessity  of  dancing  with  the  propriety  of  keeping  married 
women  out  of  the  danger  which  you  seem  to  imagine  might 
arise  from  it  ?" 

^'  It  would  be  too  national  were  I  to  reply,  that  I  tliink  our 
mode  of  proceeding  in  this  case  is  exactly  what  it  ought  to  be*" 

'^  But  such  is  your  opinion  ?" 

'^  To  speak  sincerely^  I  believe  it  is." 

*^  Will  you  then  have  the  kindness  to  explain  to  me  the 
difference  in  this  respect  between  France  and  England  ?" 

'^  The  only  difference  between  us  .which  I  mean  to  advo- 
cate is,  that  with  gs  the  amusement  which  throws  young  peo- 
ple together  under  circumstances  the  most  likely,  perhaps,  to 
elicit  expressions  of  gallantry  and  admiration  from  the  men, 
and  a  gracious  reception  of  them  from  the  women,  is  cona- 
dered  as  befitting  the  single  rather  than  the.  married  part  of 
the  community." 

"  With  us,  indeed,  it  is  exactly  the  reverse,"  replied  she, 
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— '^  at  least  as  respects  the  yoang  ladies.  By  addressing  the 
idle  nnmeaning  gallantry  inspired  by  the  dance  to  a  young 
girl,  we  should  deem  the  cautious  delicacy  of  restraint  in 
which  she  is  enshrined  transgressed  and  broken  in  upon.  A 
young  girl  should  be  given  to  her  husband  before  her  passions 
have  been  awakened  or  her  imagination  eicited  by  the  voice 
of  gallantry." 

^^  But  when  ^e  is  given  to  him,  do  yon  think  this  process 
more  desirable  than  ^before?" 

''  Geitainly  it  is  not  desirable ;  but  it  is  inGnitely  less  dan- 
gerous. When  a  girl  is  first  married,  her  feelings,  her 
thoughts,  her  imagination,  are  wholly  occupied  by  her  hus^ 
band.  Her  mode  of  education  has  ensured  this;  and  after^ 
wards,  it  is  at  the  choice  of  her  husband  whether  he  will  se- 
cure and  retain  her  young  heart  for  himself.  If  he  does  thiis, 
it  is  not  a  waltz  or  quadrille  that  will  rob  him  of  it.  In  no 
country  have  husbands  so  little  reason  to  complain  of  their 
wives  as  in  France;  for.  in  no  country  does  the  manner  in 
which  they  live  with  them  depend  so  wholly  on  themselves. 
With  you,  if  your  novels,  and  «ven  the  strange  trials  made 
public  to  all  the  world  by  your  newspapers,  may  be  trusted, 
the  very  reverse  is  the  case.  Previous  attachments— early 
affection  broken  off  before  the  marriage,  to  be  renewed  after 
it— these  are  the  histories  we  hear  and  read^  and  most  assur- 
edly they  do  not  tempt  us  to  adopt  your  system  as  an  amend- 
ment upon  our  own."    - 

"  The  very  notoriety  of  the  cases  to  which  you  allude 
proves  their  rare  occurrence,"  replied  I.  **  Such  sad  histories 
would  have  but  little  interest  for  the  public,  either  as  tales  or 
trials,  if  they  did  not  relate  circumstances  marked  and  apart 
from  ordinary  life." 

Assuredly.    But  you  will  allow  also  that,  however  rare 
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they  may  be  in  England,  such  records  of  scandal  and  of 
shame  are  rarer  still  in  France  ?" 

*'  Occurrences  of  the  kind  do  not  perhaps  produce  so  much 
sensation  here,"  said  I. 

^'  Because  they  are  more  common,  you  would  say.  Is  not 
that  your  meaning  ?"  and  sbe  smiled  reproachfully. 

^^ It  certainly  was  not  my  meaning  to  say  so,"  I  replied; 
'^  and,  in  truth,  it  is  neither  a  useful  nor  a  gracious  occupation 
to  examine  on  which  side  the  Channel  the  greater  proportion 
of  virtue  may  be  found;  though  it  is  possible  some  good 
might  be  done  on  both,  were  the  education  in  each  country 
to  be  modified  by  tbq  introduction  of  what  is  best  in  the 
other." 

**  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,"  said  she;  '^  and  as  we  go  on  ex- 
changing fashions  so  amicably,  who  knows  but  we  may  live  to 
see  your  young  ladies  shut  up  a  little  more,  while  their  mothers 
and  fathers  look  out  for  a  suitable  marriage  for  them,  instead 
of  inflicting  Uie  awkward  task  upon  themselves  ?  And,  in  re- 
turn, perhaps  our  young  wives  may  lay  aside  their  little  co- 
quetries and  become  meres  respectables  somewhat  earlier 
than  they  do  now.    But,  in  truth,  they  all  come  to  it  at  last." 
As  she  finished  speaking  these  words,  a  new  waltz  sound- 
ed, and  again  a  dozen  couples,  some  ill,  some  well  matched, 
swam  past  us.    One  of  the  pairs  was  composed  of  a  very  fine- 
looking  young  man,  with  blue-black  favoris  and  moustaches, 
tall  as  a  tower,  and  seeming,  if  air  and  expression  may  be 
trusted,  very  tolerably  well  pleased  with  himself.    His  dan- 
sense  might  unquestionably  have  addressed  her  husband,  who 
sat  at  no  great  distance  from  us,  drawing  up  his  gouty  feet 
under  his  chair  to  let  her  pass,  in  these  touching  words  :— 

'*  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phcebus'  cart  gone  roiuid 
Neptune's  salt  wash  and  Tellus*  orbed  ground, 
I.  11 
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And  thirty  dozen  moons,  with  borrowed  sheen, 
About  the  world  have  times  twelve  thirties  been, 
Since  Love  our  hearts  and  Hjrmen  did  our  hands 
Unite  commutual  in  most  sacred  bands.'* 

My  neighbour  and  I  looked  up  and  exchanged  glances  as 
they  went  by.    We  both  laughed. 

'^At  least  you  will  allow/'  said  she,  ''that  this  is  one  of  the 
cases  in  which  a  married  lady  may  indulge  her  passion  for 
the  dance  without  danger  of  consequences?" 

'*  I  am  hot  quite  sure  of  that,"  replied  I.  ^'  If  she  be  not 
found  guilty  of  sin,  she  will  scarcely  obtain  a  verdict  that 
shall  acquit  her  of  folly.  But  what  can  induce  that  magnifi- 
cent personage,  who  looks  down  upon  her  as  if  engaged  in 
measuring  the  distance  between  them— what  could  induce 
him  to  request  the  honour  of  enclosing  her  venerable  waist  in 
his  arm?" 

'^  Nothing  more  easily  explained.  That  little  fair  girl  sit- 
timc  in  yonder  corner,  with  her  hair  so  tightly  drawn  off  her 
forehead,  is  her  daughter—her  only  daughter,  and  will  have 
a  noble  dot  Now  you  understand  it? ... .  And  tell  me, 
in  case  his  speculation  should  not  succeed,  is  it  not  better 
that  this  excellent  lady,  who  waltzes  so  very  like  a  duck, 
should  receive  all  the  eloquence  with  which  he  will  seek  to 
render  himself  amiable,  upon  her  time-steeled  heart,  than 
that  the  delicate  little  girl  herself  should  have  to  listen  to  it  ?" 

*'  And  you  really  would  recommend  us  to  adopt  this  mode 
of  love-making  by  deputy,  letting  the  mamma  be  the  substi- 
tute, till  the  young  lady  has  obtained  a  brevet  to  listen  to  the 
language  of  love  in  her  own  person?  However  excellent 
the  scheme  may  be,  dear  lady,  it  is  vain  to  hope  that  we  shall 
ever  be  able  to  introduce  it  among  us.  The  young  ladies,  I 
suspect,  would  exclaim,  as  you  do  here,  when  expla'ning  why 
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yoa  cannot  permit  any  English  innovations  among  yon,  *'  Ge 
n'est  pas  dans  nos  moeurs." 

lassnreyon,  my  friend,  that  I  have  not  composed  this 
conversation  d  loiHr  for  your  amusement,  for  I  have  set 
down  as  nearly  as  possible  what  was  said  to  roe,  thongh  I 
have  not  quite  given  it  all  to  yoo;  bat  my  letter  is  already 
long  enough. 


LETTER    XXXVI. 

IraproTemeiits  of  Paris. — Introduction  of  Carpets  and  Trottoirs. — 
MaisonBettes^Nol  likely  to  answer  in  Paris. — The  necessity  of  a 
Porter  and  Port^*s  Lodge. — Comparative  Expenses  of  France  and 
England. — Increasing  Wealth  of  the  Bourgeoisie. 

Among  the  many  recent  improvements  in  Paris  which 
evidently  owe  their  origin  to  England,  those  which  strike  the 
eye  first,  are  the  almost  universal  introduction  of  carpets 
within  doors,  and  the  frequent  blessing  of  a  trottoir  without. 
In  a  few  years,  unless  all  paving-stones  should  be  torn  up  in 
search  of  more  immortality,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  will 
be  almost  as  easy  to  walk  in  Paris  as  in  London.  It  is  true 
that  the  old  streets  are  not  quite  wide  enough  to  admit  such 
enormous  esplanades  on  each  side  as  Regent  and  Oxford 
Streets;  bnt  all  that  is  necessary  to  safety  and  comfort  may  be 
obtained  with  less  expense  of  space;  and  to  those  who  knew 
Paris  a  dozen  years  ago,  when  one  had  to  hop  from  stone  to 
stone  in  the  fond  hope  of  escaping  wet  shoes  in  the  dogdays 
•  tormented  too  during  the  whole  of  this  anxious  process  with 
the  terror  of  being  run  over  by  carts,  fiacres,  coucous,  cabs, 
and  wheelbarrows— whoever  remembers  what  it  was  to  walk 
in  Paris  then,  will  bless  with  an  humble  and  grateful  spirit 
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the  dear  little  pavement  which,  with  the  exception  of  necessary 
intervals  to  admit  of  an  approach  to  the  portes-cocfa^res  of  the 
various  hdtelSy  and  a  few  short  intervals  beside,  which  appear 
to  have  been  passed  over  and  forgotten,  borders  most  of  the 
principal  streets  of  Paris  now. 

Another  English  innovation,  infinitely  more  important  in 
all  ways,  has  been  attempted,  and  has  fiiiled.  This  was 
the  endeavour  to  introduce  maisonnetteSy  or  small  houses 
calculated  for  the  occupation  of  one  family.  A  few  such  have 
been  built  in  that  new  part  of  the  town  which  stretches  away 
in  all  directions  behind  the  Madeleine;  but  they  are  not  found 
to  answer— and  that  for  many  reasons  which  I  should  have 
thought  it  very  easy  to  foresee,  and  which  I  suspect  it  would 
be  very  difQcult  to  obviate. 

In  order  to  come  at  all  within  reach  of  the  generality  of 
French  incomes,  they  must  be  built  on  too  small  a  scale  to 
have  any  good  rooms;  and  this  is  a  luxury,  and  permits  a 
species  of  display,  to  which  many  are  accustomed  who  live  in 
unfurnished  apartments,  for  which  they  give  perhaps  fifteen 
hundred  or  two  thousand  francs  a-year.  Another  accom- 
modation which  habit  has  made  it  extremely  difiicult  for 
French  families  to  dispense  with,  and  which  can  be  enjoyed 
at  an  easy  price  only  by  .sharing  it  with  many,  is  a  porter  and 
a  porter's  lodge.  Active  as  is  the  race  of  domestic  servants 
in  Paris,  their  number  must,  I  think,  be  doubled  in  many 
families,  were  the  arrangement  of  the  porter's  lodge  to  be 
changed  for  our  system  of  having  a  servant  summoned 
every  time  a  parcel,  a  message,  a  letter,  or  a  visit  arrives 
at  the  house. 

Nor  does  the  taking  charge  of  these  by  any  means  comprise 
the  whole  duty  of  this  servant  of  many  masters;  neither  am  I 
at  all  competent  to  say  exactly  what  does :  but  it  seems  to  me 
tliat  the  answer  I  generally  receive  upon  desiring  that  any- 
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thing  may  be  done  is,  ^'  Oai,  madame,  ie  poriier  ou  la  portiere 
fera  cela;"  and  were  we  suddenly  deprived  of  these  factotums, 
I  suspect  that  we  should  be  immediately  obliged  to  leave  our 
apartments  and  take  refuge  in  an  hdtel,  for  I  should  be  quite 
at  a  loss  to  know  what  or  how  many  additional^'  helps"  would 
be  necessary  to  enable  us  to  exist  without  them. 

That  the  whole  style  and  manner  of  domestic  existence 
throughout  all  the  middling  classes  of  such  a  city  as  Paris 
should  hang  upon  then*  porters'  lodges,  seems  tracing  great 
effects  to  little  causes ;  but  I  have  been  so  repeatedly  told 
that  the  foilure  of  the  maisonnettes  has  in  a  great  degree 
arisen  from  this,  that  I  cannot  doubt  it. 

I  know  not  whether  anything  which  prevents  their  so 
completely  changing  their  mode  of  life  as  they  must  do  if 
living  in  separate  houses,  is  to  be  considered  as  an  evil  or 
not.  The  Parisians  are  a  very  agreeable,  and  apparently  a 
very  happy  population ;  and  who  can  say  what  effect  the 
quiet,  steady,  orderly  mode  of  each  man  having  a  small 
boose  of  his  own  might  produce  ?  What  is  admirable  as  a 
component  part  of  one  character,  is  often  incongruous  and 
disagreeable  when  met  in  another;  and  I  am  by  no  means 
certain  if  the  snug  little  mansion,  which  might  be  procured 
for  the  same  rent  as  a  handsome  apartment,  would  not  tend 
to  circumscribe  and  tame  down  the  light  spirits  that  now  send  • 
locataires  of  therescore  springing  to  their  elegant  premier  by 
two  stairs  at  a  time.  And  the  prettiest  and  best  chauss^s 
little  feet  in  the  world  too,  which  now  trip  sans  souci  over 
the  common  stair,  would  they  not  lag  painfully  perhaps  in 
passing  through  a  low-browed  hall,  whose  neatness  or 
onneatness  had  become  a  private  and  individual  concern  ? 
And  might  not  many  a  bright  fancy  be  damped  while 
calculating  how  much  it  would  cost  to  have  a  few  statues 
and  oleanders  in  it?— and  the  head  set  aching  by  meditating 
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how  to  get  ^'ce  vilain  escalier  frotte''  from  top  to  bottom? 
Yet  all  these,  and  many  other  cares  wMch  they  now  escape, 
must  fall  upon  them  if  they  give  op  their  apartments  for 
maisonneites. 

The  foct,  I  belicTe,  is,  that  French  fortnnes,  taken  at  the 
average  at  which  they  at  present  stand,  conld  not  suffice  to 
procure  the  pretty  elegance  to  which  the  middle  classes  are 
accustomed,  unless  it  were  done  by  the  sacrifice  of  some  por- 
tion of  that  costly  fastidiousness  which  English  people  of  the 
same  rank  seem  to  cling  to  as  part  of  their  prerogative. 

Though  I  am  by  no  means  prepared  to  say  that  I  should 
like  to  exchange  my  long-<M)nfirmed  habit  of  living  in  a  house 
of  my  own  for  the  Parisian  mode  of  inhabiting  apartments,  I 
cannot  but  allow  that  by  this  and  sundry  other  arrangements 
a  French  income  is  made  to  contribute  infinitely  more  to  the 
enjoyment  of  its  possessor  than  an  English  one. 

Let  any  English  person  take  the  trouble  of  calculating,  let 
their  revenue  be  great  or  small,  how  much  of  it  is  expended 
in  what  inmiedialely  contributes  to  their  personal  comfort  and 
luxury^  and  how  much  of  it  is  devoted  to  the  support  of 
expenses  which,  in  point  of  fact,  add  to  neither,  and  the  truth 
of  this  statement  will  become  evident. 

Rousseau  says,  that  ^'  cela  se  Mt,"  and  ^^cela  ne  se  Mt  pas," 
are  the  words  which  regulate  everything  that  goes  on  within 
the  walls  of  Paris.  That  the  same  words  have  at  least  equal 
power  in  London,  can  hardly  be  denied;  and,  unfortunately 
for  our  individual  independence,  obedience  to  them  costs 
.infinitely  more  on  our  side  of  the  water  than  it  does  on  this. 
Hundreds  are  annually  spent,  out  of  very  confined  incomes, 
to  support  expenses  which  have  nothing  whatever  to  do  with 
the  personal  enjoyment  of  those  who  so  tax  themselves;  but 
it  must  be  submitted  to,  because  ^^cela  se  fait/'  or  ^^cela  ne 
se  fait  pas.^    In  Paris,  on  the  contrary,  this  imperative  i^rase 
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has  comparatively  no  influence  on  the  expenditare  of  any 
revenue,  because  every  one's  object  is  not  to  make  it  appear 
that  he  is  as  rich  as  his  neighbour,  but  to  make  his  means,  be 
they  great  or  small,  contribute  as  much  as  possible  to  the  en* 
joyment  and  embellishment  of  his  existence. 

It  is  for  this  reason  that  a  residence  in  Paris  is  found  so 
favourable  an  expedient  in  cases  of  diminished  or  insufficient 
fortune.  A  fajwly  coming  hither  in  the  hope  of  obtaining 
the  mere  necessaries  of  life  at  a  much  cheaper  rate  than  in 
England  would  be  greatly  disappointed  :  some  articles  are 
cheaper,  but  many  are  considerably  dearer;  and,  in  truth,  I 
doubt  if  at  the  present  moment  anything  that  can  be  strictly 
denominated  a  necessary  of  life  is  to  be  found  cheaper  in  Parts 
than  in  London. 

It  is  not  the  necessaries,  but  the  luxuries  of  life  that  are 
cheaper  here.  Wine,  ornamental  furniture,  the  keep  of 
horses,  the  price  of  carriages,  the  entrance  to  theatres,  wax- 
lights,  fruit,  books,  the  rent  of  handsome  apartments,  the 
wages  of  men-servants,  are  all  greatly  cheaper,  and  direct 
taxes  greatly  less.  But  even  this  is  not  the  chief  reason  why 
a  residence  in  Paris  may  be  found  economical  to  persons  of 
any  pretension  to  rank  or  style  at  home.  The  necessity  for 
parade,  so  much  the  most  costly  of  all  the  appendages  to  rank, 
may  here  be  greatly  dispensed  with,  and  that  without  any 
d^radation  whatever.  In  short,  the  advantage  of  living  in 
Paris  as  a  matter  of  economy  depends  entirely  upon  the 
degree  of  luxury  to  be  obtained.  There  are  certainly  many 
points  of  delicacy  and  refinement  in  the  English  manner  of 
living  which  I  should  be  very  sorry  to  see  given  up  as 
national  peculiarities;  but  I  think  we  should  gain  much  in 
many  ways  could  w«  learn  to  hang  our  consequence  less  upon 
tlie  comparison  of  what  others  do.  We  shudder  at  the  cniei 
madness  of  the  tyrant  who  would  force  every  form  to  reacli 
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oue  standard;  bat  those  are  hardly  less  mad  who  insist  that 
every  one,  to  live  comme  il  faut,  must  live,  or  appear  to  live,  , 
exactly  as  others  do,  though  the  means  of  doing  so  may  vary 
among  the  silly  set  so  prescribed  to,  from  an  income  that 
may  justify  any  extravagance  to  one  that  can  honestly  supply 
none. 

This  is  a  folly  of  incalculably  rarer  occurrence  here  than 
in  England ;  and  it  certainly  is  no  proof  of  the  good  sense 
of  our  ^^  most  thinking  peoi^e,"  that  for  one  private  family 
brought  to  ruin  by  extravagance  in  France,  there  are  fifty 
who  suffer  from  this  cause  in  England. 

It  is  easy  to  perceive  that  our  great  wealth  has  been  the 
cause  of  this.  The  general  scale  of  expense  has  been  set  so 
high,  that  thousands  who  have  lived  in  reference  to  that,  rather 
than  to  their  individual  fortunes,  have  been  ruined  by  the 
blunder ;  and  I  really  know  no  remedy  so  likely  to  cure  the 
evil  as  a  residence  in  Paris;  not,  however,  so  much  as  a 
means  of  saving  money,  as  of  making  a  series  of  experiments 
which  may  teach  them  how  to  make  the  bestand  most  enjoyable 
use  of  it. 

I  am  persuaded,  that  if  it  were  to  become  as  much  the  fashion 
to  imitate  the  French  independence  of  mind  in  our  style  of  living, 
as  it  now  is  to  copy  them  in  ragouts,  bonnets,  moustaches,  and 
or-molu,  we  should  greatly  increase  our  stock  of  real  genuine 
enjoyment.    If  no  English  lady  should  ever  again  feel  a  pang  at 
her  heart  because  she  saw  more  tall  footmen  in  her  neighbour's 
hall  than  in  her  own—- if  no  sighs  were  breathed  in  secret  in 
.   any  club-house  or  at  any  sale,  because  Jack  Somebody's  stud 
was  a  cut  above  us—if  no  bills  were  run  up  at  Gunter's,  or  at 
Howell  and  James's,  because  it  was  worse  than  death  to  be 
outdone, — we  should  unquestionably  bearhappier  and  a  more 
respectable  people  than  we  are  at  present. 
It  is,  I  believe,  pretty  generally  acknowledged  by  all  parties. 
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that  the  citizens  of  France  have  become  a  more  money-getting 
generation  since  the  last  revolution  than  they  ever  were  before 
it.  The  security  and  repose  which  the  new  dynasty  seems  to 
have  brought  with  it  have  already  given  them  time  and 
opportunity  to  multiply  their  capital ;  and  the  consequence 
is,  that  the  shopkeeping  propensities  with  which  Napoleon 
used  to  reproach  us  have  crossed  the  Channel,  and  are  begin- 
ning to  produce  very  considerable  alterations  here. 

It  is  evident  that  the  wealth  of  the  bourgeoisie  is  rapidly 
increasing,  and  their  consequence  with  it ;  so  rapidly,  indeed, 
that  the  republicans  are  taking  (right  at  it,— they  see  before 
them  a  new  enemy,  and  begin  to  talk  of  the  abominations  of 
an  aristocratic  bourgeoisie. 

There  is,  in  fact,  no  circumstance  in  the  whole  aspect 
of  the  country  more  striking  or  more  favourable  than  this  new 
and  powerful  impulse  given  to  trade.  It  is  the  best  ballast  that 
the  vessel  of  the  state  can  have ;  and  if  they  can  but  contrive 
that  nothing  shall  happen  to  occasion  its  being  thrown  over- 
board, it  may  suffice  to  keep  her  steady,  whatever  winds  may 
blow. 

Tlie  wide-spreading  effect  of  this  increasing  wealth  among 
the  bourgeoisie  is  visible  in  many  ways,  but  in  none  more 
than  in  the  rapid  increase  of  handsome  dwellings,  which  are 
springing  up,  as  white  and  bright  as  new-born  mushrooms,  in 
the  north-western  division  of  Paris.  This  is  quite  a  new 
world,  and  reminds  me  of  the  early  days  of  Russell  Square, 
and  all  the  region  about  it.  The  Church  of  the  Madeleine, 
instead  of  being,  as  I  formerly  remember  it,  nearly  at  the 
extremity  of  Paris,  has  now  a  new  city  behind  it ;  and  if 
things  go  on  at  the  same  rate  at  which  they  seem  to  be 
advancing  at  present,  we  shall  see  it,  or  at  least  our  children 
will,  occupying  as  central  a  position  as  St.  Martin's-in-the 
Fields.    An  excellent  market,  called  march^  de  la  Madeleine, 
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has  already  found  its  way  to  this  new  town ;  and  I  doubt  not 
that  churches,  theatres,  and  restaurants  innnmerahie  will 
speedily  follow. 

The  capital  which  is  now  going  so  merrily  on,  increasing 
with  almost  American  rapidity,  will  soon  ask  to  be  invested; 
and  when  this  happens,  Paris  will  be  seen  running  out  of 
town  with  the  same  active  pace  that  London  has  done 
before  her ;  and  twenty  years  hence  the  Bois  de  Boulogne 
may  very  likely  be  as  thickly  peopled  as  the  Regent's  Park 
is  now. 

This  sudden  accession  of  wealth  has  already  become  the 
cause  of  a  great  increase  in  the  price  of  almost  every  article 
sold  in  Paris ;  and  if  this  activity  of  commerce  continue,  it  is 
more  than  probable,  that  the  hitherto  moderate  fortunes  of  the 
Parisian  hoursier  and  merchant  will  grow  into  something  re- 
sembling the  colossal  capitals  of  England,  and  we  shall  find 
that  the  same  causes  which  have  hitherto  made  England  dear 
will  in  future  prevent  France  from  being  cheap.  It  will  then 
happen,  that  many  deficiencies  which  are  now  perceptible, 
and  which  furnish  the  most  remarkable  points  of  difference 
between  the  two  countries,  will  disappear,  great'  wealth 
being  in  many  instances  all  that  is  required  to  make  a  French 
family  live  very  much  like  an  English  one.  Whether  they 
will  not,  when  this  time  arrives,  lose  on  the  side  of  unosten- 
tatious enjoyment  more  than  they  will  gain  by  increased  splen* 
dour,  may,  I  think,  be  very  doubtful.  For  my  own  part,  I 
am  decidedly  of  opinion,  that  as  soon  as  heavy  ceremonious 
dinners  shall  systematically  take  place  of  the  present  easy  un- 
expensive  style  of  visiting,  Paris  will  be  more  than  half  spoil- 
ed, and  the  English  may  make  up  their  minds  to  remain 
proudly  and  pompously  at  home,  lest,  instead  of  a  light  and 
lively  contrast  to  their  own  ways,  they  may  chance  to  find  a 
heavy  but  successful  rivalry. 
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LETTER    XXXVII. 

Horrible  Murder. — La  Morgue. — Suicides.— Vanity. — ^Anecdote. — 
Influence  of  Modern  Literature. — Different  appearance  of  Poverty 
in  France  and  England. 

We  have  been  made  positively  sick  and  miserable  by  the 
details  of  a  niqrder,  which  seems  to  show  that  we  live  in  a 
world  where  there  are  creatures  ten  thousand  times  more 
savage  than  any  beast  that  ranges  the  forest » 

**•  Be  it  ounce*  or  cat,  or  bear, 
Pard,  or  boar  with  bristled  hair."* 

This  horror  was  perpetrated  on  the  person  of  a  wretched 
female,  who  appeared,  by  the  mangled  remains  which  were 
found  in  the  river,  to  have  been  very  young.  But  though 
thus  much  was  discovered,  it  was  many  days  ere,  among  the 
thousands  who  flocked  to  the  Morgue  to  look  at  the  severed 
head  and  mangled  limbs,  any  one  could  be  found  to  recognise 
the  features.  At  length,  however,  the  person  with  whom  she 
had  lodged  came  to  see  if  she  could  trace  any  resemblance 
between  her  lost  inmate  and  these  wretched  relics  of  a  hu- 
man b^ing. 

She  so  far  succeeded  as  to  convince  herself  of  the  identity, 
though  her  means  of  judging  appeared  to  be  so  little  satisfac- 
tory, that  few  placed  any  reliance  upon  her  testimony.  Ne- 
vertheless, she  at  length  succeeded  in  having  a  man  taken 
up,  who  had  lived  on  intimate  terms  with  the  poor  creature 
whose  sudden  disappearance  had  induced  this  woman  to 
visit  the  Morgue  when  the  description  of  this  mangled  body 
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reached  her.     He  immediately  confessed  the  deed,  in  the 
spirit,  though  not  in  the  words,  of  the  poet : — 

'^Mourons :  de  tant  d'horreurs  qu^uD  trepiEis  me  delivre! 

£st-ce  im  malheur  si  grand  que  de  cesser  de  Tivre? 

*  •  *  *  * 

Je  ne  crains  pas  le  nom  que  je  laisse  apres  moi/' 

The  pecqliarly  horrid  manner  in  which  the  crime  was  com- 
mitted, and  the  audacious  style  in  which  the  criminal  appears 
to  brave  justice,  will,  it  is  thought,  prevent  any  extenuating 
aircumstances  being  pleaded,  as  is  usually  done,  for  the  pur- 
pose of  commuting  the  punishment  of  death  into  imprison- 
ment with  enforced  labour.  It  is  generally  expected  that  this 
atrocious  murderer  will  be  guillotined,  notwithstanding  the 
averseness  of  the  government  to  capital  punishment. 

The  circumstances  are,  indeed,  hideous  in  all  ways,  and 
the  more  so  from  being  mixed  up  with  what  is  miscalled  the 
tender  passion.  The  cannibal  fury,  which  sets  a  man  to  kill 
his  foe  that  he  may  eat  him,  has  fully  as  much  tenderness  in  it 
as  this  species  of  affection. 

When  ^'  the  passion  is  made  up  of  nothing  but  the  finest 
parts  of  love,"  it  may,  perhaps,  deserve  the  epithet  of  ten. 
der ;  but  we  have  heard  of  late  of  so  many  horrible  and  deli> 
berate  assassinations,  originating  in  what  newspapers  are 
pleased  to  call  ^^une  grande  passion y*  that  the  first  idea  which 
a  love-stoi7  now  suggests  to  me  is,  that  the  sequel  will  in  all 
probability  be  murder  ^\  most  foul,  strange,  and  unnatural!" 

Is  there  in  any  language  a  word  that  can  raise  so  many 
shuddering  sensations  as  ^^  La  Morgue?"  Hatred,  revenge, 
murder,  are  each  terrible;  but  La  Morgue  outdoes  them  all 
in  its  power  of  bringing  togeUier  in  one  syllable  the  abstraet 
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of  whatever  is  most  apalling  in  crime,  poverty,  despair,  and 
death. 

To  the  ghastly  Morgue  are  conveyed  the  unowned  dead  of 
every  description  that  are  discovered  in  or  near  Paris.  The 
Seine  is  the  great  receptacle  which  first  receives  the  victims 
of  assassination  or  despair ;  but  they  are  not  long  permitted  to 
elude  the  vigilance  of  the  Parisian  police :  a  huge  net,  stretch- 
ed across  the  river  at  St.  Cloud,  receives  and  retains  whatever 
the  stream  brings  down ;  and  anything  that  retains  a  trace  of 
human  form  which  is  found  amidst  the  product  of  the  fearfdl 
draught  is  daily  conveyed  to  La  Morgue;— daily  ;  for  rarely 
does  it  chance  that  for  four-and-lwenty  hours  its  melancholy 
biers  remain  unoccupied;  often  do  eight,  ten,  a  dozen  corpses 
at  a  time  arrive  by  the  frightful  caravan  from  *^  les  filets  de 
St.  Cloud:' 

I  have,  in  common  with  most  people,  I  bdieve,  a  very 
strong  propensity  within  me  for  seeing  every  thing  connected 
directly  or  indirectly  with  any  subject  or  event  which  has 
strongly  roused  my  curiosity,  or  interested  my  feelings;  but, 
strange  to  say,  I  never  feel  its  influence  so  irresistible  as  when 
something  of  shuddering  horror  is  mixed  with  the  spectacle. 
It  is  this  propensity  which  has  now  induced  me  to  visit  this 
citadel  ofdeath;— this  low  and  solitary  roof,  placed  in  the  very 
centre  of  moving,  living,  laughing  Paris. 

No  visit  to  a  tomb,  however  solenm  or  however  sad,  can 
approach  in  thrilling  horror  to  the  sensation  caused  by  pass- 
ing the  threshold  of  this  charnel-house. 

The  tomb  calls  us  to  the  contemplation  of  the  common,  the 
inevitable  lot;  but  this  gathering-place  of  sin  and  death  arouses 
thoughts  of  all  that  most  outrages  nature,  and  most  foully  vio- 
lates the  sanctuary  of  life,  into  which  God  has  breathed  his 
spurit.  But  I  was  steadfast  in  my  will  to  visit  it,  and  I  have 
done  it. 
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Thebatlding  is  a  low,  square,  carefuUy-whited  stracture, 
sitnated  on  the  Qaai  de  la  Cit^;  It  is  open  to  all ;  and  it  is 
featfdl  to  think  how  many  anxioos  hearts  have  entered,  how 
many  despairing  ones  have  quitted  it. 

On  entering  I  found  myself  in  a  sort  of  low  hall  which  con- 
tained no  object  whatever.  If  I  mistake  not,  there  is  a  cham- 
ber on  each  side  of  it ;  but  it  was  to  the  left  hand  that  I  was 
led,  and  it  was  thither  that  about  a  dozen  persons  who  enter* 
ed  at  the  same  time  either  followed  or  preceded  me.  I  do  not 
too  well  remember  how  I  reached  the  place  where  the  bodies 
are  visible ;  but  I  know  that  I  stood  before  one  of  three  large 
windows,  through  the  panes  of  which,  and  very  near  to  them, 
lighted  also  by  windows  in  the  roof,  are  seen  a  range  of  biers, 
sloping  towards  the  spectator  at  an  angle  that  gives  the  coun- 
tenance as  well  as  the  whole  figure  of  the  persons  extended 
on  them  fully  to  view. 

In  this  manner  I  saw  the  bodies  of  four  men  stretched  out 
before  me;  but  their  aspect  bore  no  resemblance  to  death — 
neither  were  they  swollen  or  distorted  in  any  way,  but  so  dfs* 
coloured  as  to  give  them  exactly  the  appearance  of  bronze 
statues. 

Two  out  of  the  four  had  evidently  been  murdered,  for  their 
heads  and  throats  gave  frightful  evidence  of  the  violence  that 
had  been  practised  upon  them ;  the  third  was  a  mere  boy, 
who  probably  met  his  fate  by  accident :  but  that  the  fourth 
was  a  suicide,  it  was  hardly  possible  to  doubt ;  even  in  death 
his  features  held  the  desperate  expression  that  might  best  paint 
the  state  of  mind  likely  to  lead  to  such  an  act. 

It  was  past  mid-day  when  we  entered  the  Morgue ;  but 
neither  of  the  bodies  had  yet  been  claimed  or  recognised. 

This  spectacle  naturally  set  me  upon  seeking  information, 
wherever  I  was  likely  to  find  it,  respecting  the  average  num- 
ber of  bodies  thus  exposed  wiihin  the  year,  the  proportion  of 
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them  believed  to  be  saicides,  and  the  causes  generally  sup- 
posed most  inflaential  in  producing  this  dreadful  termination. 
I  will  not  venture  to  repeat  the  result  of  these  inquiries  in 
figures,  as  I  doubt  if  the  information  I  received  was  of  that 
strictly  accurate  kind  which  could  justify  my  doing  so ;  yet 
it  was  quite  enough  so  to  excite  both  horror  and  astonish* 
ment  at  the  extraordinary  number  which  are  calculated  to 
perish  annually  at  Paris  by  self-slaugh'ter. 

In  many  recent  instances,  the  causes  which  have  led  to 
these  desperate  deeds  have  been  ascertained  by  the  written 
acknowledgment  of  the  perpetrators  themselves,  left  as  a 
legacy  to  mankind.  Such  a  legacy  might  perhaps  not  be 
wholly  unprofitable  to  the  survivors,  were  it  nol  that  the  mo- 
tives assigned,  in  almost  every  instance  where  they  have  been 
published,  have  been  of  so  frivolous  and  contemptible  a  na- 
ture as  to  turn  wholesome  horror  to  most  ill-placed  mirth. 

It  can  hardly  be  doubted^  from  the  testimony  of  these  sin- 
gular documents,  that  many  young  Frenchmen  perish  yearly 
in  this  guilty  and  deplorable  manner  for  no  other  reason  in 
the  world  than  the  hope  of  being  talked  of  afterwards. 

Had  some  solitary  instance  of  so  perverted  a  vanity  been 
found  among  these  records,  it  might  perhaps  have  been  con- 
sidered as  no  more  incredible  than  various  other  proofis  of 
the  enfeebling  effects  of  this  paltry  passion  on  the  judgment, 
and  have  been  set  down  to  insanity,  produced  by  excessive 
egotism ;  but  nothing  short  of  the  posthumous  testimony  of 
the  persons  themselves  could  induce  any  one  to  believe  that 
scarcely  a  week  passes  without  such  an  event,  from  such  a 
cause,  taking  place  in  Paris. 

In  many  instances,  I  am  told  that  the  good  sense  of  sur- 
viving friends  has  led  them  to  disobey  the  testamentary  in- 
structions left  by  the  infatuated  young  men  who  have  thus 
acted,  requesting  that  the  wretched  reasonings  which  have 
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led  them  to  it  should  be  published.  But,  in  a  multitude  of 
cases,  the  ^^  Gonstitutionnel"  and  other  journals  of  the  same 
stamp  have  their  columns  filled  with  reasons  why  these  poor 
reckless  creatures  have  dared  the  distant  justice  of  their  Gre-^ 
ator,  in  the  hope  that  their  unmeaning  names  should  be 
echoed  through  Paris  for  a  day. 

It  is  not  long  since  two  young  men,  mere  youths,  entered 
a  restaurant,  and  bespoke  a  dinner  of  unusual  luxury  and  ex- 
pense,  and  afterwards  arrived  punctually  at  the  appointed 
hour  to  eat  it.  They  did  so,  apparently  with  all  the  zest  of 
youthful  appetite  and  youthful  glee.  They  called  for  cham- 
pagne, and  quaffed  it  hand  in  hand.  No  symptom  of  sad- 
ness, thought,  or  reflection  of  ^ny  kind  was  observed  to  mix 
with  their  mirth,  which  was  loud,  long,  and  unremitting. 
At  last  came  the  cafi  noir,  the  cognac,  and  the  bill.  One  of 
them  was  seen  to  point  out  the  amount  to  the  other,  and  then 
both  burst  out  afresh  into  violent  laughter.  Having  swal- 
lowed each  his  cup  of  coffee  to  the  dregs,  the  gargon  was  or- 
dered to  request  the  company  of  the  restaurateur  for  a  few 
minutes.  He  came  immediately,  expecting  perhaps  to  re- 
ceive his  bill,  minus  some  extra  charge  which  the  jocund  but 
economical  youths  might  deem  exorbitant. 

Instead  of  this,  however,  the  elder  of  the  two  informed  him 

f 

that  the  dinner  had  been  excellent,  which  was  the  more  for- 
tunate as  it  was  decidedly  the  last  that  either  of  them  should 
ever  eat ;  that  for  his  bill,  he  must,  of  necessity,  excuse  the 
payment  of  it,  as,  in  fact,  they  neither  of  them  possessed  a 
single  sous ;  that  upon  no  other  occasion  would  they  thus 
have  violated  the  customary  etiquette .  between  guest  and 
landlord ;  but  that  finding  this  world,  its  toils  and  its  trou- 
bles, unworthy  of  them,  they  had  determined  once  more  to 
enjoy  a  repast  of  which  their  poverty  must  for  ever  prevent 
the  repetition,  and  then— take  leave  of  existence  forever! 
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For  the  first  part  of  this  resolation,  he  declared  that  it  had, 
thanks  to  his  cook  and  his  cellar,  been  achieved  nobly ;  and 
for  the  last  it  would  soon  follow,  for  the  cafi  noir,  besides 
the  little  glass  of  his  admirable  cognac,  had  been  medicated 
with  that  which  would  speedily  settle  all  their  accounts  for 
them. 

The  restaurateur  was  enraged.  He  believed  no  part  of 
the  rhodomohtade  but  that  which  declared  their  inability  to 
discharge  the  bill,  and  he  talked  loudly,  in  his  turn,  of  jput- 
ting  them  into  the  hands  of  the  police.  At  length,  however, 
upon  their  offering  to  give  him  their  address,  he  was  per- 
suaded to  let  them  depart. 

On  the  following  day,  either  (he  hope  of  obtaining  his 
money,  or  some  vague  fear  that  they  might  have  been  in  ear- 
nest in  the  wild  tale  that  they  had  told  him,  induced  this  man  to 
go  to  the  address  they  had  left  with  him ;  and  he  there  heard 
that  the  two  unhappy  boys  had  been  that  morning  found 
lying  together  hand  in  hand  on  a  bed  hired  a  few  weeks  be- 
fore by  one  of  them.  When  they  were  discovered,  they  were 
already  dead  and  quite  cold. 

On  a  small  table  in  the  room  lay  many  written  papers,  all 
expressing  aspirations  after  greatness  that  should  cost  neither 
labour  nor  care,  a  profound  contempt  for  those  who  were 
satisfied  to  live  by  the  sweat  of  their  brow,  sundry  quotations 
ftrom  Victor  Hugo,  and  a  request  that  their  names  and  the 
manner  of  their  death  might  be  transmitted  to  the  news- 
papers. 

Many  are  the  cases  recorded  of  young  men,  calling  them- 
selves dear  friends,  who  have  thus  encouraged  each  other  to 
make  theu:  final  exit  from  life,  if  not  with  applause,  at  least 
with  effect.  And  more  numerous  still  are  the  tales  recounted 
of  young  men  and  women  found  dead,  and  locked  in  each 
1.  ii. 
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olher's  arms,  fulfilling  literally,  and  with  most  sad  aeriaiis- 
ness,  the  destiny  sketched  so  merrily  in  the  old  song  :— 

*^Gai,  gaiy  marions-nous — 

Mettons-nous  dans  la  misere ; 
Gai,  gai,  marions^nous — 
MettoDS-Dous  la  corde  au  cou." 

I  hare  heard  it  remarked  by  several  individuals  among 
those  who  are  watching  with  no  unphilosophical  eyes  many 
ominous  features  of  the  present  time  and  the  present  race,  or 
rather  perhaps  of  that  portion  of  the  population  which  stand 
apart  from  the  rest  in  dissolute  idleness,  that  the  worst  of  all 
its  threatening  indications  is  the  reckless  hard  indifference, 
and  gladiator-like  contempt  of  death,  which  is  nurtured, 
taught,  and  lauded  as  at  once  the  foundation  and  perfection 
of  all  human  wisdom  and  of  all  human  virtue. 

In  place  of  the  firmness  derived  from  hope  and  resignation, 
these  unhappy  sophists  seek  courage  in  desperation,  and  con- 
solation in  notoriety.  With  this  key  to  the  philosophy  of 
the  day,  it  is  not  difficult  to  read  its  influence  on  many  a 
countenance  that  one  meets  among  those  who  are  lounging 
in  listless  laziness  on  the  Boulevards  or  in  the  gardens  of  Paris. 
•  The  aspect  of  these  figures  is  altogether  unlike  what  we 
may  too  often  see  among  those  who  linger,  sunken,  pale,  and 
hopeless,  on  the  benches  of  our  parks,  or  loiter  under  porti- 
cos and  colonnades,  as  if  waiting  for  courage  to  beg.  Hun- 
ger and  intemperance  often  leave  blended  traces  on  such 
figures  as  these,  exciting  at  once  pity  and  disgust.  I  have 
encountered  at  Paris  nothing  like  this.  Whether  any  such 
exist,  I  know  not ;  but  if  they  do,  their  beat  is  distant  from 
the  public  walks  and  fashionable  promenades.     Instead  of 

these,  however,  there  is  a  race  who  seem  to  live  there,  less 
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wretehed  perhaps  id  actual  want  of  bread,  but  as  evidently 
thriftless,  homeless,  and  friendless  as  the  other.  On  the 
faces  of  such  one  may  read  a  state  of  mind  wholly  different 
—less  degraded,  but  still  more  perverted,— a  wild  bold  eye, 
that  rather  seeks  than  turns  from  every  passing  glance— un- 
shrinking hardihood,  but  founded  more  on  indifference  than 
endurance,  and  a  scornful  sneer  for  any  who  may  suffer  cu- 
riosity to  conquer  disgust,  while  they  fix  their  eye  for  a  mo- 
ment upon  a  figure  that  looks  in  all  ways  as  if  got  up  to  enact 

« 

the  hero  of  a  melodrame.  Were  I  the  king,  or  the  minister 
either,  I  should  think  it  right  to  keep  an  eye  of  watchfulness 
upon  all  such  picturesque  individuals;  for  one  might  say 
most  truly, 

^ToD  Cassius  hath  a  lean  and  hungry  look; 
He  thinks  too  much  r  such  men  are  dangerous.** 

The  friend  to  whom  I  addressed  myself  oa  the  subject  of 
these  constantly-recurring  suicides  told  me  that  there  was 
great  reason  to  believe  that  the  increase  of  this  crime,  so 
remarkable  during  the  last  few  years,  might  be  almost 
wholly  attributed  to  the  '^  light  literature,"  as  it  is  called,  of 
the  period  .—dark  literature  would  be  a  fitter  name  for  it. 

The  total  absence  of  anything  approaching  to  a  virtuous 
principle  of  action  in  every  fictitious  character  held  up  to 
admiration  throughout  all  the  tales  and  dramas  of  the  dicousu 
school,  while  every  hint  of  religion  is  banished  as  if  it  were 
treason  to  allude  to  it,  is  in  truth  quite  enough  to  account  for 
every  species  of  depravity  in  those  who  make  such  characters 
their  study  and  their  model.  ^'  How  oft  and  by  how  many 
shall  they  be  laughed  to  scorn !"— yet  betieving  all  the  while, 
poor  souls!  that  they  are  producing  a  sensation,  and  that 
the  eyes  of  Europe  are  fixed  upon  them,  notwithstanding 
they  once  worked  as  a  tailor  or  a  tinker,  or  at  some  other 
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such  unpoetical  handiwork ;  for  they  may  all  be  described  in 
the  words  of  Ecclesiasticus,  with. a  very  slight  alteration,— 
'^  They  would  maintain  the  state  of  the  world,  and  all  their 
desire  is  in  (forgetting)  the  work  of  their  eraft." 
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Opera  Comiqae. — "Cheval  de  Bronze." — **La  Marquise." — IinpoS' 
sibility  of  playing  Tragedy. — Mrs.  Siddons's  Readings. — Made- 
moiselle Mars  has  equal  power. — Laisser  alter  of  the  Female 
Performers. — Decline  of  Theatrical  Taste  among  the  Fashionablie. 

The  "Cheval  de  Bronze"  being  the  spectacle  par  excel- 
lence at  the  Opera  Gomique  this  season,  we  have  considered 
it  a  matter  of  sight-seeing  necessity  to  pay  it  a  visit;  and  we 
have  all  agreed  that  it  is  as  perfectly  beautiful  in  its  scenery 
and  decorations  as  the  size  of  the  theatre  would  permit.  We 
gazed  upon  it,  indeed,  with  a  perfection  of  contentment, 
which,  in  secret  committee  afterwards,  we  confessed  did  not 
say  much  in  favour  of  our  intellectual  faculties. 

I  really  know  not  how  it  is  that  one  can  sit,  not  only 
without  murmuring,  but  with  positive  satisfaction,  for  three 
hours  together,  with  no  other  occupation  than  looking  at  a 
collection  of  gewgaw  objects,  with  a  most  unmeaning  crowd, 
made  for  the  most  part  by  Nature's  journeymen,  incessantly 
undulating  among  them.  Yet  so  it  is,  that  a  skilful  arrange- 
ment of  blue  and  white  gauze,  aided  by  the  magic  of  many- 
coloured  lights,  decidedly  the  prettiest  of  all  modern  toys, 
made  us  exclaim  at  every  fresh  manffiuvre  of  the  carpenter, 
*  Beautiful !  beautiful !"  with  as  much  delight  as  ever  a 
child  of  five  years  old  displayed  at  a  first-rate  exhibition  of 
Punch. 
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M.  Auber*s  music  has  some  pretty  things  in  it;  but  he  has 
done  mnch  better  in  days  of  yore;  and  the  wretched  taste 
exhibited  by  all  the  principal  singers  made  me  heartily  wish 
that  the  well-appointed  orchestra  had  kept  the  whole  perform- 
ance to  themselves. 

Madame  Casimir  has  had,  and  indeed  still  has,  a  rich  and 
powerful  voice ;  but  the  meanest  peasant-girl  in  Germany, 
who  trims  her  vines  to  the  sound  of  her  native  airs,  might 
give  her  a  lesson  on  taste  more  valuable  than  all  that  science 
has  ever  taught  her. 

I  should  like,  could  I  do  so  with  a  conscience  that  should 
not  reproaich  me  with  exaggeration,  to  name  Miss  Stephens 
and  Madame  Casimir  as  fair  national  specimens  of  English 
and  French  singing.  And  in  fact  they  are  so;  tlioDgh  I 
confess  that  the  over-dressing  of  Madame  Casimir's  airs  is 
almost  as  much  out  of  the  common  way  here,  as  the  chaste 
simplicity  of  our  native  syren's  strains  is  with  us;  yet  the  one 
is  essentially  English,  and  the  other  French. 

We  were  told  that  the  manager  of  our  London  theatres  had 
been  in  Paris  for  the  purpose  of  seeing  and  taking  a  cast  from 
this  fine  Chinese  butterfly.  If  this  be  so,  Mr.  Bunn  will  find 
great  advantage  from  the  extent  of  his  theatre ;  that  of  the 
Op^ra  Comique  is  scarcely  of  sufficient  magnitude  to  exhibit 
its  gaudy  but  graceful  tableaux  to  advantage.  But,  on  the 
other  hand,  I  doubt  if  he  will  find  any  actress  quite  so  pi- 
quanta  as  the  pretty  Madame ,  in  the  last  act,  when  she 

relates  to  the  enchanted  princess,  her  mistress,  the  faikire 
she  had  made  in  attempting  by  her  agaceries  to  retain  the 
young  fen(^ale  who  had  ventured  into  the  magic  region;  and  if 
he  did,  I  doubt  still  more  if  her  performance  would  be  received 
with  equal  applause. 

A  petite  comddie  called  '/La  Marquise"  preceded  this 
brilliant  trifle.    The  fable  miist,  I  think,  be  taken,  though 
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greatly  changed,  from  a  story  of  George  Sand.  It  has 
perhaps  little  in  it  worth  talking  about ;  bat  it  is  a  feir  spe- 
cimen of  one  of  that  most  agreeable  of  French  nationalities, 
a  natural,  easy,  playful  little  piece,  at  which  you  may  sit  and 
laugh  in  sympathy  with  the  performers  as  much  as  with  the 
characters,  till  you  forget  that  there  are  such  things  as  sorrow 
and  sadness  in  the  world. 

The  acting  in  Uiis  style  is  so  very  good,  that  the  author's 
task  really  seems  to  be  the  least  important  part  of  the  business. 
It  is  not  at  one  theatre,  but  at  all,  that  we  have  witnessed 
this  extraordinary  excellence  in  the  performance  of  thi» 
species  of  drama;  but  I  doubt  if  the  chasm  which  seems  to 
surround  the  tragic  muse,  keeping  her  apart  on  a  pedestal 
sacred  to  recollections,  be  at  all  wider  or  more  profound  m 
England  than  in  France.  In  truth,  it  is  less  impassible  with 
us  than  it  is  here;  for  though  I  will  allow  that  our  tragic 
actresses  may  be  no  better  than  those  of  France,  seeing  that  a 
woman's  will  in  the  one  case,  and  the  Atlantic  Ocean  in  the 
other,  have  robbed  us  of  Mrs.  Bartley  and  the  Fanny-— who 
between  them  might  bring  our  stage  back  to  all  its  former 
glory,— >still  they  have  neither  Charles  Kemble  iior  Macready 
to  stand  in  the  place  that  Taima  has  left  vacant. 

I  have  indeed  no  doubt  whatever  that  Mademoiselle  Mars 
could  read  Corneille  and  Racine  as  effectively  as  Mrs.  Siddons 
read  Shakspeare  in  the  days  of  Argyle-street  luxury,  and, 
like  our  great  maga,  give  to  every  part  a  power  that  it  never 
had  before.  I  well  remember  coming  home  from  one  of 
Mrs.  Siddons's  readings  with  a  passionate  desire  to  see  her 
act  the  part  of  Hamlet;  and  from  another,  quite  persuaded 
that  by  some  means  the  witch-scene  in  Macbeth  should  be  so 
arranged  that  she  should  speak  every  word  of  it. 

In  like  manner,  were  I  to  hear  Mars  read  Corneille,  I 
should  insist  upon  it  that  she  ought  to  play  the  Cid;  and  if 
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Racine,  Oreste  would  probably  be  tbe  first  part  I  should 
choose  for  her.  But  as  even  she,  with  all  her  Garrick-like 
versatility,  would  not  be  able  to  perform  every  part  of  every 
play,  tragedy  must  be  permiited  to  repose  for  the  present  in 
France  as  well  as  in  England. 

During  this  interregnum,  it  is  well  for  them,  considering 
how  dearly  they  love  to  amuse  themselves,  that  they  have  a 
stock  of  comedians,  old,  young,  and  middle-aged,  that  they 
need  not  fear  should  fail;  for  the  whole  French  nation  seem 
gifted  with  a  talent  that  might  enable  them  to  supply,  at  an 
hour's  warning,  any  deficiencies  in  the  company. 

I  seldom  return  from  an  exhibition  of  this  sort  without  en- 
deavouring in  some  degree  to  analyse  the  charm  that  has  en- 
chanted me ;  but  in  most  cases  this  is  too  light,  too  subtile,  to 
permit  itself  to  be  caught  by  so  maiter-of-fact  a  process.  I 
protest  to  you,  that  I  am  often  half  ashamed  of  the  pleasure  I 
receive  from ....  I  know  not  what.  A  playful  smile,  a  speak- 
ing glance,  a  comic  lone,  a  pretty  gesture,  give  efTect  to 
words  that  have  often  nothing  in  them  more  witty  or  more 
wise  than  may  often  be  met  with  (especially  here)  in  ordinary 
conversation.  But  the  whole  thing  is  so  thoroughly  under- 
stood, from  the  ^^ptre  nobW  to  the  scene-shifter— so  perfect 
in  its  getting-up — the  piece  so  admirably  suited  to  the  players, 
and  the  players  to  the  piece,— that  whatever  there  is  to  ad- 
mire and  enjoy,  come  to  you  with  no  drawbacks  from  blun- 
ders or  awkwardness  of  any  kind. 

That  the  composition  of  these  happy  trifles  cannot  be  a 
work  of  any  great  labour  or  difficulty,  may  be  reasonably  in- 
ferred ftt>m  the  ceaseless  succession  of  novelties  which  every 
theatre  and  every  season  produces.  The  process,  for  this  lively 
and  ready-witted  people,  must  be  pleasant  enough— they  must 
catch  from  what  passes  before  them;  no  difficult  task,  per- 
haps—someptqtianfe  situation  or  ludicrous  hivue :  the  slightest 
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thread  is  strong  enough  to  hold  together  the  light  materials 
of  the  plot;  and  then  must  follow  the  christening  of  a  needful 
proportion  of  male  and  female,  old  and  young,  enchanting 
and  ridiculous  personages.  The  list  of  these  once  set  down, 
and  the  order  of  scenes  which  are  to  bring  forth  the  plot  ar- 
ranged, I  can  fancy  the  author  perfectly  enjoying  himself  as 
he  puts  into  the  mouth  of  each  character  all  the  saucy  imper- 
tinences upon  every  subject  that  his  imagination,  skilful 
enough  in  such  matters,  can  suggest.  When  to  this  is  added 
an  occasional  touch  of  natural  feeling,  and  a  little  popular 
high-mindedness  in  any  line,  the  petite  com^die  is  ready  for 
the  stage. 

It  is  certainly  a  very  light  manufacture,  and  depends  per- 
haps more  upon  the  fearless  laisser  aller  of  both  author  and 
actor  than  upon  the  brilliancy  of  wit  which  it  displays.  That 
old-fashioned  blushing  grace  too,  so  much  ip  favour  with  King 
Solomon,  and  called  in  scripture  phrase  shamefacedness,  is 
sacrificed  rather  too  unmercifally  by  the  female  part  of  the 
performers,  in  the  fear,  as  it  should  seem,  of  impairing  the 
spirit  and  vivacity  of  the  scene  by  any  scruple  of  any  kind.  But 
I  suspect  these  ladies  miscalculate  the  respective  value  of  op- 
posing graces;  Mademoiselle  Mars  may  show  them  that  deli- 
cacy and  vivacity  are  not  inseparable ;  and  though  I  confess 
that  it  would  be  a  little  unreasonable  to  expect  all  the  female 
vaudevillists  of  Paris  to  be  like  Mars,  I  cannot  but  think  that, 
in  a  city  where  her  mode  of  playing  comedy  has  for  so  many^ 
years  been  declared  perfect,  it  must  be  unnecessary  to  seek 
the  power  of  attraction  from  what  is  so  utterly  at  variance 
with  it. 

The  performance  of  comedy  is  often  assisted  here  by  a 
fre  edpm  among  the  actors  which  I  have  sometimes,  but  not 
often,  seen  permitted  in  London.  It  requires  for  its  success^ 
and  indeed  for  its  endurance,  that  the  audience  should  be  per- 
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fectly  in  good-hamoury  and  sympathise  very  cordially  \riih 
the  business  of  the  scene.  I  allude  to  the  part  which  the  per- 
formers sometimes  take  not  only  in  the  acting,  but  in  the  en- 
joyment of  it.  I  never  in  my  life  saw  people  more  heartUy 
amused,  or  disposed  more  unceremoniously  to  show  it,  than 
the  actors  in  the  ^'  Prdcieuses  Ridicules,"  which  I  saw  played 
a  few  nights  ago  at  the  Frani^is.  On  this  occasion  I  think 
the  spirit  of  the  performance  was  certainly  heightened  by  this 
license,  and  for  this  reason— the  scene  represents  a  group  in 
which  one  party  must  of  necessity  be  exceedingly  amused  by 
the  success  of  the  mystification  which  they  are  practising  on 
the  other.  But  I  own  that  I  have  sometimes  felt  a  little  Eng- 
lish stiffness  at  perceiving  an  air  of  frolic  and  fun  upon  the 
stage,  which  seemed  fully  as  much  got  up  for  the  performers 
as  for  the  audience.  But  though  the  instance  I  have  named 
of  this  occurred  at  the  Th^Atre  Fran^ais,  it  is  not  there  that 
it  is  likely  to  be  carried  to  any  offensive  extent.  The  lesser 
theatres  would  in  many  instances  do  well  to  copy  closely  the 
etiquette  and  decorum  of  all  kinds  which  the  great  national 
theatre  exhibits ;  but  perhaps  it  is  hardly  fair  to  expect  this ; 
and  besides,  we  might  be  told,  justly  enough,  to  look  at  home. 
The  theatres,  particularly  the  minor  ones,  appear  to  be  slill 
very  well  attended  ;  but  I  constantly  hear  the  same  observa- 
tions made  in  Paris  as  in  London  upon  the  decline  of  theatri- 
cal taste  among  the  higher  orders;  and  it  arises,  I  think,  from 
the  same  cause  in  both  countries, — namely,  (he  late  dinner- 
^our,  which  renders  the  going  to  a  play  a  matter  of  general 
family  arrangement,  and  often  of  general  femily  difficulty. 
The  opera,  which  is  later,  is  always  full;  and  were  it  not  that 
I  have  lived  too  long  in  the  world  to  be  surprised  at  anything 
that  the  power  of  fashion  could  effect,  I  should  certainly  be 
astonished  that  so  lively  a  people  as  therFrench  should  throng 
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night  after  night  as  they  do  to  witness  the  exceeding  dulness 
or  this  heavy  spectacle. 

The  only  people  I  have  yet  seen  enjoying  their  theatres  ra* 
tionally,  without  abstaining  from  what  they  liked  because  it 
was  unfashionable,  or  enduring  wliat  they  did  not,  because 
it  was  the  nwde^  are  the  Germans.  Their  genuine  and  uni- 
versal love  of  music  makes  their  delicious  opera  almost  a  ne- 
cessary of  life  to  them ;  and  they  must,  I  think,  absolutely 
change  their  nature  before  they  will  suffer  the  silly  conven- 
tional elegance  supposed  by  some  to  attach  to  the  act  of  eating 
their  dinner  late,  to  interfere  with  their  enjoyment  of  it. 

I  used  to  think  the  theatre  as  dear  to  the  French  as  music 
to  the  Germans.  But  what  is  a  taste  in  France  is,  from  the 
firmer  fibre  of  the  national  character,  a  passion  in  Germany ; 
-—and  it  is  easier  to  abandon  a  taste  than  to  control  a  passion. 

Perhaps,  however,  in  England  and  France  too,  if  some 
new-born  theatrical  talent  of  the  first  class  were  to  "  flame  in 
the  forehead  of  the  morning  sky,"  both  Paris  and  London 
would  submit  to  the  degradation  of  dining  at  ^Ye  o'clock  in 
order  to  enjoy  it ;  but  late  hours  and  indifferent  performances, 
together,  have  gone  far  towards  placing  the  stage  amoi^  the 
popular  rather  than  the  fashionable  amusements  of  either. 


LETTER    XXXIX. 

The  Abb^  <ie  Lameimais.—Cobbctt.—0'Coimeil.— Napoleon- 
Robespierre. 

I  HAD  last  night  the  satisfaction  of  meeting  the  Abb6  de  La- 
mennais  at  a  soirie.  It  was  at  the  hduse  of  Madame  Ben- 
jamin Constant,  whose  salon  is  as  celebrated  for  the  talent  of 
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Qvery  kind  to  be  met  there,  as  for  the  delighthil  talents  and 
amiable  qualities  of  its  mistress. 

In  general  appearance,  this  celebrated  man  recalls  an  ori- 
ginal drawing  that  I  remember  to  have  seen  of  Rousseau. 
He  is  greatly  below  the  ordinary  height,  and  extremely  small 
in  his  proportions.  His  countenance  is  very  striking,  and  sin- 
gularly indicative  of  habitual  meditation ;  but  the  deep-set 
eye  has  something  very  nearly  approaching  to  wildness  in  its 
rapid  glance.  His  dress  was  black,  but  had  certainly  more  of 
republican  negligence  than  priestly  dignity  in  it;  and  the  little, 
tight,  chequered  cravat  which  encircled  his  slender  throat, 
gave  him  decidedly  the  appearance  of  a  person  who  heeded 
not  either  the  fashion  of  the  day,  or  the  ordinary  costume  of 
the  salon. 

He,  in  company  with  four  or  five  other  distinguished 
men,  had  dined  with  Madame  Constant;  and  we  found  him 
deep  sunk  in  a  hergere  that  almost  concealed  his  diminutive 
person,  surrounded  by  a  knot  of  gentlemen,  with  whom  he 
was  conversing  with  great  eagerness  and  animation.  On 
one  side  of  him  was  M.  Jouy,  the  well-known  ^^Hermite'^  of 
theChaussee  d'Antin;  and  on  the  other,  a  deputy  well  known 
on  the  benches  of  the  c6U  gauche. 

I  was  placed  immediately  opposite  to  him,  and  have  seldom 
watched  the  play  of  a  more  animated  countenance.  In  the 
course  of  the  evening,  he  was  brought  up  and  introduced  to 
me.  His  manners  are  extremely  gentlemanlike;  no  stiffness 
or  reserve,  either  rustic  or  priestly,  interfering  with  their 
easy  vivacity.  He  immediately  drew  a  chair  vis-d-vis  to  the 
sofa  on  which  I  was  placed,  and  continued  thus,  with  his 
back  turned  to  the  rest  of  the  company,  conversing  very 
agreeably,  till  so  many  persons  collected  round  him,  many 
of  whom  were  ladies,  that  not  feeling  pleased,  I  suppose,  to 


^  PARIS 

sit  while  they  stood,  he  bowed  off,  and  retreated  again  to  iiis 
berg^re. 

He  told  me  that  he  must  not  remain  long  in  Paris,  where 
he  was  too  much  in  society  to  do  anything;  that  he  should 
speedily  retreat  to  the  profound  seclusion  of  his  native  Brittany, 
and  there  finish  the  work  upon  which  he  was  engaged. 
Whether  this  work  be  the  defence  of  the  primus  d'Avrily 
which  he  has  threatened  to  fulminate  in  a  printed  form  at 
the  head  of  those  who  refused  to  let  him  plead  for  them  in 
court,  I  know  not;  but  this  document,  whenever  it  appears, 
is  expected  to  be  violent,  powerful,  and  eloquent. 

The  writings  of  the  Abbe  de  Lamennais  remind  mestrongly 
of  those  of  Cobbett,— not,  certainly,  from  their  matter,  nor 
even  from  the  manner  of  treating  it,  but  from  the  sort  of  effect 
which  they  produce  upon  the  mind.  Had  the  pen  of  either 
of  them  been  wholly  devoted  to  the  support  of  a  good  cause, 
their  writings  would  have  been  invaluable  to  society:  for  they 
both  have  shown  a  singular  power  of  carrying  the  attention, 
and  almost  the  judgment,  of  the  reader  along  with  them,  even 
when  writing  on  subjects  on  which  he  and  they  were  perfectly 
at  issue. 

Were  there  not  circumstances  in  the  literary  history  of  both 
which  contradict  the  notion,  I  should  say  that  this  species  of 
power  or  charm  in  their  writings  arose  from  their  being 
themselves  very  much  in  earnest  in  the  opinions  they  were 
advocating;  but  as  the  Abbd  de  Lamennais  and  the  late 
Mr.  Cobbett  have  both  shown  that  their  faith  in  their  own 
opinions  was  not  strong  enough  to  prevent  them  from  chang- 
ing them,  the  peeuliar  force  of  their  eloquence  can  hardfy 
be  referred  to  the  sincerity  of  it. 

I  remember  hearing  a  lively  young  barrister  declare  that 
he  would  rather  argue  against  his   own  judgment  than 
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according  to  it ;  and  I  am  sore  he  spoke  in  ail  sineerily,— 
much  as  he  would  have  done  had  he  said  that  he  preferred 
shooting  wild  game  to  slaughtering  tame  chickens ;  the  diffi- 
culty made  the  pleasure.  But  we  cannot  presume  to  suppose 
tliat  either  of  the  two  persons  whose  names  I  have  so  incon- 
gruously brought  together  have  written  and  argued  on  the 
same  principle;  and  even  if  it  were  so,  they  have  not  the  less 
changed  their  minds, — unless  we  suppose  that  they  have 
amused  themselves  and  the  public,  by  sometimes  arguing  for 
what  they  believed  to  be  truth,  and  sometimes  only  to  show 
their  skill. 

As  to  what  Mr.  Gobbett's  principles  might  really  have 
been^  I  think  it  is  a  question  that  must  ever  remain  in  un- 
certainty^—unless  we  adopt  that  easiest  and  most  intelligible 
conclusion,  that  he  had  none  at  all.  But  it  is  far  otherwise 
with  M.  de  Lamennais :  it  is  impossible  to  doubt  that  in  his 
early  writings  he  was  perfectly  sincere;  there  is  a  warmth  of 
fiiiith  in  them  that  could  proceed  from  no  fictitious  fire.  Nor 
is  it  easily  to  be  imagined  that  he  would  have  thrown  him- 
self from  the  height  at^which  be  stood  in  the  opinion  of  all 
whom  he  most  esteemed,  had  he  not  fancied  that  he  saw  truth 
at  the  bottom  of  that  abyss  of  heresy  and  schism  into  which 
all  good  Catholics  think  that  he  has  thrown  himself. 

The  wild  republicanism  which  M.  de  Lamennais  has  picked 
up  in  his  descent  is,  however,  what  has  prc^ably  injured  him 
most  in  the  general  estimation.  Some  few  years  ago,  liberal 
principles  were  advocated  by  many  of  the  most  able  as  well 
as  the  most  honest  men  in  Europe;  but  the  unreasonable 
excesses  into  which  the  ultras  of  the  party  have  fallen  seem 
to  have  made  the  respectable  portion  of  mankind  draw  back 
from  it,  and,  whatever  their  speculative  opinions  may  be,  they 
now  show  themselves  anxious  to  rally  round  all  that  bears 
the  stamp  of  order  and  lawful  authority. 
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It  would  be  difiicalt  to  imagine  a  worse  time  for  a  man  to 
commence  republican  and  freethinker  than  the  present;— 
unless,  indeed,  he  did  so  in  the  hope  that  the  loaves  and 
fishes  were,  or  would  be,  at  the  disposition  of  (hat  party. 
Putting,  however,  all  hop^  of  being  paid  for  it  aside,  the 
period  is  singularly  unpropitious  for  such  a  conversion.  As 
long  as  their  doctrine  remained  a  theory  only,  it  might  easily 
delude  many  who  had  more  imagination  than  judgment,  or 
more  ignorance  than  either ;  but  so  much  deplorable  mis^ 
chief  has  arisen  before  our  eyes  every  time  the  theory  has 
l}een  brought  to  the  test  of  practice,  that  I  believe  the  sound- 
minded  in  every  land  consider  their  speculations  at  present 
with  as  Utile  respect  as  they  would  those  of  a  joint-stock 
company  proposing  to  colonize  the  moon. 

That  the  Abbe  de  Lamennais  is  no  longer  considered  in 
France  as  the  pre-eminent  man  he  has  been,  is  most  certain; 
and  as  it  is  easy  to  trace  in  his  works  a  regular  progression 
downwards,  from  the  dignified  and  enthusiastic  Catholic 
priest  to  the  puzzled  sceptic  and  factions  demagogue,  I  should 
not  be  greatly  surprised  to  hear  ^hat  he,  who  has  been 
spoken  of  at  Rome  as  likely  to  become  a  cardinal,  was  car- 
rying a  scarlet  flag  through  the  streets  of  Paris,  with  a  conical 
hat  and  a  Robespierre  waistcoat,  singing  ^*  fa  ira''  loader 
than  he  ever  chanted  a  mass. 

M.  de  Lamennais,  in  common  with  several  other  persons 
of  republican  principles  with  whom  I  have  conversed  since  I 
have  beien  in  Paris,\has  conceived  the  idea  that  England  is  at 
this  moment  actually  and  bond  fide  under  the  rule,  dictation, 
and  government  of  Mr.  Daniel  O'Gonnell.  He  named  him 
in  an  accent  of  the  most  profound  admiration  and  respect, 
and  referred  to  the  English  newspapers  as  evidence  of  the 
enthusiastic  love  and  veneration  in  which  he  was  held  through- 
out Great  Britain ! 


AND  THE  PARISIANS.  ¥71 

I  waxed  wroth,  I  confess;  bat  I  took  wisdom  and  patience, 
and  said  very  meekly,  that  he  had  probably  seen  only  that 
portion  of  the  English  papers  which  were  of  Mr.  Daniel's 
Action,  and  that  I  believed  Great  Britain  was  still  under  the 
dominion  of  King  William  the  Foarth,  his  Lords,  and  Com- 
mons. It  is  not  many  days  since  I  met  another  politician  of 
the  same  school  who  went  farther  still ;  for  he  gravely 
wished  me  joy  of  the  prospect  of  emancipation  which  the 
virtue  of  the  great  O'Connell  held  out  to  my  country.  On 
this  occasion,  being  in  a  gay  mood,  I  laughed  heartily,  and 
did  so  with  a  safe  conscience,  having  no  need  to  set  the 
enlightened  propagandist  right,  this  being  done  for  me, 
much  better  than  I  could  have  done  it  myself,  by  a  hard- 
headed  doctrinaire  who  was  with  me. 

'^O'Connell  is  the  Napoleon  of  England,"  said  the  repub- 
lican. 

^^  Not  of  England,  at  any  rate,"  replied  the  doctrinaire. 
''  And  if  he  must  have  a  name  borrowed  from  France,  let  it  be 
Robespierre's :  let  him  be  called  magnificently  the  Robespierre 
of  Ireland." 

''He  has  already  been  the  redeemer  of  Ireland,"  rejoined 
the  republican  gravely;  ''and  now  he  has  taken  England 
Wider  his  protections^ 

"  And  I  suspect  that  ere  long  England  will  take  him  under 
hers,"  said  my  friend,  laughing.  "  Hitherto  it  appears  as  if 
the  country  had  not  thought  him  worth  whipping ;  .  .  . 
mais  si  unchien  est  mechant,  si  mdme  ce  ne  serait  qu'un  vilain 
petit  hargnenx,  ii  devrait  6tre  li^,  ou  bien  pendu." 

Having  finished  this  oracular  sentence,  the  doctrinaire  took 
a  long  pinch  of  snuff,  and  began  discoursing  of  other  matters : 
and  I  too  withdrew  from  the  discussion,  persuaded  tliat  I  could 
not  bring  it  to  a  better  conclusion. 
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LETTER    XL. 

Which  Party  is  it  ranks  second  in  the  estimation  of  all? — No  Carica- 
tures against  the  Exiles. — Horror  of  a  Republic. 

I  HAVE  been  taking  some  pains  to  discover,  by  the  aid  of 
all  the  signs  and  tokens  of  public  feeling  within  my  reach, 
who,  among  the  different  parties  into  which  this  country  is 
divided,  enjoys  the  highest  degree  of  general  consideration. 

We  know  that  if  every  man  in  a  town  were  desired  to  say 
who  among  its  inhabitants  he  should  consider  as  fittest  te 
hold  an  employment  of  honour  and  profit,  each  would 
probably  answer,  '^Myself:"  we  know  also,  that  should  it 
happen,  after  the  avowal  of  this  very  natural  partiality,  that 
the  name  of  the  second  liest  were  asked  for,  and  that  the 
man  named  as  such  by  one  were  so  named  by  all,  (his  second 
best  would  be  accounted  by  the  disinterested  lookers-on  as 
decidedly  the  right  and  proper  person  to  fill  the  station. 
According  to  this  rule,  the  right  and  proper  government  for 
France  is  neither  republican,  nor  military,  nor  doctrinaire, 
but  that  of  a  legitimate  and  constitutional  monarchy. 

When  men  hold  office,  bringing  both  power  and  wealth, 
consideration  will  of  necessitv  follow.  That  the  ministers  and 
their  friends,  therefore,  should  be  seen  in  pride  of  place,  and 
enjoying  the  dignity  they  have  achieved,  is  natural,  inevitable, 
and  quite  as  it  should  be.  But  if,  turning  from  this  every- 
day spectacle,  we  endeavour  to  discover  who  it  is  that,  pos- 
sessing neither  power  nor  place,  most  uniformly  receive  the 
homage  of  respect,  I  should  say,  without  a  shadow  of  doubt 
or  misgiving,  that  it  was  the  legitimate  royalists. 

The  triumphant  doctrinaires  pass  no  jokes  at  their  expense; 
no  hons  mois  are  quoted  against  them,  nor  does  any  shop 
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exhibit  caricatures  either  of  what  they  have  been  or  of  what 
they  are. 

The  republicans  are  no  longer  heard  to  name  them,  either 
with  rancour  or  disrespect :  all  their  wrath  is  now  poured  out 
upon  the  present  actual  power  of  the  prosperous  doctrinaires. 
This,  indeed,  is  in  strict  conformity  to  the  principle  which 
constitutes  the  foundation  of  their  sect ;  namely,  that  what- 
ever exists  ought  to  be  overthrown.  But  neither  in  jest  nor 
earnest  do  they  now  show  hostility  to  Charles  the  Tenth  or 
his  family ;  nor  even  do  the  blank  walls  of  Paris,  which  for 
nearly  half  a  century  have  been  the  favourite  receptacle  of 
all  their  wit,  exhibit  any  pleasantries,  either  in  the  shape  of 
hieroglyphic,  caricature,  or  lampoon,  alluding  to  them  or 
their  cause. 

I  have  listened  repeatedly  to  sprightly  and  to  bitter  jestings, 
to  judicious  and  to  blundering  reasonings,  for  and  against  the 
different  doctrines  which  divide  the  country ;  but  in  no  in- 
stance do  I  remember  to  have  heard,  either  in  jest  or  earnest, 
any  revilings  against  the  exiled  race.  A  sort  of  sacred  si- 
lence seems  to  envelope  this  theme ;  or  if  it  be  alluded  to  at 
all,  it  is  for  from  being  in  a  hostile  spirit. 

^' Henri  ! "  is  a  name  that,  without  note  or  comment,  may 
be  read  ^a  et  Id  in  every  quarter  of  Paris,  that  of  the  Tuile- 
ries  not  excepted ;  and  on  a  wall  near  the  Royal  College  of 
Henri  Quatre,  where  the  younger  princes  of  the  house  of  Or- 
leans still  study,  were  inscribed  not  long  ago  these  very  intel- 
ligible words: — 

''Pour  arriver  k  Bordeaux,  il  feut  passer  par  Orleans." 

In  short,  whatever  feelings  of  irritation  and  anger  might 
have  existed  in  4850,  and  produced  the  scenes  which  led  to 
the  exile  of  the  royal  family,  they  now  seem  totally  to  have 
subsided. 

It  does  not,  however,  necessarily  follow  from  this  that  the 
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majority  of  the  people  are  ready  again  to  hazard  their  pre- 
cious tranquillity  in  order  to  restore  ihem.  On  the  contrary, 
it  cannot  be  doubted  that  were  such  a  measure  attempted  at 
the  present  moment  it  would  fail,  not  from  any  dislike  of 
their  legitimate  monarch,  or  any  affection  for  the  kinsman 
who  has  been  placed  upon  his  throne,  but  wholly  and  solely 
from  their  wish  to  enjoy  in  peace  their  profitable  speculations 
at  the  BoursCy  their  flourishing  restaurants,  their  prosperous 
shops,  and  even  their  tables,  chairs,  beds,  and  coffee-pots. 

Very  different,  however,  is  the  feeling  manifested  towards 
the  republicans.  Never  did  Napoleon  in  the  days  of  his  most 
absolute  power,  oi^  the  descendants  of  Louis  le  Grand  in  those 
of  their  proudest  state,  contemplate  this  factious  restless  race 
with  such  abhorrence  as  do  the  doctrinaires  of  the  present 
hour.  ^  It  is  not  that  they  fear  them— they  have  no  real  cause 
to  do  so ;  but  they  feel  a  sentiment  made  up  of  hatred  and 
contempt,  which  never  seems  to  repose,  and  which,  if  not 
regulated  by  wisdom  and  moderation,  is  very  likely  even- 
tually to  lead  to  more  barricades,  though  to  none,  I  imagine, 
that  the  National  Guards  may  not  easily  throw  down. 

It  is  on  the  subject  of  this  unpopular  clique  that  by  far  the 
greater  part  of  the  ever-springing  Parisian  jokes  expends  it- 
self, though  the  doctrinaires  get  it  ^^pas  maV  in  return,  as 
I  heard  a  national  guardsman  remark,  as  we  were  looking 
over  some  caricatures  together.  But,  in  truth,  the  republi- 
cans seem  upon  principle  to  offer  themselves  as  victims  and 
martyrs  to  the  quizzing  propensities  of  their  countrymen. 
Harlequin  does  not  more  scrupulously  adhere  to  his  parti- 
coloured suit,  than  do  the  republicans  of  Paris  to  their  bur- 
lesque costume.  It  is,  I  presume,  to  show  their  courage, 
that  they  so  ostentatiously  march  with  their  colours  flying ; 
but  the  effect  is  very  ludicrous.  The  symbolic  peculiarities 
of  (heir  dress  are  classed  and  lithographed  with  infinite  fun. 
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Drolieries,  too,  on  the  parvenus  of  the  Empire  are  to  be 
found  for  the  seeking ;  and  when  they  beset  King  Philippe 
himself,  it  should  seem  that  it  is  done  with  all  the  enthusi- 
asm so  well  expressed  by  Garrick  in  days  of  yore  :— 

'^  'Tis  for  my  kiog,  and,  zounds !  I  '11  do  my  best ! " 

The  only  extraordinary  part  of  all  this  caricataring  on 
walls  and  in  print-shops,  is  the  license  taken  witb  those  who 
have  power  to  prevent  it.  The  principle  of  legislation  on 
this  point  appears,  with  a  little  variation,  to  be  that  of  the  old 
ballad  :— 

"  Thoughts,  words,  and  deeds,  the  statute  blames  with  reason ; 
But  surely  yoAM  were  ne'er  indicted  treason.*' 

In  speaking  of  the  parties  into  which  FVance  is  divided, 
the  three  grand  divisions  of  Carlists,  Doctrinaires,  and  Re- 
publicans, naturally  present  themselves  first  and  foremost, 
and,  to  foreigners  in  general,  appear  to  contain  between' 
them  the  entire  nation ;  but  a  month  or  two  passed  in  Paris 
society  suffices  to  show  one  that  there  are  many  who  cannot 
fairly  be  classed  with  either. 

In  the  first  place,  the  Garlist  party  by  no  means  contains  all 
those  who  disapprove  of  treating  a  crown  like  a  ready-made 
shoe,  which,  if  it  be  found  to  pinch  the  person  it  was  in- 
tended for,  may  be  disposed  of  to  the  first  comer  who  is  wil- 
ling to  take  it.  The  Carlist  party,  propeirly  so  called,  de- 
mand the  restoration  of  King  Charles  the  Tenth,  the  imme- 
diate descendant  and  representative  of  their  long  line  of 
kings— the  prince  who  has  been  crowned  and  anointed  King 
of  France,  and  who,  while  he  remains  alive,  must  render 
the  crowning  and  anointing  of  any  other  prince  an  act  of 
sacrilege.  Wherefore,  in  effect.  King  Louis-Philippe  has  not 
received  ^'  lesacre;"  he  is  not  as  yet  the  anointed  King  of 
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France,  whatever  he  may  be  hereafler.  Henri  Quatre  is  said 
to  have  exclaimed  under  the  walls  of  the  capital,  ^*  Paris 
yant  bien  one  messe ;"  and  it  is  probable  that  Louis-Philippe 
Premier  thinks  so  too ;  but  hitherto  he  has  been  able  to  have 
this  performed  only  in  military  style,  being  incapable,  in 
fact,  of  going  through  the  ceremony  either  ciyilly  or  reli- 
giously. The  Carlists  are,  therefore,  those  only  who  en 
ngueur  do  not  approve  of  any  king  but  the  real  one. 

The  legitimate  royalists  are,  I  believe,  a  much  more  nume- 
rous party.  As  strictly  attached  to  the  throne  and  to  the 
principle  of  regular  and  legitimate  succession  as  the  Carlists, 
they  nevertheless  conceive  that  the  pressure  of  circumstances 
may  not  only  authorise,  but  render  it  imperative  upon  the 
country  to  accept,  or  rather  to  permit,  the  abdication  of  a 
sovereign.  The  Jcing's  leaving  the  country  and  placing  him- 
self in  exile,  is  one  of  the  few  causes  that  can  justify  this ; 
and  accordingly  the  abdication  of  Charles  Dix  is  virtual  death 
to  him  as  a  sovereign.  But  though  this  is  granted,  it  does 
not  follow  in  their  creed,  that  any  part  of  the  nation  have 
thereupon  a  right  to  present  the  hereditary  crown  to  whom 
they  will.  The  law  of  succession,  they  say,  is  not  to  be  vio- 
lated because  the  king  has  fled  before  a  popular  insurrection; 
and  having  permitted  hb  abdication,  the  next  heir  becomes 
king.  This  next  heir,  however,  choosing  to  follow  his  royal 
father's  example,  he  too  becomes  virtually  defunct,  and  his 
heir  succeeds. 

This  heir  is  still  an  infant,  and  his  remaining  in  exile  can- 
not therefore  be  interpreted  as  his  own  act.  Thus,  accord- 
ing to  the  reasoning  of  those  who  conceive  the  abdication  of 
the  king  and  the  dauphin  to  be  acts  within  their  own  power, 
and  beyond  that  of  the  nation  to  nullify,  Henri,  the  son  of 
the  Due  de  Berri,  is,  beyond  all  doubt,  Henri  Cinq,  Roi  de 
France. 
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Of  this  party,  however,  there  are  many,  and  I  suspect 
their  number  is  increasing,  who,  having  granted  the  power 
of  setting  aside  (by  his  own  act)  the  anointed  monarch,  are 
not  altogether  averse  to  go  a  step  farther,  if  so  doing  shall 
ensure  the  peace  of  the  country ;  and  considering  the  infancy 
of  the  rightful  heir  as  constituting  insufficiency,  to  confess 
Louis-Philippe  as  the  next  in  succession  to  be  the  lawful  as 
well  as  the  actual  Ring  of  the  French. 

It  is  this  party  who,  I  always  find,  have  the  most  to  say  in 
support  (or  defence)  of  their  opinions.  Whether  this  pro- 
ceed from  their  feeling  that  some  eloquence  is  necessary  to 
make  them  pass  current,  or  that  the  conviction  of  their  jus- 
tice is  such  as  to  make  their  hearts  overflow  on  the  theme,  I 
know  not;  but  decidedly  the  sect  of  the  '^Parce  quHl  est 
Bourbon'*  is  that  which  I  (ind  most  eager  to  discourse  upon 
politics.  And,  to  confesis  the  truth,  they  have  much  to  say 
for  themselves,  at  least,  on  the  side  of  expediency. 

It  is  often  a  matter  of  regret  with  me,  that,  in  addressing 
these  letters  to  you,  I  am  compelled  to  devote  so  large  a  por- 
tion of  them  to  politics ;  but  in  attempting  to  give  you  some 
idea  of  Paris  at  the  present  moment,  it  is  impossible  to  avoid 
it.  Were  I  to  turn  from  this  theme,  I  could  only  do  so  by 
labouring  to  forget  everything  I  have  seen,  everything  I  see. 
Go  where  you  will,,  do  what  you  will,  meet  whom  you  will^ 
it  is  out  of  your  power  to  escape  it.  But  observe,  that  it  is 
wholly  for  your  sake,  and  not  at  all  for  my  own,  that  I  lament 
it;  for  however  flat  and  unprofitable  my  report  may  be,  the 
thing  itself,  when  you  are  in  the  midst  of  it,  is  exceedingly 
interesting. 

When  I  first  arrived,  I  was  considerably  annoyed  by  find- 
ing, that  as  soon  as  I  had  noted  down  some  piece  of  informa- 
tion as  an  undoubted  feet,  the  next  person  I  conversed  with 
assured  me  thai  it  was  worth  considerably  less  than  nought ; 
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inasmuch  as  my  informer  had  not  only  failed  to  give  me  useful 
instruction  on  the  point  concerning  which  I  was  inquiring, 
hut  had  altogether  deluded,  deceived,  and  led  me  astray. 

These  days  of  primitive  matter-of-faclness  are  now,  how- 
ever, quite  passed  with  me;  and  though  I  receive  a  vast  deal 
of  entertainment  from  all,  I  give  my  faith  in  return  to  very 
few.  I  listen  to  the  Carlisls,  the  Henri-Quintists,  the  Philip- 
pists,  with  great  attention  and  real  interest,  but  have  some- 
times (^ught  myself  humming  as  soon  as  they  have  left  me, 

"  They  were  all  of  them  kings  in  their  turn.** 

I 

Indeed,  if  you  knew  all  that  happens  tome,  instead  of  blam. 
ing  me  for  being  too  political,  you  would  be  very  thankful 
for  the  care  and  pains  I  bestow  in  endeavouring  to  make  a  di- 
gest of  all  I  hear  for  your  advantage,  containing  as  few  con- 
tradictions as  possible.  And  truly  this  is  no  easy  matter,  not 
only  from  the  contradictory  nature  of  the  information  I  re- 
ceive, but  from  some  varymg  weaknesses  in  my  own  nature, 
which  sometimes  put  me  in  the  very  disagreeable  predicament 
of  doubting  if  what  ig  right  be  right,  and  if  what  is  wrong  be 
wrong. 

When  I  came  here,  I  was  a  thorough  unequivocating  legi- 
limatist,  and  felt  quite  ready  and  willing  to  buckle  on  armour 
against  any  who  should  doubt  that  a  man  once  a  king  was 
always  a  king— tliat  once  crowned  according  to  law,  he  could 
not  be  uncrowned  according  to  mob— or  that  a  man's  eldest 
«on  was  his  rightful  heir. 

But,  oh  I  these  doctrinaries !  They  have  such  a  way  of 
proving  that  if  they  are  not  quite  right,  at  least  everybody 
else  is  a  greatdeal  more  wrong;  and  then  they  Ulk  so  prettily 
of  England  and  our  revolution^  and  our  glorious  constitution 
-rand  the  miseries  of  anarchy— and  the  advantages  of  lettiiig 
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things  remain  qoietly  as  they  are,  till,  as  I  said  before,  I  begin 
to  doubt  what  is  right  and  what  is  wrong. 

There  is  one  point,  however,  on  which  we  agree  wholly 
and  heartily ;  and  it  is  this  perhaps  that  has  been  the  means 
of  softening  my  heart  thus  towards  them.  The  doctrinaires 
shudder  at  the  name  of  a  republic.  This  is  not  because  their 
own  party  is  regal,  but  is  evidently  the  result  of  the  experience 
which  they  and  their  fathers  have  had  .from  the  tremendous 
experiment  which  has  once  already  been  made  in  the  country. 

*^  You  will  never  know  the  full  value  of  your  constitution 
till  you  have  lost  it,"  said  a  doctrinaire  to  me  the  other  even- 
ing, at  the  house  of  the  beautiful  Princess  B ,  formerly  an 

energetic  propagandists  but  now  a  very  devoted  doctrinaire, 
— ''you  will  never  know  how  beneficial  is  its  influence  on 
every  hour  of  your  lives,  till  your  Mr.  O'Connell  has  managed 
to  arrange  a  republic  for  you :  and  when  you  have  tasted  that 
for  about  three  months,  you  will  make  good  and  faithful  sub- 
jects to  the  next  king  that  Heaven  shall  bestow  upon  you. 
You  know  how  devoted  all  France  was  to  the  Emperor,  though 
the  police  was  somewhat  tight,  and  the  conscriptions  heavy ; 
but  he  had  saved  us  from  a  republic,  and  we  adored  him.  For 
a  few  days,  or  rather  hours,  we  were  threatened  again,  five 
years  ago,  by  the  same  terrible  apparition  :  the  result  is,  that 
four  millions  of  armed  men  stand  ready  to  protect  the  prince 
who  chased  it.  Were  it  to  appear  a  third  time— which  Heaven 
forbid!— you  may  depend  upon  it  that  the  monarch  who 
should  next  ascend  the  throne  of  France  might  play  at  lejeu 
de  quilles  witli  his  subjects,  and  no  one  be  found  to  com- 
plain." 
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LETTER    XLI. 

M.  Dupre — His  Drawings  in  Greece. — L*^Iise  des  Cannes. — 
M.  Tinchon's  Picture  of  the  National  Conyention. — Leopold  Ro- 
bert's Fishermen — Reported  cause  of  his  Suicide. — Roman  Ca- 
tholic Religion. — Mr.  Daniel  0*Connell. 

We  went  the  other  morning,  with  Miss  G ,  a  very 

agreeable  coantrywoman,  who  has  however  passed  the  greater 
portion  of  her  life  in  Paris,  to  visit  the  house  and  atelier  of 
M.  Dupr^,  a  young  artist  who  seems  to  have  devoted  himself 
to  the  study  of  Greece.  Her  princes,  her  peasants,  her  heavy- 
eyed  beauties,  and  the  bright  sky  that  glows  above  them,— all 
the  material  of  her  domestic  life,  and  all  the  picturesque  ac- 
companiments of  her  classic  reminiscences,  are  brought  home 
by  this  gentleman  in  a  series  of  spirited  and  highly-finished 
drawings,  which  give  decidedly  the  most  lively  idea  of  the 
country  that  I  have  seen  produced.  Engravings  or  lithographs 
from  them  are,  I  believe,  intended  to  illustrate  a  splendid 
work  on  this  interesting  country  which  is  about  to  be  pub- 
lished. 

■ 

In  our  way  from  M.  Dupr^'s  house,  in  which  was  this  col- 
lection of  Greek  drawings,  to  his  atelier — where  he  was  kind 
enough  to  show  us  a  large  picture  recently  commenced— we 
entered  that  fatal  '^  Eglise  des  Cannes,"  where  the  most  hi- 
deous massacre  of  the  first  revolution  took  place.  A  large 
tree  that  stands  beside  it  is  pointed  out  as  having  been  sought 
as  a  shelter— alas !  how  vainly!— by  the  unhappy  priests, 
who  were  shot,  sabred,  and  dragged  from  its  branches  by 
dozens.  A  thousand  terrible  recollections  are  suggested  by 
the  interior  of  the  building,  aided  by  the  popular  traditions 
attached  to  it,  unequalled  in  atrocity  even  in  the  history  of 
tliat  time  of  horror. 
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Another  scene  relating  to  the  same  period,  which,  thoagh 
inferior  to  the  massacre  of  the  priests  in  multiplied  barbarity, 
was  of  sufficient  horror  to  freeze  the  blood  of  any  but  a  repub- 
lican, has,  strange  to  say,  been  made,  since  the  revolution 
of  4850,  the  subject  of  an  enormous  picture  by  M.  Vinchon, 
and  at  the  present  moment  makes  part  of  the  exhibition  at  the 
Louvre. 

The  canvass  represents  a  hall  at  the  Tuileries  which  in  4795 
was  the  place  where  the  National  Convention  sat.  The  mob 
has  broken  in,  and  murdered  Feraud,  who  attempted  to  oppose 
them ;  and  the  moment  chosen  by  the  painter  is  that  in  which 
a  certain  ^^jeune  filU  nommie  Aspasie  MigelW  approaches 
the  president's  chair  with  the  young  man's  head  borne  on  a 
pike  before  her,  while  she  triumphantly  envelopes  herself  in 
some  part  of  his  dress.  The  whole  scene  is  one  of  the  most 
terrible  revolutionary  violence.  This  picture  is  stated  in  the 
catalogue  to  belong  to  the  minister  of  the  interior;  but  whether 
tlie  present  minister  of  the  interior,  or  any  other,  I  know  not. 
The  subject  was  given  immediately  after  the  revolution  of 
4S50,  and  many  artists  made  sketches  in  competition  for  the 
execution  of  it.  One  of  those  who  tried,  and  failed  before  the 
superior  genius  of  M.  Vinchoh,  told  us,  that  the  subject  was 
given  at  that  time  as  one  likely  to  be  popular,  either  for  love 
of  the  noble  resolution  with  which  Boissy  d'Anglas  keeps  pos- 
session of  the  president's  chair,  which  he  had  seized  upon,  or 
else  from  admiration  of  the  energetic  female  who  has  assisted 
in  doing  the  work  of  death.  In  either  case,  this  young  artist 
said,  the  popularity  of  such  a  subject  was  passed  by,  and  no 
such  order  would  be  given  now. 

Finding  myself  again  on  the  subject  of  pictures,  I  must 
mention  a  very  admirable  one  which  is  now  being  exhibited 
at  the  ^'  Mairie  dn  Second  Arrondissement."  It  is  from  the 
hand  of  the  unfortunate  Leopold  Robert,  who  destroyed  him* 

I.  18. 
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self  at  Venice  almost  immediately  after  he  had  completed  it. 
The  subject  is  the  departure  of  a  party  of  Italian  fishermen ; 
and  there  are  parts  of  the  picture  fully  equal  to  anything  I 
have  ever  seen  from  the  pencil  of  a  modern  artist.  I  should 
have  looked  at  this  picture  Vfiih  extreme  pleasure,  had  the 
painter  still  lived  to  give  hope  of,  perhaps,  still  higher  eflbrts ; 
but  the  history  of  his  death,  which  I  had  just  been  listening 
to,  mixed  great  pain  with  it. 

I  have  been  told  that  this  young  man  was  of  a  very  reli- 
gious and  meditative  turn  of  mind,  but  a  Protestant.  His 
only  sister,  to  whom  he  was  much  attached,  was  a  Catholic, 
and  had  recently  taken  the  veil.  Her  affection  for  him  was 
such,  that  she  became  perfectly  wretched  from  the  danger  she 
believed  awaited  him  from  his  heresy ;  and  she  commenced  a 
species  of  affectionate  persecution,  which,  though  it  failed  to 
convert  him,  so  harassed  and  distracted  his  mind,  as  finally 
to  overthrow  his  reason,  and  lead  him  to  self-destruction. 
This  charming  picture  is  exhibited  for  the  benefit  of  the  poor, 
at  the  especial  desire  of  the  unhappy  nun,  who  is  said,  how- 
ever, to  be  so  perfect  a  fanatic,  as  only  to  regret  that  the 
dreadful  act  was  not  delayed  till  she  had  had  time  to  work 
out  the  salvation  of  her  own  soul  by  a  little  more  persecution 
of  his. 

There  is  something  exceedingly  curious,  and,  perhaps,  un- 
der our  present  lamentable  circumstances,  somewhat  alarm- 
ing, in  the  young  and  vigorous  after-growth  of  the  Roman 
Catholic  religion,  which,  by  the  aid  of  a  very  little  inquiry, 
may  be  so  easily  traced  throughout  France.  Were  we  keep- 
ing our  own  national  church  sacred,  and  guarded  both  by 
love  and  by  law,  as  it  has  hitherto  been,  from  all  assaults  of 
the  Pope  and  .  .  .  Mr.  O'Connell,  it  could  only  be  with 
pleasure  that  we  should  see  France  recovering  from  her  long 
ague-fit  of  infidelity,— and,  as  far  as  she  is  concerned,  we 
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must  in  Christian  charity  rejoice,  for  she  is  unquestionably 
the  better  for  it;  but  there  is  a  regenerated  activity  amon^ 
the  Roman  Catholic  clergy,  which,  under  existing  circum- 
stances, makes  a  Protestant  feel  rather  nervous,— and  I  de- 
clare to  you,  I  never  pass  within  sight  of  that  famous  window 
of  the  Louvre,  whence  Charles  Neuf,  with  his  own  royal  and 
catholic  hand,  discharged  a  bluuderbuss  amongst  the  Hugue- 
nots, without  thinking  how  well  a  window  at  Whitehall,  al- 
ready noted  in  history  as  a  scene  of  horror,  might  serve  King 
Daniel  for  the  same  purpose. 

The  great  influence  which  the  religion  of  Rome  has  of  late 
regained  over  the  minds  of  the  French  people  has,  I  am  told, 
been  considerably  increased  by  the  priests  having  added  to 
the  strength  derived  from  their  command  of  pardons  and  in- 
dulgences, that  which  our  Methodist  preachers  gain  from  the 
terrors  of  hell.  They  use  the  same  language,  too,  respecting 
regeneration  and  grace;  and,  as  one  means  of  regainiug  the 
hold  they  had  lost  upon  the  human  mind,  they  now  anathe- 
matize all  recreations,  as  if  their  congregations  were  so  many 
aspirants  to  the  sublime  purifications  of  La  Trappe,or  so  many 
groaning  fanatics  just  made  over  to  them  from  Lady  Hun- 
tingdon's Chapel.  That  there  is,  however,  a  pretty  strong 
force  to  stem  this  fresh  spring- tide  of  moonstruck  superstition, 
is  very  certain.  The  doctrinaires,  I  am  told,  taken  as  a  body, 
are  not  much  addicted  to  this  species  of  weakness.  I  remem- 
ber, during  the  prevalence  of  that  sweeping  complaint  callec^ 
the  influenza,  hearing  of  a  ^'good  lady/'  of  the  high  evan- 
gelical clique,  who  said  to  some  of  the  numerous  pensioners 
who  flocked  to  receive  the  crumbs  of  her  table  and  the  pre- 
cepts of  her  lips,  that  she  could  make  up  some  medicine  that 
was  very  good  for  all  poor  people  that  were  seized  with  this 
«Qmplaint. 

"  What  can  be  the  difference,  ma'am,"  said  the  poor  body 
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who  told  me  this, ''  hetween  us  and  Madame  C in  this 

illness?  Is  not  what  is  good  for  the  poor,  good  for  the  rich 
too?" 

The  same  pertinent  question  may,  I  think,  be  asked  in 
Paris  just  now  respecting  the  medicine  called  religion.  It  is 
administered  in  large  doses  to  the  poor,  to  which  class  a 
great  number  of  the  fair  sex  of  all  ranks  happily  seem  to  have 
joined  themselves,— intending,  at  least,  to  rank  themselves 
as  among  the  poor  in  spirit;  nay,  parish  doctors  are  regularly 
paid  by  authority;  yet,  if  the  tale  be  true,  the  authorities 
themselves  take  little  of  it.  * '  It  is  very  good  for  poor  people;" 
but,  like  the  hot-baths  which  Anstie  talks  of, 

"  No  creature  e*er  view*d 
Any  one  of  the  government  gentry  stew'd.'* 

Whether  the  returning  power  of  this  pompous  and  aspir- 
ing faith  will  mount  as  it  proceeds,  and  embrace  within  its 
grasp,  as  it  was  wont  to  do,  all  the  great  ones  of  the  earth,  is 
a  question  that  it  may  require  some  years  to  answer;  but  one 
thing  is  at  least  certain,— that  its  ministers  will  try  hard  that 
it  shall  do  so,  whether  they  are  likely  to  succeed  or  not;  and, 
at  the  worst,  they  may  console  themselves  by  the  reflection  of 
Lafontaine  :— 

'^Si  de  les  gagner  je  n*emporte  pas  le  prix, 
J'aurais  au  moins  I'honneur  de  Tavoir  entrepris.*' 

One  great  one  they  have  certainly  already  got  besides  King 
Charles  the  Tenth,— even  the  immortal  Daniel;  and  however 
little  consequence  you  may  be  inclined  to  attach  to  this  foct, 
it  cannot  be  considered  as  wholly  unimportant,  since  I  have 
heard  his  religions  principles  and  his  influence  in  England  al- 
luded to  in  the  pulpit  here  with  a  tone  of  hope  and  triumph 
which  made  me  tremble. 
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I  heartily  wish  that  some  of  those  who  continue  to  vote  in 
his  traitorous  majority  because  they  are  pledged  to  do  so, 
could  hear  him  and  his  power  spoken  of  here.  If  they  have 
English  hearts,  it  must,  I  think,  give  them  a  pang. 


LETTER    XLII. 
Old  Maids — Rarely  to  be  fouod  in  France.— 'The  reasons  for  this. 

Several  years  ago,  while  passing  a  few  weeks  in  Paris,  I 
had  a  conversation  with  a  Frenchman  upon  the  subject  of  old 
maids,  which,  though  so  long  past,  I  refer  to  now  for  the  sake 
of  the  sequel,  which  has  just  reached  me. 

We  were,  I  well  remember,  parading  in  the  Gardens  of  the 
Luxembourg;  and  as  we  paced  up  and  down  its  long  alleys, 
the  '^  miserable  fate,"  as  he  called  it,  of  smgie  women  inEng- 
land  was  discussed  and  deplored  by  my  companion  as  being 
one  of  the  most  melancholy  results  of  faulty  national  manners 
that  could  be  mentioned. 

'^  I  know  nothing,"  said  he  with  much  energy,  *^  that  ever 
gave  me  more  pain  in  society,  than  seeing,  as  1  did  in  Eng- 
land, numbers  of  unhappy  women  who,  however  well-born, 
well-educated,  or  estimable,  were  without  a  position,  without 
an  ^tat,  and  without  a  name,  excepting  one  that  they  would 
generally  give  half  their  remaining  days  to  get  rid  of." 

'^  I  think  you  somewhat  exaggerate  the  evil,"  I  replied : 
''  but  even  if  it  were  as  bad  as  you  state  it  to  be,  I  see  not 
why  single  ladies  should  be  better  off  here." 

^^Here!"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  horror  :  ^^  Do  you 
really  imagine  that  in  France,  where  we  pride  ourselves  on 
making  the  destiny  of  our  women  the  happiest  in  the  world,— 
do  you  really  imagine  that  we  suffer  a  set  of  unhappy,  inno- 
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cent,  helpless  girls  to  drop,  as  it  were,  oat  of  society  into 
the  meant  of  celibacy,  as  you  do?  God  keep  us  from  such 
barbarity!" 

^^  But  how  can  you  help  it?  It  is  impossible  but  that 
circumstances  must  arise  to  keep  many  of  your  men  single ; 
and  if  the  numbers  be  equally  balanced,  it  follows  that  there 
must  be  single  women  too." 

^^  It  may  seem  so;  but  the  fact  is  otherwise :  we  have  no 
single  women." 

"  What,  then,  becomes  of  Ihem?" 

^'  I  know  not ;  but  were  any  Frenchwoman  to  find 
herself  so  circumstanced,  depend  upon  it  she  would  drown 
herself." 

'^  I  know  one  such,  however,"  said  a  lady  who  was  with 
us  :  *^  Mademoiselle  IsabelleB*'^*  is  an  old  maid\" 

^^  Est-il  possible ! "  cried  the  gentleman,  in  a  tone  that  made 
me  laugh  very  heartily.  '^  And  how  old  is  she,  this  unhappy 
Mademoiselle  Isabelle?" 

'^  I  do  not  know  exactly/'  replied  the  lady;  "  but  I  think 
she  must  be  considerably  past  thirty." 

'*  C'est  une  horreur !"  he  exclaimed  again;  adding,  rather 
mysteriously,  in  a  half-whisper,  '^  Trust  me,  she  will  not  bear 
it  long!" 

I  had  certainly  forgotten  Mademoiselle  Isabelle  and  all 
about  her,  when  I  again  met  the  lady  who  had  named  her  as 
the  one  sole  existing  old  maid  of  France.  While  conversing 
with  her  the  other  day  on  many  things  which  had  passed 
when  we  were  last  together,  she  asked  me  if  I  remembered 
this  conversation.  I  assured  her  that  J  had  forgotten  no  part 
of  it. 

.**  Well,  then,"  said  she,  '*I  most  tell  you  what  happened 
to  me  about  three  months  after  it  took  place*    I  was  invited 
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with  my  husband  to  pay  a  Tisit  at  the  house  of  a  friend  in  the 
country,— -the  same  house  where  I  hai  formerly  seen  the 
Mademoiselle  Isabelle  6'^'^'^  whom  I  had  named  to  you. 
While  playing  icarU  with  our  host  in  the  evening,  I 
recollected  our  conversation  in  the  Gardens  of  the  Luxem- 
bourg, and  inquired  for  the  lady  who  bad  been  named 
in  it. 

*^  ^  Is  it  possible  that  yon  have  not  heard  what  has  happened 
to  her? 'he  replied. 

'^  *  No,  indeed ;  I  have  heard  nothing.  Is  she  married, 
then?* 

^'  ^  Married !...  Alas,  no !  she  has  drowned  herself!' " 

Terrible  as  this  denouement  was,  it  could  not  be  heard 
with  the  solemn  gravity  it  called  for,  after  what  had  been 
said  respecting  her.  Was  ever  coincidence  more  strange ! 
My  friend  told  me,  that  on  her  return  to  Paris  she  mentioned 
this  catastrophe  to  the  gentleman  who  had  seemed  to  predict 
it;  when  the  information  was  received  by  an  exclamation 
quite  in  character,— ^^  God  be  praised !  then  she  is  out  of  her 
misery ! " 

This  incident,  and  the  conversation  which  followed  upon 
it,  induced  me  to  inquire  in  sober  earnest  what  degree  of  truth 
there  might  really  be  in  the  statement  made  to  us  in  this  well- 
remembered  conversation ;  and  it  certainly  does  appear,  from 
all  I  can  learn,  that  the  meeting  a  single  woman  past  thirty  is 
a  very  rare  occurrence  in  France.  The  arranging  tin  ma- 
riage  convenahle  is  in  fact  as  necessary  and  as  ordinary  a 
duty  in  parents  towards  a  daughter,  as  the  sending  her  to 
nurse  or  the  sending  her  to  school.  The  proposal  for  such  an 
alliance  proceeds  quite  ^  frequently  from  the  friends  of  the 
lady  as  from  those  of  the  gentleman  ;  and  it  is  obvious  that 
this  must  at  once  very  greatly  increase  the  chance  of  a  suitable 
marriage  for  young  women;  for  though  we  do  occasionally 
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send  oar  daughters  to  India  in  tlie  hope  of  obtaining  this 
mach-desired  resalt/few  English  parents  liave  as  yet  gone  the 
length  of  proposing  to  anybody,  or  to  anybody's  son,  to  take 
their  daughter  off  their  hands. 

I  have  not  the  least  doubt  in  the  world  that,  were  tlie 
eiistom  otherwise— were  a  young  lady's  claim  to  an  establish- 
ment pointed  out  by  her  friends,  instead  of  being  left  to  be 
discovered  or  undiscovered  as  chance  will  have  it, — I  have  no 
doubt  in  the  world  that  in  such  a  case  many  happy  marriages 
might  be  the  result :  and  where  such  an  arrangement  infringes 
on  no  feeling  of  propriety,  but  is  adopted  only  in  conformity 
to  national  custom,  lean  well  believe  that  the  fiiir  lady  herself 
may  deem  her  having  nothing  to  do  with  the  business  a 
privilege  of  infinite  importance  to  her  delicacy.  But  would 
our  English  girls  like,  for  the  satisfaction  of  escaping  the  chance 
of  being  an  old  maid,  to  give  up  the  dear  right  of  awaiting  in 
maiden  dignity  till  they  are  chosen— selected  from  out  the 
entire  world— and  then  of  saying  yes  or  no,  as  may  please 
their  fancy  best? 

If  I  do  not  greatly  mistake  the  national  character  of 
Englishwomen,  there  are  very  few  who  could  be  found 
to  exchange  this  privilege  for  the  most  perfect  assurance 
that  could  be  given  of  obtaining  a  marriage  in  any  other 
way.  As  to  which  is  best  and  which  is  wisest,  or  even 
which  is  likely  to  produce,  ultimately  and  generally,  the 
most  happy  minagey  I  will  not  pretend  to  say ;  because  I  have 
heard  so  much  plausible,  and  indeed,  in  some  respects, 
substantial  reasoning  in-  favour  of  the  mode  pursued  here, 
that  I  feel  it  may  be  considered  a^  doubtful :  but  as  to  which 
is  and  must  be  most  agreeable  to  thej[Mirties  chiefly  concerned 
at  the  time  the  connection  is  formed,  herein  I  own  I  think 
there  can  be  no  question  whatever  that  English  men  and 
English  women  have  the  advantage. 
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With  all  tlie  ioclinaiion  in  the  vfoM  to  believe  tliat  France 
abounds  with  loving,  constant,  faithftd  wives,  and  husbands 
too,  I  cannot  but  think  that,  if  they  are  so,  it  is  in  spite  of  the 
manner  in  which  their  marriages  are  made,  and  not  in  con- 
sequence of  it.  The  strongest  argument  in  favour  of  their 
manner  of  proceeding  undoubtedly  is,  that  a  husliand  who 
receives  a  young  wife  as  totally  without  impressions  of  any 
kind  (as  a  well-brought*up  French  girl  certamly  is),  has  a 
l)etter  chance — or  rather,  has  more  pou:er  of  making  her 
heart  entirely  his  own,  than  any  man  can  have  that  falls  in 
love  with  a  beauty  of  twenty,  who  may  already  have  heard 
as  tender  sighs  as  he  can  utter  breathed  in  her  ear  by  some 
one  who  may  have  had  no  power  to  marry  her,  but  who 
might  have  had  a  heart  to  love  her,  and  a  tongue  to  win  her, 
as  well  as  himself. 

But  against  this  how  much  is  to  be  placed !  However  dearl  y 
a  Frenchwoman  may  love  her  husband,  he  can  never  feel 
that  it  is  a  love  which  has  selected  him;  and  though  it  may 
sometimes  happen  tliat  a  pretty  creature  is  applied  for  because 
of  her  prettiness,  yet  if  the  application  be  made  and  answered, 
and  no  question  asked  as  to  her  will  or  wish  in  the  affair,  she 
can  feel  but  little  gratification  even  to  her  vanity— and  cer- 
tainly nothing  whatever  approaching  to  a  feeling  of  tenderness 
at  her  heart. 

The  force  of  habit  is  ever  so  inveterate,  that  it  is  not  likely 
either  nation  can  be  really  a  fair  and  impartial  judge  of  the 
other  in  a  matter  so  entirely  regulated  by  it.  Therefore,  all 
that  I)  as  English,  will  venture  to  say  farther  on  the  subject 
is,  that  I  should  be  sorry  on  this  point  to  see  us  adopt  the 
fashion  of  our  neighbour  France. 

I  have  reason  to  believe,  however,  that  my  friend  of  the 
Luxembourg  Gardens  exaggerated  a  good  deal  in  his  state« 
ment  respecting  the  nonexistence  of  single  women  in  France. 

I.  15 
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They  do  exist  here,  thoagh  certainly  in  less  numbers  than  in 
England, — but  it  is  not  so  easy  to  find  them  out.  With  us  it 
is  not  unusual  for  single  hdies  to  take  what  is  called  brevet 
rank; — that  is,  Miss  Dorothy  Tomkins  becomes  Mrs.  Dorothy 
Tomkins— and  sometimes  tout  honnement  Mrs.  Tomkins, 
provided  there  be  no  collateral  Mrs.  Tomkins  to  interfere 
with  her  ;  but  upon  no  occasion  do  I  remember  that  any  lady 
in  this  predicament  called  herself  the  widow  Tomkins,  or  the 
widow  anything  else. 

Here,  however,  I  am  assured  that  the  case  is  different ; 
and  that,  let  the  number  of  spinsters  be  great  or  small,  no  one 
but  the  near  connections  and  most  intimate  friends  of  the 
party  know  anything  of  the  matter.  Many  a  veuve  respecta- 
ble has  never  had  a  husband  in  her  life ;  and  I  have  heard  it 
positively  affirmed,  that  the  secret  is  often  so  well  kept,  that 
the  nieces  and  nephews  of  a  family  do  not  know  their  maiden 
annts  from  their  widowed  ones. 

This  shows,  at  least,  that  matrimony  is  considered  here  as 
a  more  honourable  state  than  that  of  celibacy;  though  it  does 
not  quite  go  the  length  of  proving  that  all  single  women  drown 
themselves. 

But  before  I  quit  this  subject,  I  must  say  a  few  words  to 
you  concerning  the  old  maids  of  England.  There  are  few 
things  which  chafe  my  spirit  more  than  bearing  single  women 
spoken  of  with  contempt  because  they  are  such,  or  seeing 
them  treated  with  less  consideration  and  attention  than  those 
who  chance  to  be  married.  The  cruelty  and  injustice  of  this 
must  be  obvious  to  every  one  upon  a  moment's  thought;  but 
to  me  its  absurdity  is  more  obvious  still. 

It  is,  I  believe,  a  notorious  fact,  that  there  is  scarcely  a 
woman  to  be  found,  of  any  rank  under  that  of  a  princess  of 
the  blood  royal,  who,  at  the  age  of  fifty,  has  not  at  some  time 
or  in  some  manner  had  the  power  of  marrying  if  she  chose 
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it.  That  many  who  have  had  this  power  have  been  tyranni- 
cally or  unfortunately  prevented  from  using  it,  is  certain ;  but 
there  is  nothing  either  ridiculous  or  contemptible  in  this. 

Slill  less  does  a  woman  merit  scorn  if  she  has  had  the  firm- 
ness and  constancy  of  purpose  to  prefer  a  single  life  because 
she  has  considered  it  best  and  fittest  for  her :  in  fact,  I  know 
nothing  more  high-minded  than  the  doing  so.  The  sneering 
which  follows  female  ceKbacy  is  so  well  known  and  so  coarse- 
ly manifested,  that  it  shows  very  considerable  dignity  of 
character  to  enable  a  woman  to  endure  it,  rather  than  act 
against  her  sense  of  what  is  right. 

I  by  no  means  say  this  by  way  of  running  a-tiit  against  all 
the  ladies-in  France  who  have  submitted,  hon  gri,  mal  gr^, 
to  become  wives  at  the  command  of  their  fathers,  mothers, 
uncles,  aunts,  and  guardians :  they  have  done'  exactly  what 
they  ought,  and  I  hope  all  their  pretty  little  quiet-looking 
daughters  will  do  the  same;  it  is  the  custom  of  the  country, 
and  cannot  discreetly  be  departed  from.  But  being  on  the 
subject,  I  am  led,  while  defending  our  own  ratodes  of  pro- 
ceeding in  the  important  affair  of  marriage,  to  remark  also  on 
the  result  of  them.  In  permitting  a  young  woman  to  become 
acquainted  witli  the  man  who  proposes  for  her  before  she  con- 
sents to  pass  her  whole  life  with  him,  I  certainly  see  some  ad- 
vantage; but  in  my  estimation  there  is  more  still  in  the  pro-, 
tection  which  our  usage  in  these  matters  affords  to  those  who, 
rather  than  marry  a  man  who  is  not  the  object  of  their  choice, 
prefer  remaining  single.  I  confess,  too,  that  I  consider  the 
class  o£ single  women  as  an  extremely  important  one.  Their 
entire  freedom  from  control  gives  them  great  power  over 
their  time  and  resources,  much  more  than  any  other  woman 
can  possibly  possess  who  is  not  a  childless  widow.  That  this 
power  is  often— very  often— nobly  used,  none  can  deny  who 
are  really  and  thoroughly  acquainted  with  English  society ; 
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and  if  among  the  class  there  be  some  who  love  cards,  and 
tattle,  and  dress,  and  slander,  they  should  be  treated  with 
just  the  same  measure  of  contempt  as  the  married  ladies  who 
may  also  occasionally  be  found  to  love  cards,  and  tattle,  and 
dress,  and  slander,— but  with  no  more. 

It  has  been  my  chance,  and  I  imagine  that  it  has  been  the 
chance  of  most  other  people,  to  have  found  my  dearest  and 
most  constant  friends  among  single  women.  Of  all  the  He- 
lenas and  Hermias  that  before  marriage  have  sat  *'  upon  one 
cusluon,  warbling  of  one  song,"  even  for  years  together,  how 
few  are  there  who  are  not  severed  by  marriage !  Kind  feel- 
ings may  be  retained,  and  correspondence  (lazily  enough) 
kept  up ;  but  to  whom  is  it  that  the  anxious  mother,  watch- 
ing beside  the  sick  conch  of  her  child,  turns  for  sympathy 
and  consolation?— certainly  not  to  the  occupied  and  perhaps' 
distant  wedded  confidante  of  her  youthful  days,  but  to  her 
maiden  sister  or  her  maiden  friend.  Nor  is  it  only  in  sick- 
ness that  such  friends  are  among  the  first  blessings  of  life  : 
they  violate  no  duty  by  giving  their  time  and  their  talents 
to  society;  and  many  a  day  through  every  house  in  England 
lias  probably  owed  some  of  its  most  delightful  hours  to  the 
presence  of  those  whom  no  duty  has  called 

''  To  suckle  fools  or  chronicle  small  beer/^ 

and  whose  talents,  therefore,  are  not  (oily  at  their  own  dispo- 
sal, but  in  all  probability  mudi  more  highly  cultivated  than 
any  possessed  by  their  married  friends. 

Thus,  spite  of  him  of  the  Luxembourg,  I  am  most  decidedly 
of  opinion,  that,  in  England  at  least,  there  is  no  reason  what* 
ever  that  an  unmarried  woman  should  consign  herself  to  the 
fate  of  the  unfortunate  Alademoiselle  Isabelle. 

END  OF  THE   FIRST   VOLUME. 
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Peculiar  Air  of  FrenchwomeD. — Impossibility  that  an  Englishwoman 
should  not  be  known  for  such  in  Paris. — Small  Shops.-»Beautiful 
Flowers,  and  pretty  arrangement  of  them. — Natiye  Grace.— Dis- 
appearance of  Rouge. — Grey  Hair.^Every  article  dearer  than  in 
London. — All  temptations  to  smuggling  removed. 

Considering  that  it  is  a  woman  who  writes  to  you,  I  think 
yon  will,  confess  that  you  have  no  reason  to  complain  of  hav- 
ing been  overwhelmed  with  the  fashions  of  Paris  :  perhaps, 
on  the  contrary,  you  may  feel  rather  disposed  to  grumble  be* 
cause  all  I  have  hitherto  said  on  the  fertile  subject  of  dress 
has  been  almost  wholly  devoted  to  the  historic  and  fanciful 
costume  of  the  republicans.  Personal  appearance^  and  all  that 
concerns  it,  is,  however,  a  very  important  feature  in  the  daily 
history  of  this  showy  city ;  and  although  in  this  respect  it  has 
been  made  the  model  of  the  whole  world,  it  nevertheless  con- 
trives to  retain  for  itself  a  general  look,  air,  and  effect,  which 
H  is  quite  in  vain  for  any  other  people  to  attempt  imitating. 
Go  where  you  will,  you  see  French  fashions;  but  you  must 
go  to  Paris  to  see  how  French  people  wear  them. 
11.  1 
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The  dome  of  the  Invalides,  the  towers  of  Notre  Dame,  the 
column  in  the  Place  Yenddme,  the  windmills  of  Montmartie, 
do  not  come  home  to  the  mind  as  more  essentially  belonging 
to  Paris,  and  Paris  only,  than  does  the  aspect  which  caps, 
bonnets,  frills,  shawls,  aprons,  belts,  hackles,  gloyes,^and 
above,  though  below,  all  things  else— which  shoes  and  stock*- 
ings  assume,  when  worn  by  Parisian  women  in  the  city  of 
Paris. 

It  is  invain  that  all  the  women  of  the  earth  comecrowding  to 
this  mart  of  elegance,  each  one  with  money  in  her  sack  suffi- 
cient to  cover  her  from  head  to  foot  with  all  that  is  richest  and 
best ; — it  is  in  vain  that  she  calls  to  her  aid  all  the  iaiUeuses, 
coiffeuses^  modistes^  couturieres,  eordonnierSj  ling^eSy  ami 
frUeurs  in  the  town  :  all  she  gets  for  her  pains  is,  when  she  has 
bought,  and  done,  and  put  on  all  and  everything  they  have 
prescribed,  that,  in  the  next  shop  she  enters,  she  bears  one 
grisette  behind  the  counter  mutter  to  another,  ^'  Voyez  ce 
que  desire  cette  dame  anglaise  ^"~  and  that,  poor  dear  lady ! 
before  she  has  spoken  a  single  word  to  betray  herself. 

Neither  is  it  only  the  natives  who  find  us  out  so  easily— that 
might  perhaps  be  owing  to  some  little  inexplicable  freema^ 
sonry  among  themselves  ;  but  the  worst  of  all  is, 'that  we 
know  one  another  in  a  moment.  ^^  There  is  an  Englishman,^ 
— ^'  That  is  an  Englishwoman,"  is  felt  at  a  glance,  more  ra- 
pidly than  the  tongue  can  speak  it. 

That  manner,  gait,  and  carriage, — that  expression  of 
movement,  and,  if  I  may  so  say,  of  limb,  should  be  at  once  so 
remarkable  and  so  impossible  to  imitate,  is  very  singular.  It 
has  nothing  to  do  with  the  national  differences  in  eyes  and 
complexion,  for  the  effect  is  felt  perhaps  more  strongly  in 
following  than  in  meeting  a  person ;  but  it  pervades  every 
plait  and  every  pin,  every  attitude  and  every  gesture. 

Gould  I  explain  to  you  what  it  is^  which  produces  this  effect^ 
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I  should  go  far  towards  removing  the  impossibility  of  imitat- 
ing it :  but  as  this  is  now,  after  twenty  years  of  trial,  pretty 
generally  allowed  to  be  impossible,  you  will  not  expect  it  of 
me.  All  I  can  do,  is  to  tell  you  of  such  matters  appertaining 
to  dress  as  are  open  and  intelligible  to  all,  without  attempting 
to  dive  into  that  very  occult  part  of  the  subject,  the  effect 
of  it. 

In  milliners'  phrase,  the  ladies  dress  much  less  in  Paris  than 
in  London.  I  have  no  idea  that  any  Frenchwoman,  after  her 
morning  dishabille  is  thrown  aside,  would  make  it  a  practice, 
■  during  ^^  the  season,"  to  change  her  dress  completely  four 
times  in  the  course  of  the  day,  as  I  have  known  some  ladies  do 
in  London.  Not  do  I  believe  that  the  most  prMeuses  in  such 
matters  among  them  would  deem  it  an  insufferable  breach  of 
I  good  manners  to  her  family,  did  she  sit  down  to  dinner  in 

the  same  apparel  in  which  they  had  seen  her  three  hours  be- 
fore it. 
•  The  only  article  of  female  luxury  more  generally  indulged 

in  here  than  with  us,  is  that  of  cashmere  shawls.    One,  at 
,  the  very  least,  of  these  dainty  wrappers  makes  a  part  of  every 

young  lady's  trousseau,  and  is,  I  believe,  exactly  the  part  of 
the  present  which,  as  Miss  Edgeworth  says,  often  makes  a 
bride  forget  the  futur. 

In  ether  respects,  what  is  necessary  for  the  wardrobe  of  a 
French  woman  of  fashion  is  necessary  also  for  that  of  an  Eng- 
lish one ;  only  jewels  and  trinkets  of  all  kinds  are  more  fre- 
^  qnently  worn  with  us  than  with  them.  The  dress  that  a  young 

^  Englishwoman  would  wear  at  a  dinner  party  is  very  nearly 

the  same  as  a  Frenchwoman  would  wear  at  any  ball  but  a 
fancy  one ;  whereas  the  most  elegant  dinner  costume  ip  Paris 
is  exactly  the  same  as  would  be  worn  at  the  French  Opera. 

There  are  many  extremely  handsome  ^*  magusins  de  nou- 
veauW  in  every  part  of  the  town,  wherein  may  be  found  all 
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that  the  heart  of  woman  can  desire  in  the  way  of  dress ;  and 
there  are  smart  eoiffeuses  and  modistes  too,  who  know  weU 
how  to  fabricate  and  recomknend  every  production  of  their 
fiiscinating  art ;  but  there  is  no  Howell  and  James's  wherein 
to  assemble  at  a  given  poiiit  all  the  fine  ladies  of  Paris;  no 
reunions  of  tall  footmen  are  to  be  seen  lounging  on  benches 
outside  the  shops,  and  performing  to  the  uninitiated  the  office 
of  signs,  by  giving  notice  how  many  purchasers  are  at  that 
moment  engaged  in  cheapening  the  preciouci  Wares  within. 
The  shops  in  general  are  very  much  smaller  thaki  ours,  — <»: 
when  they  stretch  into  great  length,  they  have  unifbrmly  the 
appearance  of  warehouses.  A  much  less  quantity  of  goods  of 
all  kinds  is  displayed  for  purposes  of  show  and  decoration,^ 
unless  it  be  in  china  shops,  or  where  or-molu  ornaments,  pro- 
tected by  glass  covers,  form  the  principal  objects  :  here,  or 
indeed  wherever  the  articles  sold  can  be  exhibited  without  any 
danger  of  loss  from  injury,  there  is  very  considerable  display; 
but,  OB  the  whole,  there  is  miueh  less  appearance  of  large 
capital  exhibited  in  the  shops  here  than  in  London. 

One  great  source  of  the  gay  and  pretty  appearance  of  the 
Streets,  is  the  number  and  elegant  arrangement  of  the  flowers 
exposed  for  sale.  Along  all  the  Boulevards,  and  in  every 
brilliant  Passage  (with  which  latter  ornamenfal  invention  Pa- 
ris is  now  threaded  in  all  directions),  you  need  only  ^ut  your 
eyes  in  order  to  fancy  yourself  in  a  delicious  flower-garden ; 
and  even  on  opening  them  again,  if  the  delusion  vanishes, 
yon  have  something  almost  as  pretty  in  its  place. 

Notwithstanding  the  multitudinous  abominations  of  their 
streets— the  prison-like  locks  on  the  doors  of  their  salons y  and 
the  odious  cflmmon  stair  which  must  be  climbed  ere  one  can 
get  to  them— there  is  an  elegance  of  taste  and  love  of  the 
graceful  about  these  people  which  is  certainly  to  be  found  no- 
where else^  It  is  not  confined  to  the  spacious  hdtels  of  the  rich 
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dnd  great,  buimay  be  traced  through  every  order  and  class 
of  society,  down  to  the  very:  lowest. 

The  manner  in  which  an  old  barrow-woQiaa  willxie  ap  her 
sous'  worth  of  cherries  for  her  urchin  customers  might  give  a 
lesson  to  the  most  skilful  decorator  of  the  supper-table.  A 
bunch  of  wild  violets,  sold  at  a.  price  that  may  come  within 
reach  of  the  worst-paid  souhrette  in  Paris,  is  arran^  with  a 
grace  that  might  make  a  duchess  covet  them ;  and  t  have  seen 
ihepaltpy  stock-in-trade  at  a  florist,  whose  only  pavilioh  was  a 
tree  and  the  bine  heavens,  set  off  with  such  felicity  in  the 
mixtare  of  colours,  and  the  gradations  of  shape  and  form,  as 
made  me  stand  to  gaze  longer  and  more  delightedly  than  I 
ever  did  before  Flora's  own  palace  in  the  King's  Road. 

After  all,  indeed,  I  believe  that  the  mystical  peculiarity  of 
dress  of  which  I  have  been  speaking  wholly  arises  from  this 
innate  and  aniversal  instinct  t>f  good  taste.  There  is  a  fit- 
ness, a  propriety,  a  sort  of  harmony  in  the  various  articles 
'  which  constitute  female  attire,  which  may  be  traced  as  clearly 
amongst  the  cotton  toques,  with  all  their  variety  of  brilliant 
tints,  and  the  kerchief  and  apron  to  match,  or  rather  to  ac- 
cord, as  amongst  the  most  elegant  bonnets  at  the  Tuileries. 
Their  expressive  (dirase  of  approbation  for  a  well-dressed 
woman,  *f  faite  ^  peindre,'  may  often  be  applied  with  quite 
as  mnch  justice  to  the  peasant  as  to  the  princess^  for  the  same 
unconscious  sensibility  of  taste  will  regulate  them  both. 

It  is  this  national  feeling  which  renders  their  stage  groups, 
their  corps  de  haUei,  and  all  Uiq  tableaux  business  of  their 
theatres,  so  greatly  superior  to  all  others.  On  thfese  occasions, 
a  single  blunder  in  colour,  contrast,  or  position,  destroys  the 
whole  harmony,  and  the  whole  charm  with  it ;  but  you  see 
the  poor  little  girls  liired  to  do  angels  and  graces,  for  a  few 
sous  a  night,  fall  into  the  composition  of  the  scene  with  an 
instinct  at  nnerring,  as  that  which  leads  a  flight  of  wild  geese 
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to  cleave  the  air  in  a  well-adjusted  triangular  phalanx,  instead 
of  scattering  themselves  to  every  point  of  the  compass ;  as, 
par  exemple,  our  figurantes  may  be  often  seen  to  do,  if  not 
kept  in  order  by  the  ballet-master  as  carefully  as  a  huntsman 
whistles  in  his  pack. 

It  is  quite  a  relief  to  my  eyes  to  find  how  completely  rouge 
appears  to  be  gone  out  of  fashion  here.  I  will  not  undertake 
to  say  that  no  bright  eyes  still  look  brighter  from  having  a 
touch  of  red  skilfully  applied  beneath  them :  but  if  this  be 
done,  it  is  so  well  done  as  to  be  invisible,  excepting  by  its  fa- 
vourable, effect^  which  is  a  prodigious  improvement  upon  the 
fashion  which  I  well  remember  here,  of  larding  cheeks  both 
young  and  old  to  a  degree  that  was  quite  frightful. 

Another  improvement  which  I  very  greatly  admire  is,  that 
the  majority  of  old  ladies  have  left  off  wearing  artificial  hair, 
and  arrange  their  own  grey  locks  with  all  the  neatness  and 
care  possible.  The  effect  of  this  upon  their  general  appear- 
ance is  extremely  favourable  :  Nature  always  arranges  things 
for  us  much  better  than  we  can  do  it  for  ourselves ;  and  the 
effect  of  an  old  face  surrounded  by  a  maze  of  wanton  curls, 
black,  brown,  or  flaxen,  is  infinitely  less  agreeable  than  when 
it  is  seen  with  its  own  *'  sable  silvered"  about  it. 

I  have  heard  it  observed,  and  with  great  justice,  that  rouge 
was  only  advantageous  to  those  who  did  not  require  it ;  and 
the  same  may  be  said  with  equal  truth  of  false  hair.  Some  Qf 
the  towering  pinnacles  of  shining  jet  that  I  have  seen  here, 
certainly  have  exceeded  in  quantity  of  hair  the  possible  growth 
of  any  one  head  :  but  when  this  fobric  surmounts  a  youthful 
face  which  seems  to  have  a  right  to  all  the  flowing  honours 
that  the  friseur's  art  can  contrive  to  arrange  above  it,  there  is 
nothing  incongruous  or  disagreeable  in  the  effect,  though  it 
is  almost  a  pity,  too,  to  mix  anything  approaching  to  deceptive 
art  with  the  native  glories  of  a  young  head.    For  which  sen- 
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timent  messieurs  les  fahricans  of  folse  hair  will  not  thank  me ; 
—for  haying  first  interdicted  the  use  of  borrowed  tresses  to 
the  old  ladies,  I  now  pronounce  my  disapproval  of  them  for 
the  young. 

Au  resiCy  all  I  can  tell  yon  farther  respecting  dress  is,  that 
our  ladies  must  no  longer  expect  to  find  bargains  here  in  any 
article  required  for  the  wardrobe;  on  the  contrary,  every 
thing  of  the  kind  is  bec6me  greatly  dearer  than  in  London : 
and  what  is  at  least  equally  against  making  such  purchases 
here  is,  that  the  fabrics  of  various  kinds  which  we  used  to 
consider  as  superior  to  our  own,  particularly  those  of  silks 
and  gloves,  are  now,  I  think,  decidedly  inferior ;  and  such 
as  can  be  purchased  at  the  same  price  as  in  England,  if  they 
can  be  found  at  all,  are  really  too  bad  to  use. 

The  only  foreign  bargains  which  I  long  to  bring  home  with 
me  are  in  porcelain ;  but  this  our  custom-house  tariff  forbids, 
and  very  properly,  as,  without  such  protection,  our  Wedg- 
woods and  Mortlakes  would  sell  but  few  ornamental  articles; 
for  not  only  are  their  prices  higher,  but  both  their  material 
and  the  fashioning  of  it  are  in  my  opinion  extremely  inferior. 
It  is  really  very  satisfactory  to  one's  patriotic  feelings  to  be 
able  to  say  honestly,  that,  excepting  in  these,  and  a  few  other 
ornamental  superfluities,  such  as  or-molu  and  alabaster 
clocks,  etcaetera,  there  is  nothing  tliat  we  need  wish  to  smug- 
gle into  our  own  aboi\pdlng  land. 
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LETTER     XLIV. 

Exclusive  Soirees. — Soiree  Doctrinaire. — Due  de  BrogUe. — Soiree 
Republicaiue. — Soiree  Royaliste. — Partie  Impdriale. —  Military 
Greatness. — Dame  de  rEmpire^ 

Though  the  salons  of  Paris  probably  show  at  the  present 
moment  the  most  mixed  society  that  can  be  found  mingled 
together  in  the  world,  one  occasionally  finds  oneself  in  the 
midst  of  a  set  evidently  of  one  stamp,  and  indeed  proclaiming 
itself  to  be  so ;  for  wherever  this  happens,  the  assembly  is 
considered  as  peculiarly  chosen  and  select,  and  as  having  all 
the  dignity  of  exclusiveness. 

The  pictare  of  Paris  as  it  is  may  perhaps  be  better  caught 
at  a  glance  at  a  party  collected  together  withont  any  reference 
to  politics  or  pHnciples  of  any  kind ;  but  I  have  been  well 
pleased  to  find  myself  on  three  different  occasions  admitted 
to  soiries  of  the  exclusive  kind* 

At  the  first  of  these,  I  was  told  tlie  names  of  most  of  the 
company  by  a  kind  friend  who  sat  near  me,  and  thus  became 
aware  that  I  had  the  honour  of  being  in  company  with  most 
of  King  Philippe's  present  ministry.  Three  or  four  of  these 
gentlemen  were  introduced  to  me,  and  I  had  the  advantage 
of  seeing  de  pr^s,  during  their  hours  of  relaxation,  the  men 
who  have  perhaps  at  this  moment  as  hetvy  a  weight  of  respon- 
sibility upon  their  shoulders  as  any  set  of  ministers  ever  sus- 
tained. 

Nevertheless,  nothing  like  gloom,  preoccupation,  or  nnea- 
sin£ss,  appeared  to  pervade  tliem;  and  yet  that  chiefest  sub- 
ject of  anxiety,  the  Proeis  Monstre,  was  by  no  means  banish^ 
ed  from  their  discourse.  Their  manner  of  treating  it,  how- 
ever, was  certainly  not  such  as  to  make  one  believe  that  they 
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were  at  all  likely  to  sink  under  their  load,  or  that  they  felt  in 
any  degree  embarrassed  or  distressed  by  it. 

Some  of  the  extravagances  of  les  accuses  were  discussed 
gaily  enough,  and  the  general  tone  was  that  of  men  who  knew 
perfectly  well  what  they  were  about,  and  who  foand  more  to 
laugh  at  Chan  to  fear  in  the  opposition  and  abase  they  en- 
countered. This  light  spirit  however,  which  to  me  seemed 
fair  enough  in  the  hours  of  recreation,  had  better  not  be  dis- 
played on  graver  occasions,  as  it  naturally  produces  exaspera- 
tion on  the  part  of  the  prisoners,  which,  however  little  dan- 
gerous it  may  be  to  the  state,  is  nevertheless  a  feeling  which 
should  not  be  unnecessarily  excited.  In  that  amusing  paper 
or  magazine— -I  know  not  which  may  be  its  title^called  the 
'^  Chronique  de  Paris,"  I  read  some  days  ago  a  letter  describ- 
ing one  of  the  siances  of  the  Chamber  of  Peers  on  this  proems ^ 
in  which  the  gaiety  manifested  by  M.  de  Broglie  is  thus  cen- 
sured : — 

'^  J'ai  fait  moi-mdme  partie  de  ce  public  privil^gi^  que  les 
accuses  ne  reconnaissent  pas  comme  un  vrai  public,  et  j'ai  pu 
assister  jeudi  k  cette  dramatique  audience  ou  la  voix  tonnante 
d'un  accusd,  lisant  une  protestation,  a  couvert  la  voix  dn 
minist^re  public.  J'^tais  du  nombre  de  ceux  qui  ont  eu  la 
fi^vre  de  cette  sc^ne,  et  je  n'ai  pu  comprendre,  au  milieu  de 
Tagitation  g^nerale,  qu'un  homme  aussi  bien  ^lev^  que 
M.  de  Broglie  (je  ne  dis  pas  qu'un  ministre)  trouvdt  seul 
qu'il  y  avait  1^  sujet  de  rire  en  lorgnant  ce  vrai  Remain, 
comparable  k  ces  tribuns  qui,  dans  les  derniers  temps  de  la 
r^poblique,  faisaient  trembler  les  patriciens  sur  leurs  chaises 
curules. " 

"  Ce  vrai  Romain,*'  however,  rather  deserved  to  be  scourged 
than  laughed  at ;  for  never  did  any  criminal  when  brought  to 
the  bar  of  his  country  insult  its  laws  and  its  rulers  more  grossly 
than  the  prisoner  Beaune  on  this  occasion.    If  indeed  the 
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accounts  which  reach  us  by  the  daily  papers  are  not  exagge- 
rated, the  outrageous  conduct  of  the  accused  furnishes  at 
every  sitting  sufficient  cause  for  anger  and  indignation,  how- 
ever un^^'orthy  it  may  be  of  inspiring  anything  approaching- 
to  a  feeling  of  alarm ;  and  the  calm,  dignified,  and  temperate 
manner  in  which  the  Chamber  of  Peers  has  hitherto  conducted 
itself  may  serve,  I  think,  as  an  example  to  many  other  legis- 
lative assemblies. 

The  ministers  of  Louis-Philippe  are  very  fortunate  that 
the  mode  of  trial  decided  on  by  them  in  this  troublesome 
business  is  likely  to  be  carried  through  by  the  upper  house 
in  a  manner  so  little  open  to  reasonable  animadversion. 
The  duty,  and  a  most  harassing  one  it  is,  has  been  laid* 
upon  them,  as  many  think,  illegally ;  but  the  task  has  been 
imposed  by  an  authority  which  it  is  their  duty  to  re- 
spect, and  they  have  entered  upon  it  in  a  spirit  that  does 
them  honour. 

The  second  exclusive  party  to  which  I  was  fortunate 
enough  to  be  admitted  was,  in  all  respects,  quite  the 
reverse  of  the  first.  The  fair  mistress  of  the  mansion- 
herself  assured  me  that  there  was  not  a  single  doctrinaire 
present. 

Here,  loo,  the  eternal  subject  of  the  Procis  Mansire  was 
discussed,  but  in  a  very  different  tone,  and  with  feelings  as 
completely  as  possible  in  opposition  to  those  which  dictated 
the  lively  and  triumphant  sort  of  persiflage  to  which  I  had 
before  listened.  Nevertheless,  the  conversation  was  anything 
but  tristey  as  the  party  was  in  truth  particularly  agreeable; 
but,  amidst  flashes  of  wit,  sinister  sounds  that  foreboded 
future  revolutions  grumbled  every  now  and  then  like  distant 
thunder.  Then  there  was  shrugging  of  shoulders,  and 
shaking  of  heads,  and  angry  taps  upon  the  snuff-box ;  and 
from  time  to  time,  amid  the  prattle  of  pretty  women,  and  the 
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well-tarned  gentUlesses  of  those  they  prattled  to,  might  be 
heard  such  phrases  as,  '^  Tout  n'est  pas  encore  fini,"  .... 
*'Nous  verrons  ....  nous  verrons"  ....  "S'ils  sont 
arbitraires ! ''  ....  and  the  like. 

The  third  set  was  as  distinct  as  may  be  from  the  two 
former.  This  reunion  was  in  the  quartier  St.  Germain ; 
and,  if  the  feeling  which  I  know  many  would  call  prejudice 
does  not  deceive  me,  the  tone  of  first-rate  good  society  was 
greatly  more  conspicuous  here  than  at  either  of  the  others. 
By  all  the  most  brilliant  personages  who  adorned  the  other 
two  soirees  which  I  have  described.  I  strongly  suspect  that 
the  most  distinguished  of  this  third  would  be  classed  as 
rococo;  but  they  were  composed  of  the  real  stuff  that 
constitutes  the  true  patrician,  for  all  that.  Many  indeed 
were  quite  of  the  old  regime,  and  many  others  their  noble 
high-minded  descendants ;  but  whether  they  were  old  or 
young,—- whether  remarkable  for  having  played  a  distin* 
guished  part  in  the  scenes  that  have  been,  or  for  sustaining 
the  chivalric  principles  of  their  race,  by  quietly  withdrawing 
from  the  scenes  that  are,^in  either  case  they  had  that  air  of 
inveterate  superiority  which  I  believe  nothing  on  earth  but 
gentle  blood  can  give. 

There  is  a  fourth  class  still,  consisting  of  the  dignitaries  of 
the  Empire,  which,  if  they  ever  assemble  in  distinct  com- 
mittee, I  have  yet  to  become  acquainted  with.  But  I  suspect 
that  this  is  not  the  case  :  one  may  perhaps  meet  them  more 
certainly  in  some  houses  than  in  others ;  but,  unless  it  be 
around  the  dome  of  the  Invalides,  I  do  not  believe  that  they 
are  to  be  found  anywhere  as  a  class  apart. 

Nothing,  however,  can  be  less  difficult  than  to  trace  them  : 
they  are  as  easily  discerned  as  a  boiled  lobster  among  a  panier 
full  of  such  as  are  newly  caught. 

That  amusing  little  vaudeville  called,  I  think,  ^'La  Dame 
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de  I'Empire,"  or  some  such  title,  contains  the  best  portrait  of 
a  whole  clique,  under  the  features  of  an  individual  character, 
of  any  comedy  I  know. 

None  of  the  stormy  billows  whidi  have  rolled  over  France 
during  the  last  forty  years  haye  thrown  up  a  race  so  strongly 
marked  as  those  produced  by  the  military  era  of  the  Empire. 
The  influence  of  the  enormous  power  which  was  then  in 
action  has  assuredly  in  soQie  directions  left  most  noble  ves- 
tiges. Wherever  science  was  at  work,  this  power  propelled  it 
forward;  and  ages  yet  ui^orn  may  bless  for  this  the  fostering 
patronage  of  Napoleon  :  some  midnight  of  devastation  and 
barbarism  must  fall  upon  the  world  before  what  he  has  done 
of  this  kind  can  be  obliterated. 

But  the  same  period,  while  it  brought  forth  from  obscurity 
talent  and  enterprise  which,  without  its  influence,  would  never 
have  been  greeted  by  the  light  of  day,  brought  forward  at  the 
same  time  legions  of  men  and  women  to  whom  this  light 
and  their  advanced  position  in  society  are  by  no  means 
advantageous  in  the  eyes  of  a  passing  looker-on. 

I  have  heard  that  it  requires  three  generations  to  make 
a  gentleman.  Those  created  by  Napoleon  have  not  yet 
fairly  reached  a  second;  and,  with  all  respect  for  talent, 
industry,  and  valour,  be  it  spoken,  the  necessity  of  this  slow 
process  very  frequently  forces -itselt  upon  one's  conviction  at 
Paris.  , 

It  improbable  that  the  great  refinement  of  the  po$t-imperial 
aristocracy  of  France  may  be  one  reason  why.  the  deficiencies 
of  those  now  often  found  mixed  up  with  them  is  so  remarkable. 
It  would  be  difficult  to  imagine  a  contrast  in  maiiuei^  more 
striking  than  that  of  a  lady  who  Titrould  be  a  fair  specimen  of  the 
old  Bourbon  noblesse,  and  a  bouncing  marichale  of  Impenai 
creation.  It  seems  as  if  every  particle  of  the  whole  ihaterial  of 
which  each  is  formed  gave  evidence  of  the  different  birth  of 


AND  THE  PARISIANS.  i^ 

the  spirit  that  dwells  within.  The  soand  of  the  voice  is  a 
contrast;  the  glance  of  the  eye  is  a  contrast;  the  smile  is  a 
contrast;  the  step  is  a  contrast.  Were  every  feature  of  a 
dame  de  V Empire  and  a  femme  noble  formed  precisely  in  the 
same  mould,  I  am  quite  sure  that  the  two  would  look  no  more 
alike  than  Queen  Constance  and  Nell  Gwyn. 

Nor  is  there  at  all  less  difference  in  the  two  races  of 
gentimnen.  I  speak  not  of  the  men  of  science  or  of  art ;  their 
rank  is  of  another  kind :  but  there  are  still  left  here  and  there 
specimens  of  decorated  greatness  which  look  as  if  they  must 
have  been  dragged  out  of  the  guard-room  by  main  force;  huge 
monstached  Imilitaires,  who  look  at  every  slight  rebuff  as  if 
they  were  ready  to  exclaim, ''  Sacre  nom  de  D*"^* !  je  suis  un 
heros,  moi !  Vive  FEmpereur  !*' 

A  good  deal  is  sneeringly  said  respecting  the  parvenus 
fashionables  of  the  present  day ;  but  station,  and  place,  and 
court  favour,  must  at  any  rate  give  something  of  reality  to 
the  importance  of  those  whom  the  last  movement  has  brought 
to  the  top;  and  this  is  vastly  less  offensive  than  the  empty, 
vulgar,  camp-like  reminiscences  of  Imperial  patronage  which 
are  occasionally  brought  forward  by  those  who  may  thank 
their  sabre  for  having  cut  a  path  for  them  into  the  salons  of 
Paris.  The  really  great  men  of  the  Empire — and  there  are 
certainly  many  of  them— have  taken  care  to  have  other  claims 
to  distinction  attached  to  their  names  than  that  of  having  been 
dragged  out  of  heaven  knows  what  profound  obscurity  by 
Napoleon :  I  may  say  of  such,  in  the  words  of  the  soldier  in 
Macbeth— 

"  If  I  say  sooth,  I  must  report  they  were 
As  canDon  overcharged  with  double  cracks." 

As  for  the  elderly  ladies,  who,  from  simple  little  bourgeoises 
demoiselles,  were   in   those  belligerent  days  sabred  and 
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trampeted  into  mardcbales  and  duAiesses,  I  mast  think  that 
they  make  infinitely  worse  figures  in  a  drawing-room,  than 
those  who,  yonnger  in  years  and  newer  in  dignity,  have  all 
their  blushing  honours  fresh  upon  them.  Besides,  in  point 
of  fact,  the  having  one  Bpurfoon  prince  instead  of  another 
upon  the  throne,  though  greatly  to  be  lamented  from  the 
manner  in  which  it  was  accomplished,  can  hardly  be  expected 
to  produce  so  violent  a  convulsion  among  the  aristocracy  of 
France,  as  must  of  necessity  have  ensued  from  the  reign 
of  a  soldier  of  fortune,  though  the  mightiest  that  ever  bore 
arms. 

Many  of  the  noblest  races  of  France  still  remain  wedded  to 
the  soil  that  has  been  for  ages  native  to  their  name.  Towards 
these  it  is  believed  that  King  Louis-Philippe  has  no  very  repul- 
sive feelings ;  and  should  no  farther  changes  come  upon  the 
country— no  more  immortal  days  arise  to  push  all  men  from 
their  stools,  it  is  probable  that  the  number  of  these  will  not 
diminish  in  the  court  circles. 

,  Meanwhile,  the  haut-ton  born  during  the  last  revolution 
must  of  course  have  an  undisputed  entree  everywhere;  and  if 
by  any  external  marks  they  are  particularly  brought  forward 
to  observation,  it  is  only,  I  think,  by  a  toilet  among  the  ladies 
more  costly  and  less  simple  than  that  of  tlieir  high-born 
neighbours;  and  among  the  gentlemen,  by  a  general  air  of 
prosperity  and  satisfaction,  with  an  expression  of  eye  sometimes 
a  liitle  triumphant,  often  a  little  patronizing,  and  always  a 
little  busy. 

It  was  a  duchess,  and  no  less,  who  decidedly  gave  me  the 
most  perfect  idea  of  an  Imperial  parvenue  that  I  have  ever 
seen  off  the  stage.  When  a  lady  of  this  class  attains  so  very 
elevated  a  rank,  the  perils  of  her  false  position  multiply 
around  her.  A  quiet  bourgeoise  turned  into  a  noble  lady  of 
the  third  or  fourth  degree  is  likely  enough  to  look  a  little 
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awkward;  but  if  she  has  the  least  tact  in  the  world,  she  may 
remain  tranquil  and  sans  ridicule  under  the  honourable 
shelter  of  those  above  her.  But  when  she  becomes  a  duchess 
the  chanc'es  are  terribly  against  her :  ^^  Madame  la  Duchesse" 
must  be  conspicuous ;  and  if  in  addition  to  mauvais  ton  she 
should  par  malheur  be  a  bel  esprit,  adding  the  pretension  of 
literature  to  that  of  station,  it  is  likely  that  she  will  be  very 
remarkable  indeed. 

My  parvenue  duchess  is  very  remarkable  indeed.  She 
steps  out  like  a  corporal  carrying  a  message  :  her  voice  is  the 
first,  the  last,  and  almost  the  only  thing  heard  in  the  salon 
that  she  honours  with  her  presence, — except  it  chance,  indeed, 
that  she  lower  her  tone  occasionally  to  favour  with  a  whisper 
some  gallant  dicor^,  military,  scientific,  or  artistic,  of  the 
^ame  standing  as  herself;  and  moreover,  she  promenades  her 
eyes  over  the  company  as  if  she  had  a  right  to  bring  them  all 
to  roll-call. 

Notwithstanding  all  this,  the  lady  is  certainly  a  person  of 
talent;  and  had  she  happily  remained  in  the  station  in  which 
both  herself  and  her  husband  were  born,  she  might  not 
per^iaps  have  thought  it  necessary  to  speak  quite  so  loud,  and 
her  bons  mots  would  have  produced  infinitely  greater  effect. 
But  she  is  so  thoroughly  out  of  place  in  the  grade  to  which 
$he  has  been  unkindly  elevated,  thatlt  seems  as  if  Napoleon 
h^d  decided  on  her  fate  in  a  humour  as  spiteful  as  that  of 
Monsieur  Jourdain,  when  he  said— 

'' Votre  lille  sera  marquise,  en  d^pit  de  tout  le  monde  :  et 
^i  voiis  me  mettez  en  colore,  je  la  ferai  duchesse." 
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LETTER    XLV. 

L*Abbe  Lacordaire. — Various  Statements  respecting  him. — Poetical 
description  of  Notre  Dame. — The  prophecy  of  a  Roman  Catholic. 
—  Les  Jeunes  Gens  de  Paris — Their  omnipotence. 

The  great  repatation  of  another  preacher  induced  us  on 
Sanday  to  endare  two  hours  more  of  tedious  waiting  before 
the  mass  which  preceded  the  sermon  began.  It  is  only  thus 
that  a  chair  can  be  hoped  for  when  the  Abb^  Lacordaire 
mounts  the  pulpit  of  Notre  Dame.  The  penalty  is  really 
heavy;  but  having  heard  this  celebrated  person  described  as 
one  who  '^appeared  sent  by  Heaven. to  restore  France  to 
Ghri8tianity"~as  ^'  a  hypocrite  that  set  Tartuffe  immeasurably 
in  the  background"— as  **a  man  whose  talent  surpassed  that 
of  any  preacher  since  Bossuet" — and  as  '^  a  charlatan  who 
ought  to  harangue  from  a  tub,  instead  of  from  the  chaire  de 
Noire'Dame  de  PariSy^ — I  determined  upon  at  least  seeing 
and  hearing  him,  however  little  I  might  be  able  to  decide  on 
which  of  the  two  sides  of  the  prodigious  chasm  that  yawned 
between  his  friends  and  enemies  the  truth  was  most  likely  to 
be  found.  There  were,  however,  several  circumstances 
which  lessened  the  tedium  of  this  long  interval :  I  might  go 
ferther,  and  confess  thft  this  period  was  by  no  means  the  least 
profitable  portion  of  the  four  hours  which  we  passed  in  the 
church. 

On  entering,  we  found  the  whole  of  the  enormous  nave 
railed  in,  as  it  had  been  on  Easter  Sunday  for  the  concert 
(for  so  ill  truth  should  that  performance  be  called);  but  upon 
applying  at  the  entrance  to  this  enclosure  we  were  told  that 
no  ladies  could  be  admitted  to  that  part  of  the  church— but 
that  the  side  aisles  were  folly  furnished  with  chairs,  and 
afforded  excellent  places. 
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This  arrangement  astonished  me  in  many  way«  r-^Srst,  as 
being  so  perfectly  un-national;  tor  go  where  you  will  in 
France,  yon  find  the  best  places  reserved  for  the  women, — at 
least,  this  wias  the  first  instance  in  which  I  ever  found  it  other- 
wise. Next,  it  astonished  me,  because  at  every  chnrch  I  had 
entered,  the  congregations,  though  ahvays  crowded,  had 
been  composed  of  at  least  tweWe  women  to  one  man.  When, 
therefore,  I  looked  over  the  barrier  upon  the  close-packed 
well-adjusted  rows  of«eats  prepared  to  receive  fifteen  hundred 
persons,  I  thouglit  that  unless  all  the  priests  in  Paris  came 
in  person  to  do  honour  to  their  eloquent  confrere,  it  was  very 
unlikely  that  this  uncivil  arrangement  should  be  found 
necessary.  Thet'e  was  no  time,  however,  tt>  waste  in  con- 
jecture; the  crowd  already  came  rushing  in  at  every  door, 
and  we  hastened  to  secure  the  best  places  that  the  side  aisles 
afforded.  We  obtained  seats  between  the  pillars  immediately 
opposite  to  the  pulpit,  and  felt  well  enough  contented,  having 
little  doubt  that  a  voice  which  had  made  itself  heard  so  well 
must  have  power  to  reach  even  to  the  side  aisles  of  Notre 
Dame. 

The  first  consolation  which  I  found  for  my  long  waiting, 
after  placing  myself  in  that  altitude  of  little  ease  which  the 
straight-backed  chair  allowed,  was  from  the  recollection  that 
the  interval  was  to  be  passed  within  the  venerable  walls  of 
Notre  Dame.  It  is  a  glorious  old  church,  and  though  not 
comparable  in  any  way  to  Westminster  Abbey,  or  to  Ant 
werp,  or  Strasburg,  or  Cologne,  or  indeed  to  many  others 
which  I  might  name,  has  enough  to  occupy  the  eye  very  satis- 
factorily for  a  considerable'  time.  The  three  elegant  rose- 
windows,  throwing  in  their  coloured  light  from  north,  west, 
and  south,  are  of  themselves  a  very  pretty  study  for  half  an 
hour  or  so;  and  besides,  they  brought  back,  notwithstanding 
their  miniature  diameter  of  forty  feet,  the  remembrance  of  the 

II.  !• 
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magnificent  circular  western  window  of  Strasburg— the 
recollection  of  which  was  almost  enough  to  while  away 
another  long  interval.  Then  I  employed  myself,  not  very 
successfully,  in  labouring  to  recollect  the  quaint  old  verses 
which  I  had  fallen  upon  a  few  days  before,  giving  thedimen- 
sions  of  the  church,  and  which  I  will  herewith  transcribe  for 
your  use  and  amusement,  in  case  you  should  ever  find  your- 
self sitting  as  I  was,  holt  upright,  as  we  elegantly  express 
ourselves  when  describing  this  ecclesiastical-Parisian  attitude, 
while  waiting  the  advent  of  the  Abb^  Lacordaire. 

**Si  tu  yeux  savoir  comme  est  ample 
De  Notre-Uame  le  grand  temple, 
II  y  a,  dans  oeuvre,  pour  le  seur, 
Dix  et  sept  toises  de  hauteur, 
Sur  la  largeur  de  vingt-quatre, 
£t  soixante-cinq,  sans  rebattre, 
A  de  long ;  aux  tours  haut  montees 
Trente-quatre  sont  comptees ; 
Le  tout  fonde  sur  piiotis — 
Aussi  vrai  que  je  te  le  dis." 

While  repeating  this  poetical  description,  you  have  only  to 
remember  that  une  toise  is  the  same  as  a  fathom,— that  is  to 
say,  six  feet ;  and  then,  as  you  turn  your  head  in  all  directions 
to  look  about  you,  you  will  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing 
exactly  how  far  you  can  see  in  each. 

I  had  another  source  of  amusement,  and  by  no  means  a 
trifling  one,  in  watching  the  influx  of  company.  The  whole 
building  soon  contained  as  many  human  beings  as  could  be 
crammed  into  it ;  and  the  seats,  which  we  thought,  as  we  took 
them,  were  very  so-so  places  indeed,  became  accommodations 
for  which  to  be  most  heartily  thankful.  Not  a  [Hilar  but 
supported  the  backs  of  as  many  men  as  could  stand  round  it ; 
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and  not  a  jutting  ornament,  the  balustrade  of  a  side  altar,  or 
any  other  ''point  of  vantage,"  but  looked  as  if  a  swarm  of 
bees  were  beginning  to  hang  upon  it. 

But  the  sight  which  drew  my  attention  most  was  that 
displayed  by  the  exclusive  central  aisle.  When  told  that  it 
was  reserved  for  gentlemen,  I  imagined  of  course  that  I 
should  see  it  filled  by  a  collection  of  staid-looking,  middle- 
aged.  Catholic  citizens,  who  were  drawn  together  from  all 
parts  of  the  town,  and  perhaps  the  country  too,  for  the  purpose 
of  hearing  the  celebrated  preacher;  but,  to  my  great  astonish- 
ment, instead  of  this  I  saw  pouring  in  by  dozens  at  a  time, 
gay,  gallant,  smart-looking  young  men,  such  indeed  as  I  had 
rarely  seen  in  Paris  on  any  other  religious  occasion.  Amongst 
these  was  a  sprinkling  of  older  men ;  but  the  great  majo- 
rity were  decidedly  under  thirty.  The  meaning  of  this 
phenomenon  I  could  by  no  means  understand;  but  while  I 
was  tormenting  myself  to  discover  some  method  of  obtaining 
information  respecting  it,  accident  brought  relief  to  my 
curiosity  in  the  shape  of  a  communicative  neighbour. 

In  no  place  in  the  world  is.  it  so  easy,  I  believe,  to  enter 
into  conversation  with  strangers  as  in  Paris.  There  is  a 
courteous  inclination  to  welcome  every  attempt  at  doing  so 
which  pervades  all  racks,  and  any  who  wishes  it  may  easily 
find  or  make  opportunities  of  hearing  the  opinions  of  all 
classes.  The  present  time,  too,  is  peculiarly  favourable  for 
this ;  a  careless  freedom  in  uttering  opinions  of  all  kinds  being, 
I  think,  the  most  remarkable  feature  in  the  manners  of  Paris 
at  the  present  day. 

I  have  heard  that  it  is  difficult  to  get  a  tame,  flat,  short, 
matter-of-fact  answer  from  a  genuine  Irishman;— from  a 
genuine  Frenchman  it  is  impossible.  Let  his  reply  toaquestion 
which  seeks  information  contain  as  little  of  it  as  the  dry  An- 
glicism ''I  don't  know,"  it  is  never  given  without  a  tone  or  a. 
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turn  of  phrase  that  not  onlf  relieves  its  inanity,  but  leaves 
you  with  the  agreeable  persuasion  that  the  speaker  would  be 
more  satisfactory  if  he  could,  and  moreover  that  he  would  be 
extremely  happy  to  reply  to  any  furlher  questions  you  may 
wish  to  ask,  either  on  the  same,  or  any  other  subject  whatever. 
It  was  in  consequence  of  my  moving  my  chair  an  inch  and 
a.  .half  to  accommodate  the  long  limbs  of  a  grey-headed 
neighbour,  that  he  was  induced  to  fDllow  his  '^Mille  par- 
dons, madame  I"  with  an  observation  on  the  inconvenience 
endured  on  the  present  occasion  by  the  appropriation  of  all 
the  best  places  to  the  gentlemen.  It  was  quite  contrary,  he 
added,  to  the  usual  spirit  of  Parisian  arrangements;  and  yet, 
in  fact,  it  was  the  only  means  of  preventing  the  ladies  suffering 
from  the  tremendous  rush  ofjeunes  gens  who  constantly  came 
to  hear  the  Abb^  Lacordaire. 

^^  I  never  saw  so  large  a  proportion  of  young  men  in  any 
congregation,"  said  I,  hoping  he  might  explain  the  mystery 
to  me.  What  I  h&'ird,  however,  rather  startled  than  enlight- 
ened me. 

''The  Catholic  religion  was  never  so  likely  to  be  spread 
over  the  whole  earth  as  it  is  at  present,^'  he  replied.  '*  The 
kingdom  of  Ireland  will  speedily  become  fully  reconciled  to 
the  see  of  Rome.  Le  Sienr  O'Connell  desires  to  be  canonized. 
Nothing,  in  truth,  remains  for  that  portion  of  your  country 
to  do,  but  to  follow  the  example  we  set  during  our  famous 
"^ree  Days,  and  place  a  prince  of  its  own  choosing  upon  the 
throne." 

I  am  persuaded  that  he  thought  we  were  Irish  Roman  Ca- 
tholics :  our  sitting  with  such  exemplary  patience  to  wait  for 
the  preaching  of  this  new  apostle  was  not,  I  suppose,  to  be 
otherwise  accounted  for.  I  said  nothing  to  undeceive  him, 
but,  wishing  to  bring  him  back  to  speak  of  the  congregation 
before  us,  I  replied, 
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^*  Paris  at  least,  if  we  may  jadge  from  the  vast  crowd 
collected  here,  is  more  religious  than  she  has  been  of  late 
years." 

** France,"  replied  he  with  energy,  "as  you  may  sec  by 
looking  at  this  throng,  is  no  longer  the  France  of  482S,  when 
her  priests  sang  canticles  to  the  tune  of  '^  (Ja  ira,**  France  is 
happily  become  most  deeply  and  sincerely  Catholic.  Her 
priests  are  once  more  her  orators,  her  magnates,  her  high^A 
dignitaries.  She  may  yet  give  cardinals  to  Rome— and  Rome 
may  again  give  a  minister  to  France." 

I  knew  not  what  to  answer :  my  silence  did  not  seem  to 
please  him,  and  I  believe  he  began  to  suspect  he  had  mis- 
taken the  party  altogether,  for,  after  sitting  for  a  few  minutes 
quite  silent,  he  rose  from  the  place  into  which  he  had  pushed 
himself  with  considerable  difficulty,  and  making  his  way 
through  the  crowd  behind  us,  disappeared ;  but  I  saw  him 
again,  before  we  left  the  church,  standing  on  the  steps  of  the 
pulpit. 

The  chair  he  left  was  instantly  occupied  by  another  gentle- 
man, who  had  before  found  standing-room  near  it.  He  had 
probably  remarked  our  sociable  propensities,  for  he  imme- 
diately began  talking  to  us. 

"  Did  you  ever  see  anything  like  the  fashion  which  this 
man  has  obtained?"  said  he«  ^^  Look  at  those  jeunes  genSy 
madame !  .  .  .  .  might  one  not  foncy  oneself  at  a  premiere 
representation?" 

"  Those  must  be  greatly  mistaken,"  I  replied,  "who  assert 
that  the  young  men  of  Paris  are  not  among  her  fiddles" 

"  Do  you  consider  their  appearing  here  a  proof  that  they  are 
religious  ?"  inquired  my  neighbour  with  a  smile. 

"  Certainly  I  do,  sir,"  I  replied  :  "how  can  I  interpret  it 
otherwise?" 

^*  Perhaps  not— perhaps  to  a  stranger  it  must  have  this 
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appearance ;  but  to  a  man  who  knows  Paris "    He 

nniled  again  very  expressiTeiy,  and,  after  a  short  pause,  added 
— ^*  Depend  apon  it,  that  if  a  man  of  eqoal  talent  and  elo- 
quence with  this  AIM  Lacordaire  were  to  detiver  a  weekly 
discourse  in  favour  of  atheism,  these  very  ideniical  yoong 
men  would  be  present  to  hear  him." 

'*  Once  they  might,''  said  I,  ''from  curiosiiy ;  but  that  they 
should  follow  him,  as  I  understand  they  do,  month  after 
month,  if  what  he  uttered  were  at  variance  with  their  opi- 
nions, seems  almost  inconceivable." 

''  And  yet  it  is  very  certainly  the  fact"  he  replied: ''  who- 
ever can  contrive  to  obtain  the  reputation  of  talent  at  Paris, 
let  the  nature  of  it.be  of  what  kind  it  may,  is  quite  sore  that 
lesjeunes  gens  will  resort  to  hear  and  see  him.  They  be- 
lieve themselves  of  indefeasible  right  the  sole  arbitrators  of 
intellectual  reputation;  and  let  the  direction  in  which  it  is 
shown  be  as  foreign  as  may  be  to  their  own  pursuits,  they 
come  as  a  matter  of  prescriptive  right  to  put  their  seal  upon 
the  aspirant's  claim,  or  to  refuse  it." 

^*  Then,  at  least,  they  acknowledge  that  the  Abbe's 
words  have  power,  or  they  would  not  grant  their  suffrage  to 
him." 

^^  They  assuredly  acknowledge  that  his  words  have  elo- 
quence; but  if  by  power  yon  mean  power  of  conviction,  or 
conversion,  I  do  assure  you  that  they  acknowledge  nothing 
like  it.  Not  only  do  I  believe  that  these  young  men  are 
themselves  sceptics,  but  I  do  not  imagine  that  there  is  one  in 
ten  of  them  who  has  the  least  faith  in  the  Abba's  own  ortho- 
doxy." 

'*  But  what  right  have  they  to  doubt  it?  ....  Surely  he 
would  hardly  be  permitted  to  preach  at  Notre  Dame,  where 
the  archbishop  himself  sits  in  judgment  on  him,  were  he 
otherwise  than  orthodox  ?" 
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'*  I  was  at  school  with  him,"  he  replied  :  "  he  was  a  fine 
sharp-wilted  boy,  and  gave  early  demonstrations  of  a  mind 
not  particularly  given  either  to  credulity,  or  subservience  to 
any  doctrines  that  he  found  puzzling." 

''  I  should  say  that  this  was  the  greatest  proof  of  his  pre- 
sent sincerity.  He  doubted  as  a  boy— but  as  a  man  he  be- 
lieves." 

"  That  is  not  the  way  the  story  goes,"  said  he.  "  But 
hark !  there  is  the  bell :  the  mass  is  about  to  commence." 

He  was  right:  the  organ  pealed,  the  fine  chant  of  the  voices 
was  heard  above  it,  and  in  a  few  minutes  we  saw  the  arch- 
bishop and  his  splendid  train  escorting  the  Host  to  its  ark  upon 
the  altar. 

During  the  interval  between  the  conclusion  of  the  mass  and 
the  arrival  of  the  Abbe  Lacordaire  in  the  pulpit,  my  sceptical 
neighbour  again  addressed  me. 

'^  Are  you  prepared  to  be  very  much  enchanted  by  what 
yon  are  going  to  hear  ?"  said  he. 

'*  I  hardly  know  what  to  expect,"  1  replied  :  "  I  think  my 
idea  of  the  preacher  was  higher  when  I  came  here,  than  since 
I  have  heard  you  speak  of  him." 

'^  You  will  find  that  he  has  a  prodigious  flow  of  words, 
mach  vehement  gesticulation,  and  a  very  impassioned  man- 
ner. .  This  is  quite  sufficient  to  establish  his  reputation  for 
eloquence  among  lesjeunes  gens  J* 

^^But  I  presume  you  do  not  yourself  subscribe  to  the  sen- 
tence pronounced  by  these  young  critics?" 

'^  Yes,  I  do,— as  far,  at  least,  as  to  acknowledge  that  this 
man  has  not  attained  his  reputation  without  having  displayed 
great  ability.  But  though  all  the  talent  of  Paris  has  long 
consented  to  receive  its  crown  of  laurels  from  the  hands  of 
her  young  men,  it  would  be  hardly  reasonable  to  expect  that 
their  judgment  should  beas  profound  as  their  power  is  great." 
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^'  Yoar  obedience  to  th.is  beardless. synod  is  certainly  very 
extraordinai7,"  said.  1:^*1  canqot  understand  it/' 

^^  I  suppose  not,''  said  he,  laughing;  .*^it  is  quite,  a  Paris 
fashion ;  but  we  all  seem  contented  that  it  shooJd  be  |S8.  If  a 
new  play  appears,  its  fate  must  be  decided  by  le^jeunes  qens: 
if  a  picture  is  exhibited,  its  rank  an^idst  (he  $(rorks  of  modern, 
art  can  only  be  settled  by  them :  does  a  dancer,  a  singer^  an 
actor,  or  a  preacher  appear — ^a  new  meinber.in  the  tribune,  or 
a  new  prince  npon  the  throne,— it  is  still  les  jexmes  gens  who 
must  pass  judgment  on  them  all;  and  this  judgment  is  quot- 
ed with  a  degree  of  deference  utterly  inconceivable  to  a 
stranger." 

''Chut!  .  .  .  chut! was  as  this  moment  uttered 

by  more  than  one  voice  near  us  :  *^  le  voii^ !"  I  glanced  my 
eye  towards  the  pulpit,  but  it  was -still  empty;  aqd  on  locking 
round  me,  I  perceived  that  all  eyes  were  turned  in  the  direc- 
tion of  a  small  door  in  the  north  aisle,  almost  immediately 
behind  us.  '*  U  est  entr^  1^ !"  said  a  young  woman  near  os, 
in  a  tone  that  seemed  to  indicate  a  feeling  deeper  than  respect, 
and,  in  truth,  not  far  removed  from  adoration.  Her  eyes 
were  still  earnestly  fixed  upon  the  door,  and  continued  to  be 
so,  as  well  as  those  of  many  others,  till  it  reopened,  and  a  slight 
young  man  In  the  dress  nl  a  priest  prepared  fisr  the  chaire 
appeared  at  it.  A  verger  made  way  for  him  through  the 
crowd,  which,  thick  and  closely  wedged  as  it  was,  fell  back  on 
each  side  of  him,  as  he  proceeded  to  the  pulpit,  with  much 
more  docility  than  lever  saw  produced  by  the  clearing  a  pas- 
sage through  the  intei-vention  of  a  troop  of  horse. 

Silence  the  most  profound  accompanied  his  progress;  I 
never  witnessed  more  striking  demonstrations  of  respect ;  and 
yet  it  is  said  that  three-fourtlis  of  Paris  believe  this  man  to  be 
a  hypocrite. 

As  soon  as  he  had  reached  the  pulpit»  and  while  preparing 
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liimseif  by  siltait  prayer  for  tlie  duty  he  was  about  to  perforin, 
a  movemeiU  becaioe  perceptible  at  the  upper  part  of  the  choir; 
aod  presently  the  archbishop  aod  his  sf^endid  retinue  of  clergy 
vere  seen  fiaioving  in  a  body  towards  that  part  of  the  nave 
which  is  tnunedtately  in  front  of  the  preacher.  On  arriving 
at  the  sfMioe  reserved  for  them,  each  noiselessly  dropped  into 
iiis  allotted  seat  according  to  his  place  and  dignity,  while  the 
whole  eongregatioa  respectfully  stood  to  watch  the  ceremony, 
and  seemed  to 

"Admirer  un  si  bel  ordre,  et  reconnaitre  Teglise." 

li  is  easier  to  desciibe  to  you  everything  which  precede 
the  sermon,  than  the  sermon  itself.  This  was  such  a  rush  of 
words^  such  a  hurst  and  pourtng  oat  of  passionate  declamation^ 
that  even  before  I  iiad  heard  enough  to  judge  of  the  naatter, 
I  fek  disposed  to  prejudge  the  preadier,  and  to  suspect  tiiat 
his  discourse  would  have  more  of  the  flourish  and  furbelow 
of  human  rhetoric  than  of  the  simplicity  of  divine  truth  in 
it. 

His  violent  action,  too,  disgwsted  me  exceedingly.  Tlie 
rapid  and  incessant  movemmt  of  his  hands,  sometimes  of  one, 
sometimes  of  both,  more  resembled  that  of  the  wings  of  a 
humming-bird  than  anything  else  I  can  remember  :  but  the 
hum  proceeded  from  the  admiring  congregation.  At  every 
pause  he  made,  and,  like  the  claptraps  of  a  bad  actor,  they  were 
frequent,  and  evidently  faits  expr^s,  a  little  gentle  laudatory 
murmur  ran  through  the  crowd. 

Iremeiiiber  reading  somewhere  of  a  priest  jiobly  born,  and 
so  anxious  to  keep  his  flock  in  their  proper  place,  that  they 
might  not  come  ^'  between  the  wind  and  his  nobility/'  that 
iuii  constant  address  to  them  when  preaching  was,  '*  Canaille 
Chr^tienne!"  This  was  bad— very  bad,  certainly;  but  I  pro- 
test, I  doubt  if  the  Abbe  Lacordaire's  manner  of  addressing 
II.  « 
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his  congregation  as  '^  Messieurs"  Tvas  math  less  nnlike  the 
fitting  tone  of  a  Christian  pastor.  This  mundane  apostrophe 
was  continually  repeated  throughout  the  whole  discourse, 
and,  I  dare  say,  had  its  share  in  producing  the  disagi'eeable 
effect  I  experienced  from  his  eloquence*  I  cannot  remember 
having  ever  heard  a  preacher  I  less  liked,  reverenced,  and 
admired,  than  this  new  Parisian  saint.  H*e  made  very  pointed 
allusions  to  the  reviving  state  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church 
in  Ireland,  and  anathematized  pretty  cordially  all  such  as 
should  oppose  it. 

In  describing  the  two  hours'  prologue  to  the  mass,  I  forgot 
to  mention  that  many  young  men—not  in  the  reserved  places 
of  the  centre  aisle,  but  sitting  near  ns,  beguiled  the  tedious 
interval  by  reading.  Some  of  the  volumes  they  held  had  the 
appearance  of  novels  from  a  circulating  library,  and  others 
were  evidently  collections  of  songs,  probably  les^  spiritual 
than  spiriiuels. 

The  whole  exhibiiion  certainly  showed  me  a  new  page  in 
the  history  of  Paris  as  it  is,  and  I  therefore  do  not  regret  the 
four  hours  it  cost  me;  but  once  is  enough*-!  certainly  will 
never  go  to  hear  the  Abbe  Lacordaire  again. 


LETTER    XLVI. 
La  Tour  de  Nesle. 

It  is,  I  believe,  nearly  two  years  ago  since  the  very  extraor- 
dinary drama  called  "  La  Tour  de  Nesle"  was  sent  me  to 
read,  as  a  vSpecimen  of  the  outrageous  school  of  dramatic 
extravagance  which  had  taken  possession  of  all  the  theatres 
in  Earis ;  but  I  certainly  did  not  expect  that  it  would  keep  its 
place  as  a  favourite  spectacle  with  the  people  of  this  great  and 
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enlightened  capital  long  enough  far  me  to  see  it,  at  this  dis- 
tance of  time,  still  played  before  a  very  crowded  audience. 

That  this  is  a  national  disgrace,  is  most  certain ;  but  the 
fault  is  less  attributable  to  the  want  of  good  taste,  than  to  the 
lamentable  blunder  which  permits  every  species  of  vice  and 
abomination  to  be  enacted  before  the  eyes  of  the  people, 
without  any  restraint  or  check  whatever,  under  the  notion 
that  they  are  thereby  permitted  to  enjoy  a  desirable  privilege 
and  a  noble  freedom.  Yet  in  this  same  country  it  is  illegal  to 
sell  a  deleterious  drug!     There  is  no  logic  in  this. 

It  is  however  an  undeniable  fact,  as  I  think  I  have  before 
stated,  that  the  best  class  of  Parisian  society  protest  against 
this  disgusting  license,  and  avoid — upon  principle  loudly  pro- 
claimed and  avowed — either  reading  or  seeing  acted  these 
detestable  compositions.  Thus  though  the  crowded  audiences 
constantly  assembled  whenever  they  are  brought  forward 
prove  but  too  clearly  that  such  persons  form  but  a  small 
minority,  their  opinion  is  nevertheless  sufficient,  or  ought  to 
be  so,  to  save  the  country  from  the  disgrace  of  admitting  that 
such  things  are  good. 

We  seem  to  pique  ourselves  greatly  on  the  superiority  of 
our  taste  in  these  matters ;  but  let  us  pique  ourselves  rather 
on  our  theatrical  censorship.  Should  the  clamours  and 
shoutings  of  misrule  lead  to  the  abolition  of  this  salutary  re- 
straint, the  consequences  would,  I  fear,  be  such  as  very  soon 
to  rob  us  of  our  present  privilege  of  abusing  our  neighbours 
on  this  point. 

While  things  do  remain  as  they  are,  however,  we  may,  I 
think,  smile  a  little  at  such  a  judgment  as  Monsieur  de  Saint- 
foix  passes  upon  our  theatrical  compositions,  when  comparing 
them  to  those  of  France. 

'^  Les  actions  de  nos  tragedies,"  says  he,  ''  sont  path^ti- 
ques  et  terribles ;  celles  des  tragedies  anglaises  sont  atroces. 
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On  y  met  sous  les  yenx  du  spectateur  les  objets  les  plus  hor- 
ribles; un  man  qni  discourt  avec  sa  femme,  qui  la  caresse  et 
Fetrangle." 

Might  one  not  think  that  the  writer  of  this  passage  had 
just  arrived  from  witnessing  the  famous  scene  in  the  "  Mo^ 
nomane/'  oniy  he  had  mistaken  it  for  English  ?  But  he 
goes  on— 

^'  Une  filie  tout«  sanglante.  .  .  .**  (Triboulet's  daughter 
Blanche,  for  instance.)—"  Apr^  I'avoir  viol^e.  .  .  ." 

He  then  proceeds  to  reason  upon  the  subject,  and  justly- 
enough,  I  think— only  we  should  read  England  for  France, 
and  France  for  England. 

'^  II  n'est  pas  douleux  que  les  arts  agr^ables  ne  reussissenjt 
chez  un  peaple  qu'autant  qu'ils  en  prennent  le  g^nie,  et  qu'uu 
autenr  dramatique  ne  sauroit  esp^rer  de  ptaire  si  les  objeU 
et  les  images  qu'il  pr^sente  ne  sont  pas  analogues  au  carac^ 
t^e,  au  naturel,  et  au  godt  de  la  nation :  on  pourroit  done 
conrlure  de  la  diffi^rence  des  deux  th^dtres,  que  Ykme  d'un 
Azi'GLAis  est  sombrC;  feroce,  sanguinaire ;  et  que  celle  d'un 
Fra^nqais  est  vive,  impatiente,  emporlde,  mais  genereuse 
m^me  dans  sa  haine;  idolatrant  I'honnenr'* — (just  like  Bu- 
ridan  in  this  same  drama  of  the  Tour  de  Nesle— this  popular 
production  of  la  Jeune  France — la  France  riginir^e)-^ 
'^  idolatrant  I'honneur,  et  ne  cessant  jamais  de  I'aperceYoir, 
malgr^  le  trouble  et  toute  la  violence  des  passions." 

Though  it  is  impossible  to  read  this  passage  without  a 
smile,  at  a  time  when  it  is  so  easy  for  the  English  to  turn  (he 
tables  against  this  patriotic  author,  one  must  sigh  too,  while 
reflecting  on  the  lamentable  change  which  has  taken  place  in 
the  moral  feeling  of  revolutionised  France  since  the  period  at 
which  it  was  written. 

What  would  Saintfoix  say  to  the  notion  that  Yictor  Hugo 
had  ^'  heaved  the  ground  from  beneath  the  feet  of  Gomeilie 
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and  Racine  ?"  The  question,  however,  is  answered  by  a  slior t 
^ntence  in  his  '^  Essais  Historiqnes/'  where  he  thus  expresses 
himself  :— 

**  Je  croirois  que  la  dtodence  de  notre  nation  seroit  pro- 
chaine,  si  les  hommes  de  qnarante  ans  n'y  regardaient  pas 
€0RN£iLLE  comme  le  plus  grand  g^nie  qui  ait  jamais  ^te." 

If  the  spirit  of  the  historian  were  to  revisit  the  earth,  and 
float  oyer  the  heads  of  a  party  of  Parisian  critics  while  pro- 
nouncing sentence  on  his  favourite  author,  he  might  probably 
return  to  the  shades  unharmed,  for  he  would  only  hear  ^^  Ro- 
coco! Rococo!  Rococo!"  uttered  as  by  acclamation;  and 
unskilled  to  comprehend  the  new-born  eloquence,  he  would 
doubtless  interpret  it  as  a  refrain  to  express  tn  one  pithy 
word  all  reverence,  admiration,  and  delight. 

But  to  return  to  '^  La  Tour  de  Nesle."  The  story  is  taken 
from  a  passage  in  Brantdme's  history  ^^  des  Femmes  Ga- 
lantes,"  where  he  says,  '^qu'uue  reinede  France" — whom, 
however,  he  does  not  name,  but  who  is  said  to  have  been 
Marguerite  de  Bourgogne,  wife  of  Louis  Dix— '^  se  tenoit  Ik 
{k  la  Tour  de  Nesle)  d'ordinaire,  laquelle  fesant  le  guet  aux 
passans,  et  oeux  qui  lui  revenoient  et  agr^ient  le  plus,  de 
quelque  sorte  de  gens  que  ce  fussent,  les  fesoit  appeler  et 
venir  k  soy,  et  apr^.  ...  les  fesoit  precipiter  du  haut  de  la 
tour  en  bas,  en  Teau,  et  les  fesoit  noyer.  Je  ne  veux  pas," 
he  continues,  ^'  assurer  que  cela  soit  vrai,  mais  le  vulgaire, 
an  moins  la  plupart  de  Paris,  Taffirme,  et  n'y  a  si  commun 
qu'en  lui  montrant  la  tour  seulemenl,  et  en  Tinterrogeant, 
que  de  iui-m^me  ne  le  die." 

This  story  one  might  imagine  was  horrible  and  disgusting 
enough;  but  MM.  Gaillardet  et  ^'^''C  it  is  thus  the  authors 
announce  themselves )  thought  otherwise,  and  accordingly 
they  have  introduced  her  majesty's  sisters,  the  ladies  Jeanne 
and  Blanche  of  Burgundy ,  who  were  both  likewise  married 
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to  sons  of  Philippe-le-6e),  the  brothers  ofLonis  Dis,  to  share 
her  noctarnal  oi^ies.  These  ^'  imaginative  and  powerfaP' 
scenic  historians  also,  according  to  the  fashion  of  the  day 
among  the  theatrical  writers  of  France,  add  incest  to  increase 
the  interest  of  the  drama . 

This  is  enough,  and  too  much,  as  to  the  plot ;  and  for  the 
execution  of  it  by  the  authors,  I  can  only  say  that  it  is  about 
equal  in  literary  merit  to  the  translations  of  an  Italian  opera 
handed  about  at  the  Haymarket.  It  is  in  prose-^and,  to  my 
judgment,  very  vulgar  prose ;  yet  it  is  not  only  constantly 
acted,  but  I  am  assured  that  the  sale  of  it  has  been  prodi- 
diously  great,  and  still  continues  to  be  so. 

That  a  fearful  and  even  hateful  story,  dressed  up  in  all  the 
attractive  charm  of  majestic  poetry ,  and  redeemed  in  some 
^ort  by  the  noble  sentiments  of  the  personages  brought  into 
the  scenes  of  which  it  might  be  the  foundation— that  a  drama 
so  formed  might  captivate  the  imagination  even  while  it  re- 
volted the  feelings,  is  very  possible,  very  natural,  and  nowise 
disgraceful  either  to  the  poet,  or  to  those  whom  his  talent 
may  lead  captive.  The  classic  tragedies  which  long  served  as 
models  to  France  abound  in  fables  of  this  description.  Al- 
lien, too,  has  made  use  of  such,  following  with  a  poet's  wing 
the  steady  onward  flight  of  remorseless  destiny,  yet  still  sub- 
lime in  patlios  and  in  dignity,  though  appalling  in  horror. 
In  iike  manner,  the  great  French  dramatists  have  triumphed 
by  the  power  of  their  genius,  both  over  the  disgust  inspired 
by  these  awful  classic  mysteries,  and  the  unbending  strictness 
of  the  laws  which  their  antique  models  enforced  for  their 
composition. 

If  we  may  herem  deem  the  taste  to  have  been  faulty,  the 
grace,  the  majesty,  the  unswerving  dignity  of  the  tragic 
Biarch  throughout  the  Whole  action—the  lofty  sentiments, 
the  bursts  of  noble  passion,  and  the  fine  drapery  of  stately 
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verse  in  which  ihe  whole  was  clolhed,  must  neFertheless  raise 
our  admiratiim  to  a  degree  that  may  perhaps  almost  compete 
with  what  we  feel  far  the  enchanting  wildness  and  un- 
shacided  nature  of  our  native  dramas. 

But  what  can  we  think  of  those  who,  having  ransacked  the 
pages  of  history  to  discover  whatever  was  most  revolting  to 
the  human  soul,  should  sit  down  to  arrange  it  in  action, 
detailed  at  full  length,  with  every  hateful  circumstance  exag- 
gerated and  brought  out  to  view  for  the  purpose  of  tickling 
the  curiosity  of  his  countrymen  and  countrywomen,  and  by 
that  means  beguiling  them  into  the  contemplation  of  scenes 
that  Virtue  would  turn  from  with  loathing,  and  before  which 
Innocence  must  perish  as  she  gazes?  No  gleam  of  goodness 
throughout  the  whole  for  the  heart  to  cling  to, — no 
thought  of.  remorseful  penitence, — no  spark  of  noble  feel- 
iHg;  nothing  but  vice,— low,  grovelling,  brutal  vice,— 
from  the  moment  the  curtain  rises  to  display  the  obscene 
spectacle,  to  that  which  sees  it  fall  between  the  iictitiocrs 
infamy  on  one  side,  and  the  real  impurity  left  on  the  other ! 

As  I  looked  on  upon  the  hideous  scene,  and  remembered 
the  classic  horrors  of  the  Greek  tragedians,  and  of  the  mighty 
imitators  who  have  followed  them,  I  could  not  help  thinking 
that  the  performance  of  MM.  Gailiardet  et  ^"^  "^  was  exceed- 
ingly like  that  of  a  monkey  mimicking  the  operations  of  a 
man.  He  gets  hold  of  the  same  tools,  but  turns  the  edges  the 
wrong  way ;  and  instead  of  raising  a  majestic  fabric  in  honour 
of  human  genius,  he  rolls  the  materials  in  mud,  begrimes  his 
own  paws  in  the  slimy  cement,  and  then  claws  hold  of  every 
nnwary  passenger  who  comes  within  his  reach,  and  bespatters 
him  with  the  rubbish  he  has  brought  together.  Such  mon- 
keys should  be  chained,  or  they  will  do  much  mischief. 

It  is  hardly  possible  that  such  dramas  as  the  ^^Tourde 
Nesle"  can  be  composed  with  the  intention  of  produciqg  a 
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great  tragic  effeet ,  which  is  surely  the  only  reason  which  can 
justify  bringing  sin  and  misery  before  the  eyes  of  an  andienoe. 
There  is  in  almost  every  human  heart  a  strange  love  for  scenes 
of  terror  and  of  woe.  We  love  to  have  our  sympathies 
awakened — our  deepest  fieelings  roused ;  we  love  to  study  in 
the  magic  murFor  of  the  scene  what  we  ourselves  might  feel 
did  such  awful  visitations  come  upon  ns;  and  there  is  an 
unspeakable  interest  inspired  by  looking  on,  and  fancying  that 
were  it  so  with  us,  we  might  so  act,  so  feel,  so  suffer,  and  so 
die.  But  is  there  in  any  land  a  wretch  so  lost,  so  vile,  as  to 
be  capable  of  feeling  sympathy  with  any  sentiment  or  thought 
expressed  throughout  the  whole  progress  of  this '*^  Tour  de 
Nesle?"    God  forbid! 

I  have  heard  of  poets  who  have  written  under  the  inspira- 
tion of  brandy  and  laudanum — the  exhalations  from  whi<^ 
are  certainUy  not  likely  to  form  themselves  into  images  of 
distinctness  or  beauty;  but  the  inspiration  that  dictated  the 
^'  Tour  de  Nesle''  must  have  been  something  viler  still,  (hough 
not  less  powerful.  It  must,  I  think,  have  been  the  cruel 
calculation  of  .how  many  dirty  francs  might  be  expressed  fh>m 
the  pockets  of  the  idle,  by  a  spectacle  new  from  its  depth  of 
atrocity,  and  attractive  from  its  newness. 

But,  setting  aside  for  a  moment  the  sin  and  tlie  scandal  of 
producing  on  a  public  stage  such  a  being  as  the  woman  to 
irtiom  MM.  Gailkrdet  et  *'*^*  have  chosen  to  give  the  name  of 
Marguerite  de  Boorgogne,  it  is  an  object  of  some  curiosity  to 
examine  the  literary  merits  of  a  piece  which,  both  on  the 
stage  and  in  the  study,  has  been  received  by  so  many  thou- 
sands— perhaps  millions — of  individuals  belongifig  to  *Wa 
grande  nation^*  as  a  work  deserving^  their  patronage  and 
support — or  at  least  as  deservmg  their  attention  and  attendance 
for  years;  years,  too,  of  hourly  progressive  inlelleet — years, 
during  which  the  march  of  mind  has  outdone  all  former 
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marches  of  human  intelligence— years,  daring  which  Yonng 
France  has  been  labouring  to  throw  off  her  ancient  coat  of 
worn-out  rococoism,  and  to  cloihe  herself  in  new-fledged 
brightness.  During  these  years  she  has  laid  on  one  shelf  her 
once-venerated  Corneille— on  another,  her  almost  worshipped 
Racine.  Moli^re  is  named  but  as  a  fine  antique ;  and  Voltaire 
himself,  spite  of  his  strong  claims  upon  their  revolutionary 
affections,  can  hardly  be  forgiven  for  havii^  said  of  the  two 
whom  Victor  Hugo  is  declared  to  have  overthrown,  that  '^  Ces 
hommes  ensei^n^ent  k  la  nation  k  penser,  k  sentir,  k  s'ex- 
primer ;  lenrs  auditeurs ,  instruits  par  eux  seuls ,  devinrenl 
enfin  des  juges  sev^res  pour  eux-mdmes  qui  les  avaient  eclai- 
rs." Let  any  one  whose  reason  is  not  totally  overlhrown 
by  the  fever  and  delirium  of  innovation  read  the  '^Tour  de 
Nesle,"  and  find  out  if  he  can  any  single  scene,  speech,  or 
phrase  deserving  the  suffrage  which  Paris  has  accorded  to  it. 
Has  the  dialogue  either  dignity,  spirit,  or  truth  of  nature  to 
recommend  it  ?  Is  there  a  single  sentiment  throughout  the 
^\t  acts  with  which  an  honest  man  can  accord  ?  Is  there  e\ea 
an  approach  to  grace  or  beauty  in  the  tableaux  ?  or  skill  in  the 
arrangement  of  the  scenes?  or  keeping  of  character  among 
the  demoniacal  dramatis  persaHOi  which  MM.  Gaillardet 
et  *  *  *  have  brought  together  ?  or,  in  short,  any  one  merit 
to  recommend  it— except  only  its  superlative  defiance  of 
common  decency  and  common  sense? 

If  there  be  any  left  among  the  men  of  France;  I  speak  not 
now  of  her  boys,  the  spoilt  grand-children  of  the  old  revolu- 
tion;—but  if  there  be  any  left  among  her  men,  as  I  in  truth 
believe  there  are,  who  deprecate  this  eclipse  of  her  literary 
glory,  is  it  not  sad  that  they  shoald  be  forced  to  permit  its 
toleration,  for  fear  they  should  be  sent  to  Ham  ifbr  interfering 
with  the  liberty  of  the  press  ? 

It  is  impossible  to  witness  the  representation  of  one  of  these 
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infamous  pieces  without  perceiving,  as  yon  glance  your  eye 
around  the  house,  who  are  its  patrons  and  supporters.  At 
no  great  distance  from  us,  when  we  saw  the  "Tour  de 
Nesle,"  were  three  young  men  who  had  all  of  them  a  most 
thoroughly  ^^jeunes  gens"  and  republican  cast  of  countenance 
and  toumure  of  person  and  dress.  They  tossed  their  heads 
and  snuffed  the  theatrical  air  of  "la  Jeune  France,''^  as  it 
they  felt  that  they  were,  or  ought  to  be,  her  masters :  and  it 
is  a  positive  fact  that  nothing  pre-eminently  absurd  or  offen- 
sive was  done  or  said  upon  the  stage,  which  this  trio  did  not 
mark  with  particular  admiration  and  applause. 

There  was,  however,  such  a  saucy  look  of  determination 
to  do  what  they  knew  was  absurd,  that  I  gave  them  credit  for 
being  aware  of  the  nonsense  of  what  they  applauded,  from  the 
very  foct  that  they  did  applaud  it. 

It  is  easy  enough  sometimes  to  discover  "  le  vrai  au  travers 
do  ridicule;"  and  these  silly  boj's  were  not,  I  am  persuaded, 
such  utter  blockheads  as  they  endeavoured  to  appear.  It  is 
4  bad  and  mischievous  tone,  however;  and  the  affecting  a 
vice  where  you  have  it  not,  is  quite  as  detestable  a  sort  of 
hypocrisy  as  any  other. 

Some  thousand  years  hence  peiliaps,  if  any  curious  col- 
lectors of  rare  copies  should  contrive  among  them  to  preseri^e 
specimens  of  the  French  dramas  of  the  present  day,  it  may 
happen  that  while  the  times  that  are  gone^hall  continue  to  be 
classed  as  the  Iron,  the  Golden,  the  Dark,  and  the  Augustan 
ages,  this  day  of  ours  may  become  famitiar  in  all  men's 
mouths  as  the  Diabolic  age,— unless,  indeed,  some  charitable 
critic  shall  step  forward  in  our  defence,  and  bestow  upon  it 
the  gentler  appellation  of" the  Idiot  era." 
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LETTER    XLVII. 

Palais  Royal. — Variety  of  Characters. — Party  of  English. — Restau- 
rant.— Galerie  d'Orleans. — Number  of  Loungers. — Convenient 
abundance  of  tdie  Men.— Theatre  du  Vaudeville. 

Though,  as  a  lady,  you  may  fancy  yourself  quite  beyond 
the  possibility  of  ever  feelin*^  any  interest  in  the  Palais 
Royalyits  restaurants,  its  trinket^shops,  ribbon-shops,  toy- 
shops etc.  etc.  etc.  and  all  the  world  of  misery,  mischief,  and 
good  cheer  which  rises  ^lage  after  itage  above  them;  I  must 
nevertheless  indulge  in  a  little  gossip  respecting  it,becausefew 
things  in  Paris— I  might,  I  believe,  say  nothing— can  show 
an  aspect  so  completely  un-English  in  all  ways  as  this  singular 
region.  The  palace  itself  is  stately  and  imposing,  though  not 
externally  in  the  very  best  taste.  Corneiile,  however^  says 
ofit,— 

'*L*univers  entier  ne  pent  voir  rlen  d''egal 
Au  superb.)  dehors  du  Palais  Cardinal." 

as  it  was  cailed,  from  having  been  built  and  inhabited  by  the 
Cardinal  de  Richelieu.  But  it  is  the  use  made  of  the  space 
which  was  origioally  the  Cardinars  garden,  which  gives  the 
I^ce  its  present  interest. 

All  the  world— men,  women,  and  children,  gentle  and 
simple,  rich  and  poor,— in  short,  I  suppose  every  living  soul 
that  enters  Paris,  is  taken  to  look  at  the  Palais  Royal.  But 
though  many  strangers  linger  there,  alas !  all  too  long,  there 
are  many  others  who,  according  to  my  notions,  do  not  linger 
there  long  enough.  The  quickest  eye  cannot  catch  at  one 
glance,  though  that  glance  be  in  activity  during  a  tour  made 
round  the  whole  enclosure,  all  the  national  characteristic, 
picturesque,  and  comic  groups  which  float  about  there  in- 
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cessantly  through  al  least  twenty  hours  of  the  twenty- four. 
I  know  that  the  Palais  Royal  is  a  study  which,  in  its  higher 
walks  and  profoundest  depths,  it  would  be  equally  difficult, 
dangerous,  and  disagreeable  to  pursue :  but  with  these  alti- 
tudes and  profundities  I  have  nothing  to  do;  there  are  abun- 
dance of  objects  to  be  seen  there,  calculated  and  intended  to 
meet  the  eyes  of  all  men,  and  women  too,  which  may  furnish 
matter  for  observation,  without  either  diving  or  climbing  in 
pursuit  of  knowledge  that,  after  all,  would  be  better  lost  than 
found. 

But  one  sliould  have  the  talent  of  Hogarth  to  descrifie 
the  different  groups,  with  all  their  varied  liule  episodes  of 
peculiarity,  which  render  the  Palais  Royal  so  amusing.  These 
groups  are,  to  be  sure,  made  up  only  of  Parisians,  and  of  the 
wanderers  who  visit  la  helle  ville  in  order  to  see  and  be  seen 
in  every  part  of  it;  yet  it  is  in  vain  that  you  would  seek 
elsewhere  the  same  odd  selection  of  human  beings  that  are 
to  be  found  sans  faote  in  every  corner  of  the  Palais  Royal. 

How  it  happens  I  know  not,  but  so  it  is^  that  almost  every 
person  you  meet  here  furnishes  food  for  speculation.  If  it  be 
an  elegant  well-appointed  man  of  fashion,  the  fancy  instantly 
tracks  him  to  a  salon  de  jeu ;  and  if  you  are  very  good- 
natured,  your  heart  will  ache  to  think  how  much  misery  he 
is  likely  to  carry  home  with  him.  If  it  be  a  low,  skulking, 
semi-genteel  moustache^  with  large,  dark,  deep-set  eyes 
rolling  about  to  see  whom  he  can  devour,  you  are  as  certam 
that  he  too  is  making  for  a  salon,  as  that  a  noan  with  a  rod 
and  line  on  his  shoulder  is  going  to  iish.  That  pretty  sau- 
hrett€y  with  her  neat  heels  and  smart  silk  apron,  who  has 
evidently  a  few  francs  tied  up  in  the  corner  of  the  handkerchief 
which  she  holds  in  her  hand— do  we  not  know  that  she  is 
peering  through  the  window  of  every  trinket-shop  to  see  where 
she  can  descry  the  most  tempting  gold  ear-rings,  for  the 
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purcimse  of  which  a  qnarter's  wages  are  about  to  be  dis- 
kerchiefed? 

We  must  not  overlook,  and  indeed  it  would  not  foe  easy  to 
do  so,  that  well-defined  domestic  parly  of  our  country-folks 
who  have  just  turned  into  the  superb  Galerie  d'Orleans. 
Father,  mother^  and  daughters— how  easy  to  guess  their 
thoughts,  and  almost  their  words !  The  portly  father  declares 
that  it  would  make  a  capital  Exchange  :  he  has  not  yet  seen 
La  Bourse.  He  Isoks  up  to  its  noble  height — ^then  steps 
forward  a  pace  or  two,  and  measures  with  his  eye  the  space 
on  all  sides— then  stops,  and  perhaps  says  to  the  stately  lady 
on  his  arm  (whose  eyes  meanwhile  are  wandering  amidst 
shawls,  gloves,  Cologne  bottles,  and  S^vi^  china,  first  on  one 
side  and  then  on  the  other),—''  This  is  not  badly  built;  it  is 
light  and  lofty— and  the  width  is  very  considerable  for  so 
slight-looking  a  roof;  but  what  is  it  compared  to  Waterloo* 
bridge!" 

Two  pretty  girls,  with  bright  clieeks,  43ove-like  eyes,  and 
*'  tresses  like  the  morn,"  falling  in  unnumbered  ringlets,  so 
as  almost  to  hide  their  curious  yet  timid  glances,  precede  the 
parent  pair ;  but  with  pretty  well4aaght  caution,  pause  when 
they  pause,  and  step  on  when  they  step  on.  But  they  can 
hardly  look  at  anything ;  for  do  they  not  know,  though  their 
downcast  eyes  can  hardly  be  said  to  see  it,  that  those  youths 
with  coal-black  hair,  favoris  and  imperials,  are  spying  at  them 
with  their  lorgnettes? 

Here  too,  as  at  the  Tuileries,  are  little  pavilions  to  supply 
the  insatiable  thirst  for  politics;  and  htre,  too,  we  could 
distinguish  the  melancholy  champion  of  the  elder  branch  of 
the  Bourbons,  who  is  at  least  sure  to  fmd  the  consolation 
of  his  faithful  "  Qnotidienne,"  and  the  sympathy  of  "La 
France."  The  sour  republican  sUlks  up,  as  usual,  to  seize 
upon  the  "  R^formaleur;"  while  the  comfortable  doctrinaire 
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comes  fonh  from  the  Cafe  Very,  ruminating  on  the  "Journal 
des  Debats,"  and  the  chances  of  his  bargains  at  Tortoni's  or 
La  Bourse. 

It  was  in  a  wallc  taken  round  three  sides  of  the  square  that 
we  marked  the  figures  I  have  mentioned,  and  many  more  too 
numerous  to  record,  on  a  day  that  we  had  fixed  upon  to 
gratify  our  curiosity  by  dining— not  at  Very's,  or  any  other 
far-famed  artist's,  but  tout  bonnement  at  a  restaurant  of  qua^ 
rante  sous  par  tSte.  Having  made  our  lour,  we  mounted  au 
second  at  numero — I  forget  what,  but  it  was  where  we  bad 
been  especially  recommended  to  make  this  coup  d'essai.  The 
scene  we  enlei  ed  upon,  as  we.followed  a  long  string  of  persons 
who  preceded  us,  was  as  amusing  as  it  was  new  to  us  all. 

I  will  not  say  that  I  should  like  to  dine  three  days  in  the 
week  at  the  Palais  Royal  for  quarante  sous  par  t^te ;  but  I 
will  say,  that  I  should  have  been  very  sorry  not  to  have  done 
it  once,  and  moreover,  that  I  heartily  hope  I  may  do  it  again. 

The  dinner  was  extremely  good,  and  as  varied  as  our  fancy 
chose  to  make  it,  each  person  having  privilege  to  select  three 
or  four  plats  from  a  carte  that  it  would  take  a  day  to  read 
deliberately.  But  the  dinner  was  certainly  to  us  the  least 
important  part  of  .the  business.  The  novelty  of  the  spectacle, 
the  number  of  strange-looking  people,  and  the  perfect  amenity 
and  good-breeding  which  seemed  to  reign  among  them  all, 
made  us  look  about  us  with  a  degree  of  interest  and  curiosity 
that  almost  caused  the  whole  party  to  forget  the  ostensible 
cause  of  their  visit. 

There  were  many  English,  chiefly  gentlemen,  and  several 
Germans  with  their  wives  and  daughters;  but  the  majority  of 
the  company  was  French;  and  from  sundry  little  circum- 
tances  respecting  taking  the  places  reserved  for  them,  and 
different  words  of  intelligence  between  themselves  and  the 
waiters,  it  was  evident  that  many  among  them  were  not  chance 
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visitors,  but  in  the  daily  habit  of  dining  there.    What  a  sin- 
gular mode  of  existence  is  this,  and  how  utterly  inconceivable 
to  English  feelings !  .> . . .     Yet  habit,  and  perhaps  prejudice, 
apart,  it  is  not  difficuU  lo  perceive  that  it  has  its  advantages. 
In  the  first  place,  there  is  no  management  in  the  world,  not 
even  that  of  Mrs.  Primrose  herself,  which  could  enable  a  man 
to  dine  at  home,  for  the  sum  of  two  francs,  with  the  same 
degree  of  luxury  as  to  what  he  eats,  that  he  does  at  one  of 
these  restaurants.    Five  hundred  persons  are  calculated  upon 
as  the  daily  average  of  company  expected;  and  forty  pounds  of 
ready  money  in  Paris,  with  the  skilful  aid  of  French  cooks, 
will  furnish  forth  a  dinner  for  this  number,  and  leave  some 
profit  besides.    Add  to  which,  the  sale  of  wine  is,  J  believe^ 
considerable.    Some  part  of  the  receipts,  however,  must  be 
withdrawn  as  interest  upon  the  capital  employed.    The 
quantity  of  plate  is  very  abundant,  not  only  in  the  apparently 
unlimited  supply  of  forks  and  spoons,  but  in  furnishing  the 
multitude  of  grim-looking  silver  bowls  in  which  the  potage  is 
served. 

On  the  whole,  however,  I  can  belter  understand  the  pos- 
sibility of  five  hundred  dinners  being  furnished  daily  for  two 
francs  each,  by  one  of  these  innumerable  establishments,  than 
I  can  the  marvel  of  five  hundred  people  being  daily  found  by 
each  of  these  to  eat  them.  Hundreds  of  these  houses  exist  in 
Paris,  and  ail  of  them  are  constantly  furnished  with  guests^ 
But  this  manner  of  living,  so  unnatural  to  us,  seems  not  only 
natural,  but  needful  lo  them.  They  do  it  all  so  well— so  plea- 
santly !  Imagine  for  a  moment  the  sort  of  lone  and  style  such  a 
dining-room  would  take  in  London.  I  do  not  mean,  if  limited 
to  the  same  price,  but  set  it  greatly  beyond  the  proportion.:  let 
us  imagine  an  establishment  where  males  and  females  should 
dine  at  five  shillings  a-head— what  din,  what  unsocial  yet 
vehement  clattering,  would  inevitably  ensue !— not  to  mention 
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the  utter  improbabiliiy  that  such  a  place,  really  and  bond 
fidt  open  to  the  public,  should  continue  a  reputable  resort  for 
ladies  for  a  week  after  its  doors  were  open. 

But  here,  everything  was  as  perfectly  respectable  and  well 
arranged  as  if  each  little  table  had  been  placed  with  its  sepa- 
rate party  in  a  private  room  at  Mivarl's.  It  is  but  fair,  there- 
fore, that  while  we  hug  ofirselves,  as  we  are  all  apt  to  do,  on 
the  reGnement  which  renders  the  exclusive  privacy  of  our 
own  dining-rooms  necessary  to  our  feelings  of  comfort,  we 
should  allow  that  equal  refinement,  though  of  another  kind, 
must  exist  among  those  who,  when  thrown  thus  promiscuously 
together,  still  retain  and  manifest  towards  each  other  the  same 
deference  and  good-breeding  which  we  require  of  those  whom 
we  admit  to  our  private  circle. 

At  this  restaurant,  as  everywhere  else  in  Paris,  we  found 
it  easy  enough  to  class  our  gms.  1  feel  quite  sure  that  we 
had  around  us  many  of  the  employ^  du  gonvemement  ac  - 
tnel — several  anciens  militaires  of  Napoleon's — some  speci- 
mens of  the  race  distinguished  by  Louis  Dix-huit  and  Charles 
Dix^and  even,  if  I  do  not  greatly  mistake,  a  few  relies  of 
the  Convention,  and  of  the  unfortunate  monarch  who  was  its 
victim. 

But  during  this  hour  of  rest  and  enjoyment  all  differences 
seem  forgotten ;  and  however  discordant  may  be  their  feel- 
ings, two  Fraiehmen  cannot  be  seated  near  each  other  at 
table,  without  exchanging  numberless  civilities,  and  at  last 
entering  into  conversation,  so  well  sustained  and  so  animated, 
that  instead  of  taking  them  for  strangers  who  had  never  met 
before,  we,  in  our  stately  shyness,  would  be  ready  to  pro- 
nounce that  they  must  be  familiar  friends. 

Whether  it  be  this  causant  social  temper  which  makes 
them  prefer  thus  living  in  public,  or  that  thus  living  in  pul^ic 
makes  them  social,  I  cannot  determine  to  my  own  satisfac- 
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lion ;  but  the  one  is  not  more  remarkable  and  more  totally 
unlike  our  own  manners  tban  the  other,  and  I  really  think 
that  no  one  who  has  not  dined  thus  in  Paris  can  have  any  idea 
how  very  wide,  in  some  directions,  the  line  of  demarcation 
is  between  the  two  countries. 

I  have  on  former  occasions  dined  with  a  party  at  places  of 
much  higher  price,  where  the  object  was  to  observe  what  a 
very  good  dinner  a  very  good  cook  could  produce  in  Paris. 
But  this  experiment  offered  nothing  to  our  observation  at  all 
approaching  in  interest  and  nationality  to  the  dinner  of  <|ua> 
rante  sous. 

In  the  first  place,  you  are  much  more  likely  to  meet  English 
(ban  French  society  at  these  costly  repasts;  and  in  the  second, 
if  you  do  encounter  at  them  a  genuine  native  gourmet  of  la 
Grande  Nation,  he  will,  upon  this  occasion,  be  only  doing 
like  ourselves,— that  is  to  say,  giving  himself  un  repas  exquis. 
instead  of  regaling  himself  at  home  with  his  family- 
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Sur  un  lievre  flanque  de  deux  poulets  cliques.'* 


But  at  the  humble  restaurant  of  two  francs,  you  have  again  a 
new  page  of  Paris  existence  to  study,— and  one  which,  while 
it  will  probably  increase  your  English  relish  for  your  English 
home,  will  show  you  no  unprofitable  picture  of  the  amiable 
social  qualities  of  France.  I  think  that  if  we  could  find  a 
people  composed  in  equal  proportions  of  the  two  natures, 
they  would  be  as  near  to  social  perfection  as  it  is  possible  to 
imagine. 

The  French  are  almost  too  amiable  to  every  one  they  chance 
to  sit  near.  The  lively  smile,  the  kind  empressement,  the 
ready  causerie,  would  be  more  flattering  did  we  not  know 
that  it  was  all  equally  at  the  service  of  the  whole  world. 
Whereas  we  are  more  than  equally  wrong  in  the  other  ex- 
treme; having  the  air  of  suspecting  that  eveiy  human  being 

II.  2. 


42  PMM» 

who  happens  to  be  thrown  into  Contact  with  us,  before  Vve 
know  his  birth,  parentage,  and  educatir^n,  is  something  very 
dangerous,  and  to  be  guarded  against  with  all  possible  care 
and  precaution.  Query— Do  not  the  Germans  furnish  some- 
thing very  like  this  juste  milieu  ? 

Having  concluded  our  unexpensive  repast  with  the  pre- 
scribed tasse  de  cafe  noir,  we  again  -sallied  forth  to  take  the 
tour  of  the  Palais  Royal,  in  order  to  occupy  the  time  till  the 
'opening  of  the  Th65tre  du  Vaudeville,  with  which,  as  we  were 
so  very  close  to  it,  we  deierniined  to  finish  the  evening. 

We  returned,  as  we  came,  through  the  noble  Galerie  d'Or- 
leans,  which  was  now  crowded  with  the  assembled  loungers 
of  all  the  numerous  restaurants.  It  is  a  gay  -and  animated 
scene  at  any  time  of  the  day;  but  at  this  paiti(;nlar  hour,  just 
before  the  theatres  open,  and  just  after  the  gay  people  have  all 
refreshed  their  animal  spirits,  Paris  itself  seems  typified  by 
the  aspect  of  the  lively,  laughing,  idle  throng  assembled  there. 

Om  reason,  I  believe,  wliy  Paris  is  so  much  more  amusing 
toa  loaker-on  than  London,  is,  that  it  contains  so  many  more 
^people,  in  proportion  to  its  population,  who  have  nolliing  in 
the  world  to  do  but  to  divert  themselves  and  oihers.  There 
^re  so  many  more  idle  men  here^  who  are  contented  to  live 
-on  incomes  that  with  us  would  be  considered  as -hardly  suffi- 
cient to  supply  a  lodging ;  small  rentiers,  who  prefer  being 
masters  of  their  own  time  and  amusing  themselves  with  a  little, 
40  working  very  hard  and  being  very  much  ennuyes  with  a 
great  deal  of  money.  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  this  plan  an- 
swers well  when  youth  is  past — ^at  least  for  the  individuals 
themselves :  it  is  probable,  I  think,  that  as  the  strength,  and 
health,  and  spirits  fade  away,  something  of  quieter  and  more 
substantial  comfort  mitst  often  be  wished  for,  when  perhaps 
it  is  too  late  to  obtain  it;  but  for  others— for  all  (hose  who  form 
the  circle  round  which  the  idle  man  ofitleasure  skims  thus 
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lightly,  he  is  a  never-failing  resource.  What  would  become 
of  all  the  parties  for  amusement  which  take  place  morning, 
noon,  and  night  in  Paris,  if  this  race  were  extinct  ?  Whe- 
ther they  are  married  or  single,  tbey  are  equally  eligible, 
equally  necessary,  equally  welcome  wherever  pleasure  makes 
the  business  of  the  hour.  With  us,  it  is  only  a  small  and 
highly-privileged  class  who  can  permit  themselves  to  go 
wherever  and  whenever  pleasure  beckons;  but  in  France,  no 
lady  arranging  a  fiftte,  let  it  be  of  what  kind  it  may,  has  need 
to  think  twice  and  thrice  before  she  can  answer  the  important 
but  tormenting  question  of— **But  what  men  can  we  get?'' 

The  Vaudeville  was  very  full,  but  we  contrived  to  get  a 
good  box  au  second,  from  whence  we  saw,  greatly  to  our 
deleetation  and  amusement,  three  pretty  little  pieces, — '^  Les 
Gants  Jaunes,"  ^'  Le  Premier  Amour,"  and  '^EUe  est  Folic ;" 
which  last  was -of  the  larmoyante  school,  and  much  less  to 
my  taste  than  the  lively  nonsense  of  the  two  former;  yet  it 
was  admirably  well  played  too.  But  I  always  go  to  a  vaude- 
ville with  the  intention  of  laughing ;  and  if  this  purpose  fail, 
I  am  disappointed. 


LETTER    XLVIII. 

Literary  Conversation. — Modern  Novelists. — Vicomte  d'Ariincouit. 
His  Portrait. —  Chateaubriand. —  Beruardin  de  Saint  Pierre. — 
Shakspeare. — Sir  Walter  ScotU — French  familiarity  with  Eoglish 
Authors.— Miss  Mitford. — Miss  Landon.— Parisian  passion  for 
Novelty. — Extent  of  general  Information. 

We  were  last  night  at  a  small  party  where  there  was 
neither  dancing,  music,  cards,  nor— (wonderful  to  say!) 
politics  to  amuse  or  occupy  us :  nevertheless,  it  was  one  of  the 
most  agreeable  soirees  at  which  I  have  been  present  in  Paris. 
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The  cotiversaliiMi  wag  completely  on  lilerary  subjects,  b»t 
totally  withoutthe  pretension  of  a  literary  society.  In  fiict,  it 
was  purely  the  efled  of  accident;  and  it  was  just  as  likely  that 
we  might  have  passed  the  evening  in  talking  of  pictares,  or 
musiCy  or  rocks  and  rivers,  as  of  books.  But  Fate  decreed 
that  so  it  should  be;  and  the  consequence  was,  that  we  had 
the  pleasure  of  hearing  three  Frenchmen  and  two  French* 
women  talk  for  three  hours  of  the  Uterature  of  their  country. 
I  do  nol  mean  to  assert  that  no  other  person  spoke— but  the 
frais  de  la  conversation  were  certainly  furnished  by  the  five 
natives. 

One  of  the  gemlemen,  and  that  too  the  oldest  man  in  com- 
pany, was  more  tolerant  towards  the  present  race  of  French 
novel-writers  than  any  person  of  his  age  and  class  that  I  have 
yet  conversed  with ;  but  nevertheless,  his  approval  went  no 
farther  than  to  declare  that  he  thought  the  present  mode  of 
following  human  nature  with  a  microscope  into  all  the  re- 
cesses to  which  passion,  and  even  vice,  could  lead  it,  was  cal- 
culated to  make  a  better  novelist  than  the  fashion  which  pre- 
ceded it,  of  looking  at  all  things  through  a  magnifying  me- 
dium, and  of  straining  and  striving,  in  consequence,  to  make 
that  appear  great  which  was  by  its  nature  essentially  the 
reverse. 

The  Yicomte  d'Arlincourt  was  the  author  he  named  to 
establish  the  truth  of  his  proposition :  he  would  not  admit 
him  to  be  an  exaggeration  of  the  school  which  has  passed  . 
away,  but  only  the  perfection  of  it. 

'^  I  remember,"  said  he,  ^^  to  have  seen  at  the  Louvre, 
many  years  ago,  a  full-length  portrait  of  this  gentleman, 
which  I  thought  at  the  time  was  as  perfect  a  symbol  of  what 
is  called  in  France  le  style,  romantique  as-it  was  well  possible 
to  conceive.  He  was  standing  erect  on  the  rocky  point  of  a 
precipice,  with  eye  inspired,  and  tablets  in  his  hand :  a  foanir 
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mg  torrent  rolled  its  tortured  waters  at  his  feet,  whilst  he, 
calm  and  sublime,  looked  not  ^  comme  une  jeune  beautd  qu'on 
arrache  au  sommeii/  but  very  like  a  young  incroyabiesnatch- 
ed  from  a  fashionable  salon  to  meditate  upon  the  wild  majesty 
of  nature,  with  all  the  inspiiing  adjuncts  of  tempest,  wild- 
ness,  and  solitude.  He  appeared  dressed  in  an  elegant  black 
coat  and  waistcoat,  black  silk  stockings,  and  dancing-pumps. 
It  would  be  lost  labour,"  he  continued,  '^should  I  attempt  to 
give  you  a  more  just  idea  of  his  style  of  writing  than  the  com- 
position of  this  portrait  conveys.  It  is  in  vain  that  M.  le  Yi- 
comte  places  himself  amidst  locks  and  cataracts^he  is  still 
M.  leVicomte;  and  his  silk  stockings  and  dancing-pumps 
will  remain  visible,  spite  of  all  the  froth  and  foam  he  labours 
to  raise  around  him." 

''It  was  not  d'Arlincourt,  however,"  said  M.  de  C  *  *  *  *, 
who  has  either  the  honour  or  dishonour  of  having  invented 
this  $tyle  romautique,  but  a  much  greater  man;  it  was  Cha- 
teaubriand who  first  broke  through  all  that  was  left  of  classic 
restraint,  and  permitted  his  imagination  to  run  wild  among 
everything  in  heaven  and  earth." 

''You  cannot,  however,  accuse  him  of  running  this  wild 
race  wiih  his  imagination  en  habit  bourgeois,"  said  the  third 
gentleman:  "his  style  is  extravagant,  but  never  ludicrous. 
Chateaubriand  really  has,  what  d'Arlincourt  affected    to 
have,  a  poetical  and  abounding  fancy,  and  a  fecundity  of 
imagery  which  has  often  betrayed  him  into  bad  taste  from  its 
very  richness ;  but  there  is  nothing  strained,  forced,  and  un- 
natural in  his  eloquence,  for  eloquence  it  is,  though  a  soberer 
imagination  and  a  severer  judgment  might  have  kept  it  with- 
in more  reasonable  bounds.     After  all  that  can  be  said 
against  his  taste,  Chateaubriand  is  a  great  man,  and  his  name 
will  live  among  the  literati  of  France ;  but  God  forbid  that 
any  true  prophet  should  predict  the  same  of  his  imitators  I" 
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^^  And  God  forbid  ihat  any  true  prophet  should  predict  the 
same  of  the  school  that  has  succeeded  them !"  said  Madame 
V  *  * "  *— a  delightful  old  woman,  who  wears  her  own  grey 
hair,  and  does  not  waltz.  '^  I  have  sometimes  laughed  and 
sometimes  yawned  over  the  productions  of  the  icoh  d'Arlin- 
touriy"  she  added;  ^*  but  I  invariably  turn  with  disgust  and 
indignation  from  those  of  the  domestic  style  which  has  snc- 
tseeded  to  it." 

"  Invariably  ?" .  . .  said  the  old  gentleman  interrogatively. 

^^Yes,  invariably;  because  if  I  see  any  symptom  t)f  talent  I 
lament  it,  and  feel  alarmed  for  the  possible  mischief  which 
may  ensue.  I  can  never  wish  to  see  high  mental  power, 
Which  is  the  last  and  best  gift  of  Heaven,  perverted  so  shame- 
lessly." 

"Come,  come,  dear  lady,"  replied  the  advocate  -of  what 
G<Bthe impressively  calls,  ''lalitteraturedu  d^sespoir,"  "you 
must  not  overthrow  the  whole  fabric  because  some  portion  of 
it  is  &ulty.  The  object  of  our  tale-writers  at  present  is,  be- 
yond all  doubt,  to  paint  men  as  ihey  are.  If  they  succeed, 
their  labours  cannot  fail  of  being  interesting,  and  I  should 
think  they  might  be  very  useful  too." 

"  Fadaise  que  tout  cela  !"  exclaimed  the  old  lady  eagerly. 
"  Before  men  can  paint  human  tiature  profitably,  they  must 
see  it  as  it  really  is,  my  good  friend,  and  not  as  it  appears  to 
these  miserables  in  their  baraques  and  greniers.  We  have 
nothing  to  do  with  such  scenes  as  they  paint;  and  they  have 
nothing  to  do  (God  help  them  !)  with  literary  labours.  Have 
you  got  Bernardin  de  Saint  Pierre,  ma  ch^re  ?"  said  she,  ad- 
dressing the  lady  of  the  house.  The  little  volume  was  imme- 
diately handed  to  her  from  a  chiffonni^re  that  stood  behind  us. 
"Now  this,"  she  continued,  having  found  the  passage  she 
sought,—-"  this  is  what  1  conceive  to  be  the  legitimate  object 
of  literature ;"  and  she  read  aloud  the  follorwing  passage  :-^ 
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*'Les  leltressont  on  secoursdu  Cie].  Ce  sont  des  rayons  de 
cette  sagesse  qui  gouveme  ranivers,  que  rhomme,  inspire  par 

un  art  celeste,  a  appris  k  fixer  sur  la  terre Elles  Calmetit 

les  passions ;  elles  r^priment  les  vices ;  elles  excitent  les  ver- 
las  par  les  exemples  augustes  des  gens  de  bien  qu'elles  cel^- 
lirent,  et  dont  elles  nous  pr^sentent  les  images  toujoars  ho- 
nor^es." 

'^  £h  bien !  a-t-il  raisoo,  ce  Bernaixiin  ?"  said  she,  laying 
tiside  her  spectacles  and  looking  round  upon  us.  Every  one 
admired  the  passage.  ^'  Is  this  the  use  your  French  roman- 
cers make  of  letters?"  she  continued,  looking  triumphantly  at 
thetr  advocate. 

"  Not  exactly,"  he  replied  laughing,—"  or  at  least  not  al- 
ways :  but  I  could  show  you  passages  in  Michel  Raymond...*' 

**  Bah ! "  exclaimed  the  old  lady,  interrupting  him ;  * '  I  will 
have  nothing  to  do  with  his  passages.  I  think  it  is  Chamfot't 
who  says,  that  "  nn  sot,  qui  a  un  moment  d'esp^t,  ^tonne  et 
scandalise  comme  des  chevaux  de  fiacre  an  galop."  I  doni 
•like  such  unexpected  jerks  of  sublimity— they  startle  more 
4|]an  they  please  me." 

The  conversation  then  rambled  on  to  Shakspeare,  and  to 
the  mischief-*  such  was  the  word— to  the  mischief  his  example, 
"and  the  passionate  admiration  expressed  for  his  writings,  had 
done  to  the  classic  parity  of  French  literature.  This  phrase, 
however,  was  not  only  cavilled  at,  but  in  true  French  style  was 
laughed  to  death  by  the  rest  of  the  parly.  The  word  "  classic^' 
was  declared  too  rococo  for  use,  and  Shakspeare  loudly  pro- 
claimed to  be  only  defective  as  a  model  because  loo  mighty  to 
imitate. 

I  have,  however,  some  faint  misgivings  as  to  the  perfect 
sincerity  of  this  verdict,— and  this  chiefly  becatrse  there  was 
•but  one  Frenchman  present  who  affected  to  know  anything 
•about  him  excepting  through  the  medium  of  translation.  Now, 
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nolwilbstauding  that  the  talent  shown  by  M.  Dacis  in  the 
translation  of  some  passages  is  very  considerable,  we  all  know 
that  Sbakspeare  may  be  very  nearly  as  fairly  judged  from  the 
Italian  "  Olello"  as  the  French  "  Hamlet."  The  party  were 
however  quite  sincere,  I  am  sure,  in  the  feeling  they  express- 
ed of  reverence  for  the  unequalled  bard,  founded  opon  the 
rank  he  held  in  the  estimation  of  his  countrymen ;  this  being, 
as  the  clear-beaded  old  lady  observed,  the  only  sure  criterion, 
for  foreigners^  of  the  station  which  he  ought  to  hold  among 
the  poets  of  the  earth. 

Then  followed  some  keen  enough  observations—applicable 
to  any  one  but  Sbakspeare— of  the  danger  there  might  be, 
that  in  mixing  tragedy  and  comedy  together,  farce  might  un- 
fortunately be  the  result;  or,  if  the  **  fusion,"  as  it  has  been 
called,  of  tragedy  and  comedy  into  one  were  very  skilfully  per- 
formed, the  sublime  and  prodigious  monster  called  melodrame 
might  be  hoped  for,  as  the  happiest  product  that  could  be  ex- 
pected. 

It  being  thus  civilly  settled  that  our  Sbakspeare  might  be 
as  wild  as  he  chose,  but  that  it  would  be  advisable  for  other 
people  to  take  care  how  they  attempted  to  follow  him,  the 
party  next  fell  into  a  review,  more  individual  and  particular 
than  I  was  well  able  to  follow,  or  than  I  can  now  repeat,  of 
many  writers  of  verses  and  of  novels  that,  I  was  fain  to  confess, 
I  had  never  heard  of  before.  One  or  two  of  the  novel-writers 
were  declared  to  be  very  successful  imitators  of  the  style  and 
manner  of  Sir  Walter  Scott ;  and  when  this  was  stated,  I  was, 
to  say  the  truth,  by  no  means  sorry  to  plead  total  and  entire 
ignorance  of  their  names  and  productions;  for  having,  as  I 
fear,  manifested  a  little  national  warmth  on  the  subject  of  Sliak- 
sj)eare,  I  should  have  been  sorry  to  start  off  m  another  tirade 
concerning  Sir  Walter  Scott,  which  I  might  have  found  it 
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difficult  to  avoid,  had  I  known  exactly  what  it  was  which 
they  ventured  to  compare  to  him. 

I  do  not  quite  understand  how  it  happens  that  the  Parisians 
are  so  much  better  acquainted  with  the  generality  of  our  light 
literature,  Ihan  we  are  with  the  generality  of  theirs.  This  is 
the  more  nnaccountable,  from  the  fact  so  universally  known, 
that  for  one  French  person  who  reads  English,  there  are  at 
least  ten  English  who  read  French.  It  is,  however,  impos- 
sible to  deny  that  such  is  the  fact.  I  am  sure  I  have  heard 
the  names  of  two  or  three  dozen  auihoi^s  since  I  have  been 
here,  of  whose  existence,  or  of  that  of  their  works,  neither  I, 
nor  any  of  my  literary  friends,  I  believe,  have  had  the  least 
knowledge ;  and  yet  we  have  considered  ourselves  quite  au 
courant  du  jour  in  such  matters,  having  never  missed  any 
opportunity  of  reading  every  French  book  that  came  in  our 
way,  and  moreover  of  sedulously  consulting  the  Foreign  Quar- 
terly. In  canvassing  this  difference  between  us,  one  of  the 
party  suggested  that  it  might  perhaps  arise  from  the  fact  that 
no  work  which  was  popular  in  England  ever  escaped  being 
reprinted  on  the  Continent, — that  it  to  say,  either  at  Paris  or 
Brussels.  Though  this  is  done  solely  as  a  sort  of  piratical  specu- 
lation, for  the  purpose  of  inducing  all  the  travelling  English 
to  purchase  new  books  for  four  francs  here,  instead  of  giving 
thirty  shillings  for  them  at  home,  it  is  nevertheless  a  natural 
consequence  of  this  mancBuvre,  that  the  names  of  English 
books  are  familiarly  known  here  even  before  they  have  been 
translated. 

Many  of  our  lady  authors  have  the  honour  apparently  of 
being  almost  as  well  known  at  Paris  as  at  home.  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  hearing  Miss  Mitford  spoken  of  with  enthusiasm ; 
and  one  lady  told  me,  that,  judging  her  from  her  works,  she 
would  rather  become  acquainted  with  her  than  with  any  au- 
thor living. 
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Miss  Landon  is  also  well  known  and  mach  admired.  Ma- 
dame Tastu  told  me  she  had  translated  many  of  her  composi- 
tions, and  thought  very  highly  of  them.  In  short,  English 
literature  and  English  literati  are  at  present  very  hospitably 
treated  in  France. 

I  was  last  night  asked  mnumerable  questions  aboat  many 
books,  and  many  people,  whose  renommie  I  was  surprised  to 
find  had  crossed  the  Channel;  and  having  communicated 
pretty  nearly  all  the  information  I  possessed  upon  the  subject, 

I  began  to  question  in  my  turn,  and  heard  abundance  of  anec- 
dotes and  criticisms,  many  of  them  given  with  all  the  spark- 
ling keenness  of  French  satire. 

Many  of  les  petits  ridicules  that  we  are  accustomed  to  hear 
quizzed  at  home  seem  to  exist  in  the  same  manner,  and  spite 
of  the  same  light  chastisement,  here.  The  manner,  for  example, 
of  making  a  very  little  wit  and  wisdom  go  a  great  way,  by 
means  of  short  lines  and  long  stops,  does  not  appear  to  be  in 
any  degree  peculiar  to  our  island.  As  a  specimen  of  this,  a 
quotation  from  a  new  romance  by  Madame  Girardin  ( ci-de- 
vant Mademoiselle  Delphine  Gay)  was  shown  me  in  a  newspa- 
per. I  will  copy  it  for  you  as  it  was  printed,  and  I  think  you 
will  allow  that  our  neighbours  at  least  equal  us  in  this  in- 
genious department  of  literary  composition. 

'*  Pensez-vous 
Qu' Arthur  vouWt  revoir  Mad"*'  de  Sommery  ?" 

"  NON  : 

Au  lieu  de  Taimer, 

II  la  d^testait  /" 
''  Oui, 

II  la  d^testait !' 

I  think  our  passion  for  novelty  is  pretty  strong;  bat  if  the 
information  which  I  received  last  night  respecting  the  same 
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imperious  besoin  here  was  not  exaggerated  by  the  playful 
spirit  of  the  party  who  were  amusing  themselves  by  describ- 
ing its  influence,  we  are  patient  and  tame  in  our  endurance 
of  old  ^^  by-gones,"  in  comparison  to  the  Parisians.  They 
haye,  indeed,  a  saying  which  in  few  words  paints  this  craving 
for  novelty,  as  strongly  as  I  could  do,  did  I  torment  my  me- 
mory to  repeat  to  you  every  word  said  by  my  lively  friends 
last  night : 

''  II  nous  faut  du  Douveau,  n'en  Mt-il  plus  au  monde." 

It  is  delightful  to  us  to  get  hold  of  a  new  book  or  a  new 
song — a  new  preacher  or  a  new  fiddler  :  it  is  delightful  to  us, 
but  to  the  Parisians  it  is  indispensable.  To  meet  in  society 
and  have  nothing  new  for  the  causette,  would  be  worse  than 
remaining  at  home. 

''  This  fond  desire,  this  longing  after"  fresh  materials  for 
the  tongue  to  work  upon,  is  at  least  as  old  as  the  days  of  Mo- 
ii^re.  It  was  this  which  made  Madelon  address  herself  with 
such  energy  to  Mascarille,  assuring  him  that  she  should  be 
'^  oblige  de  la  derni^re  obligation''  if  he  would  but  report  to 
her  daily  '^  les  choses  qu'il  faut  savoir  de  n^cessit^,  et  qui  sont 
de  Tessence  d'un  bel-esprit;"  for,  as  she  truly  observes, 
^'  C'est  \k  ce  qui  vous  fait  valoir  dans  les  compagnies,  et  si 
Ton  ignore  ces  choses,  je  ne  donnerais  pas  un  clou  de  tout 
Tesprit  qu'on  pent  avoir/' — while  her  cousin  Cathos  gives 
her  testimony  to  the  same  truth  by  this  impressive  declara- 
tion :  '^  Pour  moi,  j'aurais  toutes  les  hontes  du  monde  s'il 
fallait  qn'on  vlnt  k  me  demander  si  j'aurais  vu  quelqoe  chose 
de  nouveau  que  je  n'aurais  pas  vu." 

I  know  not  how  it  is  that  people  who  appear  to  pass  so  few 
hours  of  every  day  out  of  sight  conlrive  to  know  so  well 
everything  that  has  been  written  and  evei7lhing  that  has 
been  done  in  all  parts  of  the  world.    No  one  ever  appears 
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ignorant  on  any  subject.  Is  this  tact  ?  Or  is  it  knowledge, 
—real,  genuine,  substantial  information  respecting  all  things? 
I  suspect  that  it  is  not  wholly  either  the  one  or  the  other; 
and  that  many  circumstances  contribute  both  to  the  general 
diffusion  of  information,  as  well  as  to  the  rapid  manner  of 
receiving  and  the  brilliant  style  of  displaying  it. 

This  at  least  is  certain,  that  whatever  they  do  know  is  made 
the  very  most  of;  and  though  some  may  suspect  that  so  great 
display  of  general  information  indicates  rather  extent  than 
depth  of  knowledge,  none,  I  think,  can  refuse  to  acknow- 
ledge tliat  the  manner  in  which  a  Frenchman  communicates 
what  he  has  acquired  is  particularly  amiable,  gracefhl,  and 
unpedantic. 


LETTER    XLIX. 

Trial  by  Jury.— Power  of  the  Jury  in  France. — Comparative  insig- 
ni6canee  of  that  vested  in  the  Judge. — ^Virtual  Abolition  of  Capi- 
tal Punishments. — Flemish  Anecdote. 

Do  not  be  terrified,  my  dear  friend,  and  fancy  that  I  am 
going  to  exchange  my  idle  ambling  pace,  and  my  babii  de 
femme,  to  join  the  march  of  intellect,  and  indite  wisdom.  I 
have  no  such  ambition  in  my  thoughts ;  and  yet  I  must  retail 
to  you  part  of  a  conversation  with  which  I  have  just  been  fa- 
voured by  an  extremely  intelligent  friend,  on  the  very  manly 
subject  of ... .  Not  political  economy ; — be  4ranquil  on  that 
point;  the  same  drowsy  dread  falls  upon  me  when  those  two 
portentous  words  sound  in  my  ears  with  which  they  seem  to 
have  inspired  Coleridge ;  —not  political  economy,  but  trial  hy 
jury. 

M.  Y'^'^'^,  the  gentleman  in  question,  gave  me  credit,  I 
believe,  for  considerably  more  savoir  than  I  really  possess,  as 
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to  the  actual  and  precise  manner  in  which  this  important  con- 
stitQtional  right  works  in  England.  My  ignorance,  however, 
though  it  prevented  my  giving  moch  information,  did  not 
prevent  my  receiving  it;  and  I  repeat  our  conversation  for 
the  purpose  of  telling  you  in  what  a  very  singular  manner, 
according  to  his  account,  it  appears  to  work  in  France. 

I  must,  however,  premise  that  my  friend  is  a  stanch  Henri- 
Quintist ;  which,  though  I  am  sure  that  in  his  case  it  would 
not  produce  any  exaggeration  in  the  statement  of  facts,  may 
nevertheleas  be  fairly  presumed  to  influence  his  feelings,  and 
consequently  his  manner  of  stating  them. 

The  circumstance  which  gave  rise  to  this  grave  discussion 
was  a  recent  judgment  passed  here  upon  a  very  atrocious 
ease  of  murder.  I  am  not  particularly  fond  of  hanging ;  ne- 
vertheless, I  was  startled  at  hearing  that  this  savage  and  most 
ferocious  slayer  of  men  was  condemned  to  imprisonment  and 
travail  forest  instead  of  death. 

"  It  is  very  rarely  that  any  one  now  suffers  the  extreme 
penalty  of  the  law  in  this  country,"  said  M.  V***,  in  reply  to 
my  remark  on  this  sentence. 

^'  Is  it  since  your  last  revolution,"  said  I,  ^'  that  the  punish- 
ment of  death  has  been  commuted  for  that  of  imprisonment 
and  labour?" 

^'  No  such  commutation  has  taken  place  as  an  act  of  the  le- 
gislature," he  replied :  "it  rests  solely  with  the  jury  whether 
a  murderer  be  guillotined,  or  only  imprisoned." 

I  fancied  that  I  misunderstood  him,  and  repeated  his  words, 
— "Withthe-jury?" 

"  Qui,  madame— absolument." 

This  statement  appeared  to  me  so  singular,  that  I  still 
supposed  I  must  be  blundering,  and  that  the  words  le  jury 
in  France  did  not  mean  the  same  things  as  the  word  jury  in 
England. 
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la  this,  as  it  subsequently  appeared,  I  was  not  mach  mis- 
taken. Notwithstanding,  my  informer,  who  was  not  only  a 
very  intelligent  person,  bat  a  lawyer  to  boot,  continued  to  as- 
sure me  that  trial  by  jury  was  exactly  the  same  in  both  coun- 
tries as  to  principle,  though  not  as  to  effect. 

^^But/'  said  I,  ^^  our  juries  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
sentence  passed  on  the  criminal :  their  business  is  to  examine 
into  the  evidence  brought  forward  by  the  witnesses  to  prove 
the  guilt  of  the  prisoner,  and,  according  to  the  impression 
whicli  this  leaves  on  their  minds,  they  pronounce  him  'guilty,' 
or  ^  not  guilty;'  and  here  their  duty  ends." 

"Yes,  yes— I  understand  that  perfectly,"  replied  M.  V***; 
^^and  it  is  precisely  the  same  thing  with  us;— Only,  it  is  not  in 
the  nature  of  a  Frenchman  to  pronounce  a  mere  dry,  short, 
unspeciUating  verdict  of  'guilty/  or  'not  guilty,'  without  ex- 
ercising the  powers  of  his  intellect  upon  the  shades  of  culpa- 
bility which  attach  to  the  acts  of  each  delinquent." 

This  impossibility  of  giving  a  verdict  without  exercising 
the  power  of  intellect  reminded  me  of  an  assize  story  on  re- 
cord in  Cornwall,  respecting  the  sentence  pronounced  by  a 
jury  upon  a  cas^  in  which  it  was  very  satisfactorily  proved 
that  a  man  had  murdered  his  wife,  but  where  it  also  appeared 
from  the  evidence  that  the  unhappy  woman  had  not  conduct- 
ed herself  remarkably  well.  The  jury  retired  to  consult,  and 
upon  re-entering  their  box  the  foreman  addressed  the  court 
in  these  words  :  ^'Guilty— but  sarved  her  right,  my  lord." 
It  was  in  vain  that  the  learned  judge  desired  them  to  amend 
their  verdict,  as  coniaining  matter  wholly  irrelevant  to  the 
duty  they  had  to  perform ;  the  intellect  of  the  jurymen  was, 
upon  this  occasion,  in  a  state  of  too  great  activity  to  permit 
their  returning  any  other  answer  than  the  identical  "  Guilty 
—but  sarved  her  right."  I  could  hardly  restrain  a  smile  as 
this  anecdote  recurred  to  me;  but  my  friend  was  too  much  in 
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earnest  in  his  explanation  for  me  to  interrupt  him  by  an  ill- 
timed  jest,  and  he  continued— 

^^  This  frame  of  mind,  which  is  certainly  essentially 
French,  is  one  cause,  and  perhaps  the  most  inveterate  one, 
which  makes  it  impossible  that  the  trial  by  jury  should  ever 
become  the  same  safe  and  simple  process  with  us  that  it  is  in 
Ei^land/' 

^^  And  in  what  manner  does  this  activity  of  intellect  inter- 
fere to  impede  the  course  of  justice?''  said  I. 

'^  Thus,"  he  replied.  ^*  Let  us  suppose  the  facts  of  the  case 
proved  to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  the  jury  :  they  make  up 
their  minds  among  themselves  to  pronounce  a  verdict  of 
^  guilty ;'  but  their  business  is  by  no  means  finished,— they 
have  still  to  decide  how  this  verdict  shall  be  delivered  to  the 
judge — whether  with  or  without  the  declaration  that  there  are 
circumstances  calculated  to  extenuate  the  crime." 

"  Oh  yes !  I  understand  you  now,"  I  replied.  "  You  mean, 
that  when  there  are  extenuating  circumstances,  thejury  assume 
the  privilege  of  recommending  the  criminal  to  mercy.  Our 
juries  do  this  likewise. " 

^^But  not  with  the  same  authority,''  said  he,  smiling. 
'^  Witli  us,  the  fate  of  the  culprit  is  wholly  in  the  power 
of  the  jury ;  for  not  only  do  they  decide  upon  the  question  of 
guilty  or  not  guilty,  but,  by  the  use  of  this  word  extenuating, 
they  can  remit  by  their  sole  will  and  pleasure  the  capital  part 
of  the  punishment,  let  the  crime  be  of  what  nature  it  may. 
No  judge  in  this  country  dare  sentence  a  criminal  to  capital 
punishment  where  the  verdict  against  him  has  been  qualified 
by  this  extenuating  clause." 

'*  It  should  seem  then,"  said  I,  "that  the  duty  of  judge, 
which  is  attended  with  such  awful  responsibilities  with 
us^  is  here  little  more  than  the  performance  of  an  official 
ceremony?" 
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"  It  is  very  nearly  such,  I  assure  you." 
^^  And  your  jurymen,  according  to  a  phrase  of  contempt 
common  among  us,  are  in  fact  judge  and  jury  both  ?" 

"  Beyond  all  contradiction  they  are  so,"  he  replied  :  "  and 
I  conceive  ihat  criminal  justice  is  at  this  time  more  loosely 
administered  in  France  than  in  any  other  civilised  country 
in  the  world.    In  fact,  our  artisans  have  become,  since  the 
revolution  of  4850,  not  only  judge  and  jury,  but  legislators 
also.    DifTerent  crimes  have  different  punishments  assigned 
to  them  by  our  penal  code ;  but  it  rarely,  or  I  might  say 
never,  occurs  in  our  days  that  the  punishment  inflicted  has 
any  reference  to  that  which  is  assigned  by  the  law.    That 
guilt  may  vary  even  when  the  deed  done  does  not,  is  certain; 
and  it  is  just  and  righteous  therefore  that  a  judge,  learned 
in  the  law  of  the  land,  and  chosen  by  high  authority  from 
among  his  fellows  as  a  man  of  wisdom  and  integrity, — it  is 
quite  just  and  righteous  that  such  a  one  should  have  the 
power — and  a  tremendous  power  it  is — of  modifying  (he 
extent  of  the  penalty  according  to  his  view  of  the  individual 
case.    The  charge  too  of  an  English  judge  is  considered  to 
be  of  immense  importance  to  the  result  of  every  trial.    All 
this  is  as  it  should  be ;  but  we  have  departed  most  widely  from 
the  model  we  have  professed  to  follow.    With  us  the  judge 
has  no  such  power— at  least  not  practically :  with  us  a  set  of 
chance-met  artisans,  ignorant  alike  of  the  law  of  the  land  and 
of  the  philosophy  of  punishment,  have  this  tremendous  power 
vested  in  them.    It  matters  not  how  clearly  the  crime  has 
been  proved,  and  still  less  what  penalty  the  law  has  adjudged 
to  it ;  the  punishment  inflicted  is  whatever  it  may  please  the 
jury  to  decide,  and  none  other." 

'^And  what  is  the  effect  which  this  strangely -assumed 
power  has  produced  on  your  administration  of  justice?" 
said  I. 


AND  THE  PARISIANS.  57 

'^  The  virtual  abolition  of  capital  punishment,"  was  the 
reply.  "  When  a  jury,"  continued  M.  V  *  *  *,  "  delivers  a 
verdict  to  the  judge  of '  Guilty,  but  with  extenuating  circum- 
stances/ the  judge  dare  not  condemn  the  criminal  to  deatli, 
though  the  law  of  the  land  assign  that  punishment  to  his 
offence,  and  though  his  own  mind  is  convinced,  by  all  which 
has.  come  out  upon  the  trial,  that  instead  of  extenuating 
circumstances,  the  commission  of  the  crime  has  been  attended 
with  every  possible  aggravation  of  atrocity.  Such  is  the  prac- 
tical effect  of  the  revolution  of  1830  on  the  administration  of 
criminal  justice.'' 

''  Does  public  opinion  sanction  this  strange  abuse  of  the 
functions  of  jurymen?"  said  I. 

** Public  opinion  cannot  sanction  it,"  he  replied,  "any 
more  than  it  could  sanction  the  committal  of  the  crime  itself. 
The  one  act  is,  in  fact,  as  lawless  as  the  other ;  but  the  popu- 
lace have  conceived  the  idea  that  capital  punishment  is  an 
undue  exercise  of  power,  and  therefore  our  rulers  fear  to 
exercise  it. " 

This  is  a  strange  statement,  is  it  not  ?  The  gentleman 
who  made  it  is,  I  am  sure,  too  much  a  man  of  honour  and 
integrity  to  falsify  facts ;  but  it  may  perhaps  be  necessary  to 
allow  something  for  the  colouring  of  party  feeling.  What- 
ever the  present  government  does,  or  permits  to  be  done, 
contrary  to  the  system  established  during  the  period  of  the 
restoration,  is  naturally  offensive  to  the  feelings  of  the  legiti- 
matists,  and  repugnant  to  their  judgments ;  yet,  in  this  case, 
the  relaxation  of  necessary  power  must  so  inevitably  lead 
to  evil,  that  we  must,  I  think,  expect  to  see  the  reins  gathered 
up,  and  the  command  resumed  by  the  proper  functionaries,  as 
soon  as  the  new  government  feels  itself  seated  with  sufQcient 
firmness  to  permit  the  needful  exertion  of  strength  to  be  put 
forth  with  safety. 


58  PARIS 

It  is  certain  that  M.  V  ^  ^^  ^^^  supported  his  statement  by 
reciting  so  many  strong  cases  in  which  the  most  fearful 
crimes,  substantiated  by  the  most  unbroken  chain  of  evidence, 
have  been  reported  by  the  jury  to  the  judge  as  having  ^^  exte- 
nuating circumstances''  attached  to  them,  that  it  is  impossible, 
while  things  remain  as  ihey  are,  not  to  feel  that  such  a  mode 
of  administering  justice  must  make  the  habit  of  perjury  as 
familiar  to  their  jurymen  as  that  of  taking  their  oaths. 

This  conversation  brought  to  my  recollection  some  strange 
stories  which  I  had  heard  in  Belgium  apropos  of  the  trial  by 
jury  there.  If  those  stories  were  correct,  they  are  about  as 
far  from  comprehending,  or  at  least  from  acting  upon,  our 
noble,  equitable,  and  well-tried  institution  there,  as  they 
appear  to  be  here— but  from  causes  apparently  exactly  the 
reverse.  There,  I  am  told,  it  often  happens  that  the  jury  can 
neither  read  nor  write;  and  that  when  they  are  placed  in  their 
box,  they  are,  as  might  be  expected,  quite  ignorant  of  the 
nature  of  the  duty  they  are  to  perform,  and  often  so  greatly 
embarrassed  by  it,  that  they  are  ready  and  willing — nay, 
thankful— to  pronounce  as  their  verdict  whatever  is  dictated 
to  them. 

I  heard  an  anecdote  of  one  man— and  a  thorough  honest 
Fleming  he  was — who,  having  been  duly  empanelled,  enter- 
ed the  jury-box,  and  having  listened  attentive!]^  to  a  trial  that 
was  before  the  court,  declared,  when  called  upon  for  his  ver- 
dict, that  he  had  not  understood  a  single  word  from  the 
beginning  to  the  end  of  it.  The  court  endeavoured  to  explain 
the  leading  points  of  the  question;  but  still  the  worthy 
burgher  persisted  in  declaring  that  the  business  was  not  in  his 
line,  and  that  he  could  not  comprehend  it  sufficiently  to  give 
any  opinion  at  all.  The  attempt  at  explanation  was  repeated, 
but  in  vain ;  and  at  length  the  conscientious  Fleming  paid  the 
fine  demanded  for  the  non-performance  of  the  duty,  and  was 
permitted  to  retire. 
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In  France,  on  the  coutrary,  it  appears  that  human  intel- 
lect has  gone  on  so  fast  and  so  far,  that  no  dozen  of  men 
can  be  found  simple-minded  enough  to  say  ^yes'  or  'no'  to 
a  question  asked,  without  insisting  that  they  must  legislate 
upon  it. 

In  this  case,  at  least,  England  shows  a  beautiful  specimen  of 
the  juste-milieu. 


LETTER    L. 

English  Pastry-cook*s. — French  horror  of  English  Pastry. — Unfortu- 
nate experiment  upon  a  Muffin. — The  Citizen  King. 

We  have  been  on  a  regular  shopping  tour  this  morning, 
which  was  finished  by  our  going  into  an  English  pastry-cook's 
to  eat  buns.  While  thus  engaged,  we  amused  ourselves  by 
watching  the  proceedings  of  a  French  party,  who  entered  also 
for  the  purpose  of  making  a  morning  goiiter  upon  cakes. 

They  had  all  of  them  more  or  less  the  air  of  having  fallen 
upon  a  terra  incognita,  showing  many  indications  of  surprise 
at  sig^t  of  the  ultra-marine  compositions  which  appeared 
before  them;  but  there  was  a  young  man  of  the  party  who, 
it  was  evident)  had  made  up  his  mind  to  quiz  without  measure 
all  the  foreign  dainties  that  the  shop  afforded,  evidently  con- 
sidering their  introduction  as  a  very  unjustifiable  interference 
with  the  native  manufacture. 

'*Est-il  possible !"  said  he,  with  an  air  of  grave  and  almost 
indignant  astonishment,  as  he  watched  a  lady  of  his  party 
preparing  to  eat  an  English  bun,—''  Est-il  possible  that  yon 
can  prefer  these  strange-looking  comestibles  k  la  psitisserie 
•francaise?" 

'^  Mais  godtez-en,"  said  the  lady,  presenting  a  specimen 
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of  the  same  kind  as  that  she  was  herself  eating :  ^^  its  sont  ex- 
cellens." 

*^  No,  no !  it  is  enough  to  look  at  them !"  said  her  cavalier, 
almost  shuddering.  ^'  There  is  no  lightness,  no  elegance,  no 
grace  in  any  single  gdteau  here." 

^'  Mais  goutez  quelque  chose,"  reiterated  the  lady. 

'^  Yous  le  voulez  absolument !''  exclaimed  the  young  man ; 
^^  quelle  tyrannic ! . . .  and  what  a  proof  of  obedience  I  am 
about  to  give  you'!...  Yoyons  done!"  he  continued,  ap- 
proaching a  plate  on  which  were  piled  some  truly  English 
muffins,  which,  as  you  know,  are  of  a  somewhat  mysterious 
manufacture,  and  about  as  palatable  if  eaten  untoasted  as  a 
slice  from  a  leathern  glove.  To  this  gdteauy  as  he  supposed 
it  to  be,  the  unfortunate  connoisseur  in  patisserie  approached, 
exclaiming  with  rather  a  theatrical  air,  '^  Yoila  done  ce  que 
je  vais  faire  pour  vos  beaux  yeux !" 

As  he  spoke,  he  took  up  one  of  the  pale  tough  things,  and, 
to  our  extreme  amusement,  attempted  to  eat  it.  Anyone 
might  be  excused  for  making  a  few  grimaces  on  such  an  occa- 
sion, and  a  Frenchman's  privilege  in  this  line  iswell  known; 
but  this  hardy  experimentalist  outdid  this  privilege.  He  was 
in  a  perfect  agony,  and  his  spittings  and  reproachings  were 
so  vehement,  that  friends,  strangers,  boutiquier,  and  all,  even 
down  to  a  little  befloured  urchin  who  entered  at  the  moment 
with  a  tray  of  patties,  burst  into  uncontrollable  laughter, 
wWch  the  unfortunate,  to  do  him  justice,  bore  with  extreme 
good  humour,  only  making  his  fair  countrywoman  promise 
that  she  would  never  insist  upon  his  eating  English  coi^ec- 
tionary  again. 

Had  this  scene  continued  a  minute  longer,  I  should  have 
missed  seeing  what  I  should  have  been  sorry  not  to  have  seen, 
for  I  certainly  could  not  have  left  the  pastry-cook's  shop  while 
the  young  Frenchman's  sufferings  lasted.    Happily,  however 
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we  reached  the  Boalevard  des  Italiens  in  time  to  see  King 
Louis-Philippe,  en  simple  bourgeois,  passing  on  foot  just 
before  Les  Bains  Ghinois,  but  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  way. 
Excepting  a  small  tri-coloured  cockade  in  his  hat,  he  had 
nothing  whatever  in  his  dress  to  distinguish  him  from  any 
other  gentleman.    He  is  a  welMooking,  portly,  middle-aged 
man,  with  something  of  dignity  in  his  step,  which,  notwith- 
standing the  unpretending  citizen-like  style  of  his  promenade, 
would  have  drawn  attention,  and  betrayed  him  as  somebody 
out  of  the  common  way,  even  without  the  plain-speaking 
cocarde  iricolore.  There  were  two  gentlemen  a  few  paces 
behind  him,  as  he  passed  us,  who,  I  think,  stepped  up  nearer 
to  him  afterwards ;  but  there  were  no  other  individuals  near 
who  could  have  been  in  attendance  upon  him.    I  observed 
that  he  was  recognised  by  many,  and  some  few  hats  were 
taken  off,  particularly  by  two  or  three  Englishmen  who  met 
him ;  but  his  appearance  excited  little  emotion.    I  was  amus- 
ed however,  at  the  nonchalant  air  with  which  a  young  man 
at  some  distance,  in  full  Robespierrian  costume,  used  his  lor- « 
gnon  to  peruse  the  person  of  the  monarch  as  long  as  he  re- 
mained in  sight. 

The  last  king  I  saw  in  the  streets  of  Paris  was  Charles  the 
Tenth,  returning  from  a  visit  to  one  of  his  suburban  palaces, 
escorted  and  accompanied  in  kingly  state  and  style.  The 
contrast  in  the  men  and  in  the  mode  was  striking,  and  cal- 
culated to  awaken  lively  recollections  of  all  the  events  which 
had  occurred  to  both  of  them  since  the  last  time  that  I  turned 
my  head  to  look  after  a  sovereign  of  France. 

My  fancy  flew  to  Prague,  and  to  the  three  generations  of 
French  monarchs  stationed  there  almost  as  peaceably  as  if  they 
had  taken  up  their  quarters  at  St.  Denis! 

How  like  a  series  of  conj  urer^s  tricks  is  their  history !  Think 
of  this  Charles  the  Tenth  in  the  flower  of  his  youth  and  come- 
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lines— the  gallant,  gay,  and  dissolute  Gomte  d'Artois ;  recall 
the  noble  range  of  windows  belonging  to  his  apartments  at 
Versailles,  and  imagine  him  there  radiant  in  youth  and  joy 
— the  thoughtless  thriftless  cadet  of  his  royal  race — the 
brother  and  the  guest  of  the  good  king  who  appeared  to  reign 
over  a  willing  people,  by  every  human  right,  as  well  as 
right  divine !  Louis  Seize  was  king  of  France ;  but  the  gay 
Gomte  d'Artois  reigned  sovereign  of  all  the  pleasures  of 
Versailles.  What  joyous  fStes ! . . .  what  brilliant  jubilees ! . . . 
Meanwhile 

*' Malignant  Fate  sat  by  and  smiled." 

Had  he  then  been  told  that  he  should  live  to  be  crowned  king 
of  France,  and  live  thus  many  years  afterwards,  would  he  not 
iiave  thought  that  a  most  brilliant  destiny  was  predicted  to 
him? 

Few  men,  perhaps,  have  suffered  so  much  from  the  cease- 
less changes  of  human  events  as  Charles  the  Tenth  of  France. 
First,  in  the  person  of  his  eldest  brother,  dethroned  and  foully 
murdered;  then  in  his  own  exile,  and  that  of  another  royal 
brother;  and  again,  when  Fortune  seemed  to  smile  upon  his 
race,  and  the  crown  of  France  was  not  only  placed  upon  that 
brother's  head,  but  appeared  fixed  in  assured  succession  on 
his  own  princely  sons,  one  of  those  sons  was  murdered :  and 
lastly,  having  reached  the  throne  himself,  and  seen  this  lost 
sou  reviving  in  his  hopeful  offspring,  comes  another  stroke  of 
Fate,  unexpected,  unprepared  for,  overwhelming,  which  hurls 
him  from  his  throne,  and  drives  him  and  his  royal  race  once 

more  to  exile  and  to  civil  death Has  he  seen  the  last  of 

the  political  earthquakes  which  have  so  shaken  his  existence  ? 
or  has  his  restless  star  to  rise  again  ?  Those  who  wish  most 
kindly  to  him  cannot  wish  for  this. 

But  when  I  turned  my  thoughts  from  the  dethroned  and 
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banished  king  to  him  who  stepped  on  in  unguarded  but 
fearless  security  before  me,  and  thought  too  on  the  vagaries 
of  lits  destiny,  I  really  felt  as  if  this  earth  and  all  the  people  on 
it  were  little  better  than  so  many  children's  toys,  changing 
their  style  and  title  to  serve  the  sport  of  an  hour. 

It  seemed  to  me  at  that  moment  as  if  all  men  were  classed 
in  their  due  order  only  to  be  thrown  into  greater  confusion — 
knocked  down  but  to  beset  up  again,  and  so  eternally  dashed 
from  side  to  side,  so  powerless  in  themselves,  so  wholly  go- 
verned by  accidents,  that  I  shrunk,  humbled,  from  the  con- 
templation of  human  helplessness,  and  turned  from  gazing 
on  a  monarch  to  meditate  on  the  insignificance  of  man.  How 
vain  are  all  the  efforts  he  can  make  to  shape  the  course  of  his 
own  existence !  There  is,  in  truth,  nothing  but  trusting  to 
surer  wisdom,  and  to  surer  power,  whicli  can  enable  any  of 
us,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest,  to  pass  on  with  tranquil 
nerves  through  a  world  subject  to  such  terrible  convulsions. 


LETTER    LI. 

Paiisian  Women — Rousseau's  failure  in  attempting  to  describe  them 
—Their  great  influence  in  Society. — Their  grace  in  Conversation 
— ^Difficulty  of  growing  old. — Do  the  ladies  of  France  or  those  of 
England  manage  it  best  ? 

There  is  perhaps  no  subject  connected  with  Paris  which 
might  give  occasion  to  such  curious  and  inexhaustible  ob- 
servation as  the  character,  position,  and  influence  of  its 
women.  But  the  theme,  though  copious  and  full  of  interest, 
is  not  without  ite  difficulties ;  and  it  is  no  small  proof  of  this, 
that  Rousseau,  who  rarely  touched  on  any  subject  without 
persuading  his  reader  that  he  was  fully  master  of  it,  has 
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nevertheless  almost  wholly  failed  on  this.  In  one  of  the 
letters  of  '^  La  Nouvelle  H^loise,"  he  sketches  the  characters 
of  a  few  very  common-place  ladies,  whom  he  abases  unmerci- 
fully for  their  bad  taste  in  dress,  and  concludes  his  abortive 
attempt  at  making  us  acquainted  with  the  ladies  of  Paris  by 
acknowledging  that  they  have  some  goodness  of  heart. 

This  is  but  a  meagre  description  of  this  powerful  portion  of 
the  human  race,  and  I  can  hardly  imagine  a  volume  that  I 
should  read  with  greater  pleasure  than  one  which  should 
fully  supply  all  its  deficiencies.  Do  not  imagine,  however, 
that  I  mean  to  undertake  the  task.  I  am  even  less  capable  of 
it  than  the  sublime  misanthrope  himself;  for  though  I  am  of 
opinion  that  it  should  be  an  unimpassioned  spectator,  and  not 
a  lover,  who  should  attempt  to  paint  all  the  delicate  little 
atoms  of  exquisite  mosaic-work  which  constitute  une  Pari- 
sienney  I  think  it  should  not  be  a  woman. 

All  I  can  do  for  you  on  this  subject  is  to  recount  the  obser- 
vations I  have  been  myself  led  to  make  in  the  passing  glances 
I  have  now  the  opportunity  of  giving  them,  supported  by  what 
I  have  chanced  to  hear  from  better  authority  than  my  own : 
but  I  am  aware  that  I  can  do  little  more  than  excite  your  wish 
to  become  better  acquainted  with  them  than  it  is  in  my  power 
(0  make  you. 

It  is  impossible  to  be  admitted  into  French  society  with- 
out immediately  perceiving  that  the  women  play  a  very 
distinguished  part  in  it.  So,  assuredly,  do  the  women  of 
England  in  their  own;  yet  I  cannot  but  think  that,  setting 
aside  all  cases  of  individual  exception,  the  women  of  France 
have  more  power  and  more  important  influence  than  the 
women  of  England. 

I  am  aware  that  this  is  a  very  bold  proposition,  and  that 
you  may  feel  inclined  to  call  me  to  account  for  it.  But  be  I 
right  or  wrong  in  this  judgment,  it  is  at  least  sincere,  and 
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bereki  lies  its  chief  valae ;  for  I  am  by  no  means  sare  that  T 
shall  be  able  to  explain  very  satisfactorily  the  grounds  on 
which  it  is  formed. 

France  has  been  called  ''  the  paradise  of  women;"  and  if 
consideration  and  deference  be  sufficient  to  constitute  a 
paradise,  I  think  it  may  be  called  so  justly.  I  will  not, 
however,  allow  that  Frenchmen  make  better  husbands  than 
Englishmen ;  but  I  suspect  they  make  politer  husbands— 


u 


Je  ne  sais  pas,  poor  moi,  si  chacun  me  ressemble, 
Mais  j*entends  Isnlessous  un  million  de  mots;*' 


and,  all  pleasantry  apart,  I  am  of  opinion  that  this  more 
observant  tone  or  style,  or  whatever  it  may  be  termed,  is 
very  far  from  superficial— at  least  in  its  effects.  I  should  be 
greatly  surprised  to  hcSsir  from  good  authority  that  a  French 
gentleman  had  ever  been  heard  to  speak  rudely  to  his  wife. 

Rousseau  says,  when  he  means  to  be  what  he  himself  calls 
^^  souverainement  impertinent,"  that  ^^  il  est  convenu  qu'un 
homme  ne  refusera  rien  k  aucune  femme,  fat-ce  m^me  la 
sienne."  But  it  is  not  only  in  refusing  her  nothing  that  a 
French  husband  shows  the  superiority  which  I  attribute  to 
him;  I  know  many  English  husbands  who  are  equally  indul- 
gent; but,  if  I  mistake  not,  the  general  consideration  enjoyed 
by  Frenchwomen  has  its  origin  not  in  the  conjugal  indulgence 
they  enjoy,  but  in  the  domestic  respect  universally  shown 
them.  What  foundation  there  may  be  for  the  idea  which 
prevails  amongst  us,  that  there  is  less  strictness  of  morality 
among  married  women  in  France  than  in  England,  I  will  not 
attempt  to  decide;  but,  judging  from  the  testimooies  of  respect 
shown  them  by  fathers,  husbands,  brothers,  and  sons,  I 
cannot  but  believe  that,  spite  of  travellers'  tales,  innuendos, 
and  all  the  authority  of  les  contes  moravx  to  boot,  there 

II.  z. 
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must  be  mach  of  genuine  virtue  where  there  is  so  much 
genuine  esteem. 

In  a  recent  work  on  France,  to  which  I  have  before  allnded, 
a  comparison  is  instituted  between  the  conversational  powers 
of  the  sex  in  Eugland  and  in  France;  and  such  a  picture  is 
drawn  of  the  frivolous  inanity  of  the  author's  fair  country- 
women, as,  were  the  work  considered  as  one  of  much  authority 
in  France,  must  leave  the  impression  with  our  neighbours  that 
the  ladies  of  England  are  tant  soit  peu  Agnis. 

Now  this  judgment  is,  I  think,  as  little  founded  in  truth  as 
that  of  the  traveller  who  accused  us  ail  of  being  brandy- 
drinkers.  It  is  indeed  impossible  to  say  what  effect  might 
have  been  produced  upon  the  ladies  from  whom  this  descrip- 
tion was  drawn,  by  the  awful  consciousness  that  they  were 
conversing  with  a  person  of  overwhelming  ability.  There  is 
such  a  thing  as  being  *^  blasted  by  excess  of  light ;"  but  where' 
this  unpleasant  accident  does  not  occur,  I  believe  that  those 
who  converse  with  educated  Englishwomen  will  find  them 
capable  of  being  as  intellectual  companions  as  any  in  the 
world. 

Our  countrywomen  however,  particularly  the  younger  part 
of  them,  labour  under  a  great  disadvantage.  The  majority  of 
(hem  I  believe  to  be  as  well,  or  perhaps  better  informed  than 
the  majority  of  Frenchwomen;  but,  unfortunately,  it  fre- 
quently happens  that  they  are  terrified  at  the  idea  of  appearing 
too  much  so :  the  terror  of  being  called  learned  is  in  general 
much  more  powerful  than  that  of  being  classed  as  ignorant. 

Happily  for  France,  there  is  no  blue  badge,  no  stigma  of 
any  kind  attached  to  the  female  possessors  of  talent  and  infor- 
mation. Every  Frenchwoman  brings  forward  with  equal 
readiness  and  grace  all  she  knows,  all  she  thinks,  and  all  she 
feels  on  every  subject  that  may  be  started;  whereas  with  us, 
the  dread  of  imputed  blueism  weighs  down  many  a  bright 
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spirit,  and  sallies  of  wit  and  fancy  are  withheld  from  the  fear 
of  betraying  either  the  reading  or  the  genius  with  which 
many  a  fair  girl  is  endued  who  would  rather  be  thought  an 
idiot  than  a  Blue. 

This  is,  however,  a  very  idle  fear;  and  that  it  is  so,  a  slight 
glance  upon  society  would  show,  if  prejudice  did  not  interfere 
to  blind  us.  It  is  possible  that  here  and  there  a  sneer  or  a 
shrug  may  follow  this  opprobrious  epithet  of  ^'blue;"  but  as 
the  sneer  and  the  shrug  always  come  from  those  whose  suf- 
frage is  of  the  least  importance  in  society,  their  coming  at  all 
can  hardly  be  a  sufficient  reason  for  putting  on  a  masquerade 
habit  of  ignorance  and  frivolity. 

It  is  from  this  cause,  if  I  mistake  not,  that  the  conversation 
of  the  Parisian  women  takes  a  higher  tone  than  that  to  which 
English  females  venture  to  soar.    Even  politics,  that  fearful 
quicksand  which  engulfs  so  many  of  our  social  hours,  dividing 
our  drawing-rooms  into  a  committee  of  men  and  a  coterie  of 
women, — even  politics  may  be  handled  by  them  without  dan- 
ger ;  for  they  fearlessly  mix  with  that  untoward  subject  so 
much  lively  persiflage,  so  much  acnteness,  and  such  unerring 
tact,  that  many  a  knotty  point  which  may  have  made  puzzled 
legislators  yawn  in  (he  Chamber,  has  been  played  with  in  the 
salon  till  it  became  as  intelligible  as  the  light  of  wit  could  makeit. 
No  one  who  is  familiar  with  that  delightful  portion  of 
French  literature  contained  in  their  letters  and  memoirs, 
which  paint  the  manners  and  the  minds  of  those  they  treat 
of  with  more  truth  of  graphic  effect  than  any  other  biography 
in  the  world, — no  one  acquainted  with  the  aspect  of  society  as 
it  is  painted  there,  but  must  be  aware  that  the  character  of 
Frenchmen  has  undergone  a  great  and  important  change 
during  the  last  century.   It  has  become  perhaps  less  brilliant, 
but  at  the  same  timeless  frivolous;  and  if  we  are  obliged  to 
confess  that  no  star  remains  above  the  horizon  of  the  same 
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magnitude  as  those  which  composed  the  constellation  that 
blazed  during  the  age  of  Louis  Quatorze  and  his  successor, 
v/e  must  allow  also  that  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  a  minister 
of  state  who  should  now  write  to  his  friend  as  the  Cardinal 
de  Retz  did  to  Boisrobert, — *'  Je  me  sauve  k  h  nage  dans  ma 
chambre,  au  milieu  des  parfums." 

If,  however,  these  same  minute  records  can  be  wholly 
trusted,  I  should  say  that  no  proportionate  change  has  taken 
place  among  the  women.  I  often  fancy  I  can  trace  the  same 
'^  genre  d'esprit"  amongst  them  with  which  Madame  du 
Deffand  has  made  us  so  well  acquainted.  Fashions  must 
change — and  their  fashions  have  changed,  not  merely  in 
dress  perhaps,  but  in  some  thmgs  which  appear  to  go  deeper 
into  character,  or  at  least  into  manners;  but  the  essentials 
are  all  the  same.  A  petite  maitresse  is  a  petite  maitresse 
still;  and  female  wit — female  French  wit — continues  to  be  the 
same  dazzling,  playful,  and  powerful  thing  that  it  ever  was. 
I  really  do  not  believe  that  if  Madame  de  Sevigne  herself 
were  permitted  to  revisit  the  scene  of  her  earthly  brightness, 
and  to  find  herself  in  the  midst  of  a  Paris  soiree  to-morrow,  that 
she  would  find  any  difficulty  in  joining  the  conversation  of 
those  she  would  find  there,  in  the  same  tone  and  stvle  that  she 
enjoyed  so  keenly  in  days  of  yore  with  Madame  de.  la  Fayette, 
Mademoiselle  Scuderie,  or  any  other  sister  sparkler  of  that 
glorious  via  7acf«a— provided  indeed  that  she  did  not  talk 
poIitics,~on  that  subject  she  mi^ht  not  perhaps  be  well 
understood. 

Ladies  stiil  write  romances,  and  still  write  verses.  They 
write  memoirs  too,  and  are  moreover  quite  as  keen  critics  as 
ever  they  were ;  and  if  they  had  not  left  off  giving  petite  sou- 
ptrs,  where  they  doomed  the  poets  of  the  day  to  oblivion  or 
immortality  according  to  their  will,  I  should  say,  that  in  no 
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good  gifts  either  of  nature  or  of  art  had  they  degenerated  from 
their  admired  great-grandmothers. 

It  can  hardly,  I  think,  be  accounted  a  change  in  their  cha- 
racter, that  where  they  used  to  converse  respecting  a  new 
comedy  of  Molidre,  they  now  discuss  the  project  of  a  new  law 
«bout  to  be  passed  in  the  Chamber.  The  reason  for  this  is 
obvious :  there  is  no  longer  a  Moli^re,  but  there  is  a  Chamber; 
there  are  no  longer  any  new  comedies  greatly  worth  talking 
about,  but  there  are  abundance  of  new  laws  instead. 

In  short,  though  the  subjects  are  changed,  they  are  can- 
vassed in  the  same  spirit;  and  however  much  the  marquis  may 
be  merged  in  the  doctrinaire,  the  ladies  at  least  have  not  left 
off  being  light,  bright,  witty,  and  gay,  in  order  to  become 
advocates  for  the  '*  positif,"  in  opposition  to  the  ''  id^al." 
They  still  keep  faithful  to  their  vocation  of  charming;  and  I 
trust  they  may  contrive  so  far  to  combat  this  growing  passion 
for  the  "  positif"  in  their  countrymen,  as  to  prevent  their 
turning  every  salon— as  they  have  already  turned  the  Boule- 
vards before  Tortoni's— into  a  little  Bourse. 

I  was  so  much  struck  by  the  truth  and  elegance  of  ^^  a 
thought''  apropos  to  this  subject,  which  I  found  the  other  day 
in  turning  over  the  leaves  of  a  French  lady's  album,  that  I 
transcribed  it :  — 

^'  Proscrire  les  arts  agreabies,  et  ne  vouloir  que  ceux  qui 
sont  absolument  utiles,  c'est  bldmer  la  Nature,  qui  produit  les 
fleurs,  les  roses,  les  jasmins,  comme  elle  produit  des  fruits." 

This  sentiment,  however,  simple  and  natural  as  it  is,  ap- 
pears in  some  danger  of  being  lost  sight  of  while  the  mind  is 
kept  upon  such  a  forced  march  as  it  is  at  present ;  but  the 
unnatural  oblivion  cannot  fall  upon  France  while  her  women 
remain  what  they  are.  The  graces  of  life  will  never  be  sacri- 
ficed by  them  to  the  pretended  pursuit  of  science ;  nor  will  a 
purblind  examination  of  political  economy  be  ever  accepted  in 
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Paris  as  a  beautiful  specimen  of  liglit  reading,  and  a  first-rate 
effort  of  female  genius. 

Yet  nowhere  are  the  higher  efforts  of  the  female  mind  more 
honoured  than  in  France.  The  memory  of  Madame  de  Stael 
seems  enshrined  in  every  woman's  heart,  and  the  glory  she 
has  brought  to  her  country  appears  to  shed  its  beams  upon 
every  female  in  it.  I  have  heard,  too,  the  name  of  Mrs.  So- 
merville  pronounced  with  admiration  and  reverence  by  many 
who  confessed  themselves  unable  to  appreciate,  or  at  least  to 
follow,  the  efforts  of  her  extraordinary  mind. 

In  speaking  of  the  women  of  Paris,  however,  I  must  not 
confine  myself  to  (he  higher  classes  only ;  for,  as  we  all  know 
but  too  well,  '^  les  dames  de  la  Halle,"  or,  as  they  are  more 
familiarly  styled,  ^^  les  poissardes,"  have  made  themselves 
important  personages  in  the  history  of  Paris.  It  is  not, 
however,  to  the  hideous  part  which  they  took  in  the  revolu- 
tion of  Ninety-three  that  I  would  allude ;  the  doing  so  would 
be  equally  disagreeable  and  unnecessary,  for  the  deeds  of 
Alexander  are  hardly  better  known  than  their  infernal  acts; 
—-it  is  rather  to  the  singular  sort  of  respect  paid  to  them  in 
less  stormy  times  that  I  would  call  your  attention,  because  we 
have  nothing  analogous  to  it  with  us.  Upon  all  great  public 
occasions,  such  as  the  accession  of  a  king,  his  restoration,  or 
the  like,  these  women  are  permitted  to  approach  the  throne  by 
a  deputation,  and  kings  and  queens  have  accepted  their  bou- 
quets and  listened  to  their  harangues.  The  newspapers  in 
recording  these  ceremonious  visitings  never  name  these  pois- 
sardes  by  any  lesser  title  than  ^'  les  dames  de  la  Halle ; "  a 
phrase  which  could  only  be  rendered  into  English  by  ^'  the 
ladies  of  Billingsgate.*' 

These  ladies  have,  too,  a  literature  of  their  own,  and  have 
found  troubadours  among  the  beaux-esprits  of  France  to  chro- 
nicle their  bofis-mots  and  give  immortality  to  their  adventures^. 
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in  that  singular  species  of  composition  known  by  the  name  of 
''  Chansons  Grivoises." 

When  Napoleon  returned  from  Elba,  they  paid  their  com- 
pliments to  him  at  the  Tuileries,  and  sang  '^  I^  Carmagnole" 
in  chorus.  One  hundred  days  after,  they  repeated  the  cere- 
mony of  a  visit  to  the  palace ;  but  this  time  the  compliment 
was  addressed  to  Louis  Dix-huit,  and  the  refrain  of  the  song 
with  which  they  favoured  him  was  tlie  famous  calembourg  so 
much  in  fashion  at  the  time — 

*f  Rendez-nous  notre  pere  de  Gand^ 

Not  only  do  these  ^*  dames"  put  themselves  forward  upon 
all  political  occasions,  but,  if  report  say  true,  they  have,  'par- 
fois,  spite  of  their  revolutionary  ferocity,  taken  upon  them- 
selves to  act  as  conservators  of  public  morals.  When  Ma- 
dame la  Coratesse  de  N*****  and  her  friend  Madame  T***** 
appeared  in  the  garden  of  the  Tuileries  with  less  drapery 
tlian  they  thought  decency  demanded,  les  dames  de  la  Halle 
armed  themselves  with  whips,  and  repairing  in  a  body  to  the 
promenade,  actually  flogged  the  audacious  beauties  till  they 
reached  the  shelter  of  their  homes. 

The  influence  and  authority  of  these  women  among  the 
men  of  their  own  rank  is  said  to  be  very  great ;  and  that 
through  all  the  connections  of  life,  as  long  as  his  mother  lives, 
whatever  be  her  rank,  a  Frenchman  repays  her  early  care  by 
affection,  deference,  and  even  by  obedience.  ^'  Cunsolez  ma 
pauvre  mere !"  has  been  reported  in  a  thousand  instances  to 
have  been  the  last  words  of  French  soldiew  on  the  field  of 
battle;  and  whenever  an  aged  female  is  found  seated  in  the 
chimney-corner,  it  is  to  her  footstool  that  all  coaxing  petitions, 
whether  for  great  or  small  matters,  are  always  carried. 

I  heard  it  gravely  disputed  the  other  day,  whether  the  old 
ladies  of  England  or  the  old  ladies  of  France  have  the  most 
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honheur  en  partage  amongst  ibem.  Every  one  seemed  ti 
agree  that  it  was  a  very  difficult  thing  for  a  pretty  woman  to 
grow  old  in  any  country — that  it  was  terrible  to  "  devenir 
chenille  apr^s  avoir  et^  papillon;"  and  that  the  only  effectual 
way  of  avoiding  this  shocking  transition  was,  while  still  a  few- 
years  on  the  handsome  side  of  forty,  to  abandon  in  good  ear- 
nest all  pretensions  to  beauty,  and  claiming  fame  and  name 
by  the  perennial  charm  of  wit  alone,  to  bid  defiance  to  time 
and  wrinkles. 

This  is  certainly  the  best  parachute  to  which  a  drooping 
beauty  can  trust  herself  on  either  side  of  the  Channel ;  but 
for  one  who  can  avail  herself  of  it,  there  are  a  thousand  who 
must  submit  to  sink  into  eternal  oblivion  without  it ;  and  the 
question  still  remains,  which  nation  best  understands  the  art 
of  submitting  to  this  downfall  gracefully. 

There  are  bdl  two  ways  of  rationally  setting  about  it.  The 
one  is,  to  jump  over  the  Rubicon  at  once  at  sight  of  the  first 
grey  hair,  and  so  establish  yourself  betimes  on  a  sofa,  with  all 
the  comforts  of  footstool  and  elbow-room ;  the  other  is,  to 
make  a  desperate  resolution  never  to  grow  old  at  all.  Nous 
autres  Anglaises  generally  understand  how  to  do  the  first  with 
a  respectable  degree  of  resignation ;  and  the  French,  by  means 
of  some  invaluable  secret  which  they  wisely  keep  to  them- 
selves, are  enabled  to  approach  very  nearly  to  equal  success  in 
the  other. 
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LETTER    LIL 

La  Sainte  Chapelle. — Palais  de  Jastice.— Traces  of  the  Revolution 
of  i83o. — Unworthy  use  made  of  La  Sainte  Chapelle. — Boileau. 
— Ancient  Records. 

A  WEEK  or  ivfo  ago  we  made  a  vain  and  unprofitable  ex- 
pedition into  the  City  for  the  purpose  of  seeing  *'  La  Sainte 
Chapelle ;"  sainte  to  all  good  Catholics  from  its  having  been 
t)uHt  by  Louis  Neuf  ( St.  Louis )  expressly  for  the  purpose  of 
receiving  all  the  ultra-extra-super-holy  relics  purchased*  by 
St.  Louis  from  Baldwin,  Emperor  of  Constantinople,  and  al- 
most equally  sainte  to  us  heretics  from  having  been  the  scene 
of  Boileau's  poem. 

Great  was  our  disappointment  at  being  assured,  by  several 
flitting  officials  to  whom  we  addressed  ourselves  in  and  about 
Le  Palais  de  Justice,  that  admission  was  not  to  be  obtained— 
that  workmen  were  employed  upon  it,  and  I  know  not  what 
besides;  all,  however,  tending  to  prove  that  a  long  lingering 
look  at  its  beautiful  exterior  was  all  we  had  to  hope  for. 

In  proportion  to  this  disappointment  was  the  pleasure  with 
which  I  received  an  offer  from  a  new  acquaintance  to  con- 
duct us  over  the  Palais  de  Justice,  and  into  the  sacred  precincts 
of  La  Sainte  Chapelle,  which  in  fact  makes  a  part  of  it.  My 
accidental  introduction  to  M.  J'*^'^'*^^'*^,  who  has  not  only  shown 
us  this,  but  many  other  things  which  we  should  probably 
never  have  seen  but  for  his  kindness,  has  been  one  of  the 
most  agreeable  circumstances  which  have  occurred  to  me  in 
Paris.  I  have  seldom  met  a  man  so  ^'  rempli  de  toutes  sortes 
d'intelligences"  as  is  this  new  Parisian  acquaintance;  and  cer- 
tainly never  received  from  any  stranger  so  much  amiable  at- 
tention, shown  in  so  profitable  a  manner.  I  really  believe  he 
has  a  passe-partout  for  everything  that  is  most  interesting  and 
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least  easy  of  access  in  Paris ;  and  as  he  holds  a  high  judicial  si- 
tuation, the  Palais  de  Justice  was  of  course  open  to  him  even 
to  its  remotest  recesses  :  and  of  all  the  sight-seeing  morn- 
ings I  remember  to  have  passed,  the  one  which  showed  me 
this  interesting  edifice,  with  the  commentary  of  our  deeply- 
informed  and  most  agreeable  companion,  was  decidedly  one 
of  the  most  pleasant.  There  is  but  one  drawback  to  the 
pleasure  of  having  met  such  a  man— and  this  is  the  fear  that 
in  losing  sight  of  Paris  we  may  lose  sight  of  him  also. 

The  Palais  de  Justice  is  from  its  extent  alone  a  very  noble 
building ;  but  its  high  antiquity,  and  its  connection  with  so 
many  points  and  periods  of  history,  render  it  one  of  the  most 
interesting  buildings  imaginable.  We  entered  all  the  courts, 
some  of  which  appeared  to  be  in  full  activity.  They  are  in 
general  large  and  handsome.  The  portrait  of  Napoleon  was 
replaced  in  one  of  them  during  the  Three  Days,  and  there  it 
still  remains :  the  old  chancellor  d'Agnesseau  hangs  opposite 
to  him,  being  one  of  the  few  pictures  permitted  to  retain  their 
places.  The  vacant  spaces,  and  in  some  instances  tUe  traces  of 
violence  with  which  others  have  been  removed,  indicate  plainly 
enough  that  this  venerable  edifice  wasi  not  held  very  sacred 
by  the  patriots  of  4850. 

The  capricious  fury  of  the  sovereign  people  during  this 
reign  of  confusion,  if  not  of  terror,  has  left  vestiges  in  almost 
every  part  of  the  building.  The  very  interesting  bas-relief 
which  I  remember  on  the  pedestal  of  the  fine  statue  of  Males- 
herbes,  the  intrepid  defender  of  Louis  Seize,  has  been  torn 
away ;  and  the  brute  masonry  which  it  has  left  displayed,  is 
OS  striking  and  appropriate  a  memento  of  the  spoilers,  as  the 
f^raphic  group  they  displaced  was  of  the  scene  it  represented. 
M.  J**^**  told  me  the  sculpture  was  not  destroyed,  and  would 
probably  be  replaced.  I  heartily  hope,  for  the  honour  of 
Frenchmen,  that  this  may  happen;  but  if  it  should  not,  I  trust 
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that,  for  the  sake  of  historic  effect^  the  statue  and  i(s  muti- 
iated  pedestal  will  remain  as  they  are— both  the  one  and  the 
other  mark  an  epoch  in  the  history  of  France. 

But  it  was  in  the  obscurer  parts  of  the  building  that  I  found 
the  most  interest.  In  order  to  take  a  short  cut  to  some  point 
to  which  our  kind  guide  wished  to  lead  us,  we  were  twisted 
through  one  of  the  old — the  very  old  towers  of  this  venerable 
structure.  It  had  been,  I  think  they  said,  the  kitchen  of 
St.  Louis  himself;  and  the  walls,  as  seen  by  the  enormous 
thickness  pierced  for  the  windows,  are  substantial  enough  to 
endure  another  six  hundred  years  at  least. 

In  one  of  the  numerous  rooms  which  we  entered,  we  saw 
an  extremely  curious  old  picture,  seized  in  the  time  of  Louis 
Quinze  from  the  Jesuits,  as  containing  proof  of  their  treason- 
able disrespect  for  kings  :  and  certainly  there  is  not  wanting 
evidence  of  the  fact;  very  speaking  portraits  of  Henry  the 
Third  and  Henry  the  Fourth  are  to  be  found  most  unequivo- 
cally on  their  way  to  the  infernal  regions.  The  whole  per- 
formance is  one  of  the  most  interesting  specimens  of  Jesuitical 
ingenuity  extant. 

Having  fully  indulsj:ed  our  curiosity  in  the  palace,  we  pro- 
ceeded to  ihe  chapel.  It  is  exquisitely  beauliful,  and  so  per- 
fect in  its  delicate  proportions,  that  the  eye  is  satisfied,  and 
dwells  with  full  contentment  on  (he  whole  for  many  minutes 
])efore  the  judgment  is  at  leisure  to  examine  and  criticise  the 
different  parts  of  it.  But  even  when  this  first  effect  is  over, 
the  perfect  elegance  of  this  diminutive  structure  still  rests 
upon  the  mind,  producing  a  degree  of  admiration  which  seems 
disproportioned  to  its  tiny  dimensions. 

It  was-  built  for  a  shriue  in  which  to  preserve  relics;  and 
Pierre  de  Montreuil,  its  able  architect,  appears  to  have  sought 
rather  to  render  it  worthy  by  its  richness  and  its  grace  to  be- 
come the  casket  for  those  holy  treasures,  than  to  give  it  the 
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dignity  of  a  church.  That  beaatifal  miniatare  cathedral, 
St.  George's  Chapel  at  Windsor,  is  an  enormous  edifice 
compared  to  this,  but  less  light,  less  lofty  in  its  proportions^ 
in  short,  less  enchanting  in  its  general  effect,,  than  the  lovely 
bijou  of  St.  Louis. 

Of  all  the  cruel  profanations  I  have  ever  witnessed,  that  of 
turning  this  exquisite  chef-d'cenvre  into  a  chest  for  old  re- 
cords is  the  most  unpardonable ;  as  if  Paris  could  not  furnish 
four  walls  and  a  roof  for  this  purpose,  without  converting  this 
precious  chdsse to iV.  It  is  indeed  a  pitiful  economy;  and 
were  I  the  Archbishop  of  Paris,  I  would  besiege  the  Tuileries 
with  petitions  that  these  hideous  presses  might  be  removed ; 
and  if  it  might  not  be  restored  to  the  use  of  the  church,  that 
we  might  at  least  say  of  it — 

<«la  Sainte  Chapclie 

Conservait  du  vieux  temps  Toisivete  fidelle/* 

This  would  at  least  be  better  than  seeing  it  converted  into  a 
cupboard  of  ease  to  the  overflowing  records  of  the  Palais  de 
Justice.  The  length  of  this  pretty  reliquaire  exactly  equals 
its  height,  which  is  divided  l)y  a  gallery  into  a  lower  and 
upper  church,  resembling  in  some  degree  as  to  its  arrange- 
ment the  much  older  structure  at  Aix-la-Chapelle,— the 
high  minster  there  being  represented  by  the  Sainte  Cou- 

ronne  here. 
As  we  stood  in  the  midst  of  the  floor  of  the  church,  M.J***** 

pointed  to  a  certain  spot— 

<<£t  bientot  Le-Lutbiit  se  fait  yoir  a  nos  yeux/' 

He  placed  me  to  stand  where  that  offensive  mass  of  timber 
stood  of  yore;  and  I  could  not  help  thinking  that  if  the  poor 
chantre  hated  the  sight  of  it. as  much  as  I  did  that  of  the  ig- 
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noble  cases  containing  the  old  parchments,  he  was  exceedingly 
right  in  doing  his  utmost  to  make  it  disappear. 

Boilean  lies  buried  here.  The  spot  must  have  been  chosen 
in  consequence  of  the  connection  he  had  established  in  the 
minds  of  all  men  between  himself  and  its  holy  precincts.  But 
it  was  surely  the  most  lively  and  light-hearted  connection  that 
ever  was  hallowed  by  so  solemn  a  result.  One  might  fairly 
steal  or  parody  Yanburgh's  epitaph  for  him— 

**  Rise  graceful  o*er  him,  roof!  for  he 
Raised  many  a  graceful  verse  to  thee/* 

The  preservation  of  the  l)eautiful  painted  glass  of  the 
windows  through  the  two  revolutions  which  (both  of  them) 
were  so  busy  in  labours  of  metamorphosis  and  destruction  in 
the  immediate  neighbourhood,  not  to  mention  all  the  ordinary 
chances  against  the  safety  of  so  frail  a  treasure  during  so 
many  years,  is  little  short  of  miraculous ;  and,  considering 
the  extraordinary  sanctity  of  the  place,  it  is  probably  so  in- 
terpreted by  les  fideles, 

A  remarkable  proof  of  the  reverence  in  which  this  little 
shrine  was  held,  in  consequence,  I  presume,  of  the  relics  it 
contained,  may  be  found  in  the  dignified  style  of  its  establish- 
ment. Kings  and  popes  seem  to  have  felt  a  holy  rivalry  as 
to  which  should  most  distinguish  it  by  gifts  and  privileges. 
The  wealth  of  its  functionaries  appears  greatly  to  have 
exceeded  the  bounds  of  Christian  moderation;  and  their  pride 
of  place  was  sustained,  notwithstanding  the  petitesse  of  their 
dominions,  by  titles  and  prerogatives  such  as  no  chapelains 
ever  bad  before.  The  chief  dignitary  of  the  establishment 
had  the  title  of  archichapelain;  and,  in  4579,  Pope  Cle- 
ment yn.  permitted  him  to  wear  a  mitre,  and  to  pronounce 
his  benediction  on  the  people  when  they  were  assembled 
during  any  of  the  processions  which  took  place  within  the 


78  PARIS 

enclosure  of  the  palace.  Not  only,  indeed,  did  this  arch- 
chaplain  take  the  title  of  prelate,  but  in  some  public  acts  he 
is  style4  ^'  Le  Pape  de  la  Sainte  Chapelle."  In  return  for 
all  these  riches  and  honours,  four  out  of  the  seven  priests 
attached  to  the  establishment  were  obliged  to  pass  the  night, 
in  the  diapel,  for  the  purpose  of  watching  the  relics.  Never- 
theless, it  appears  that,  in  the  year  4575,  a  portion  of  the 
vraie  croix  was  stolen  in  the  ni^ht  between  Ihe  49tb  and 
20th  of  May.  The  thief,  however,  was  strongly  suspected 
to  be  no  less  a  personage  than  King  Henry  III.  himself,  who, 
being  sorely  distressed  for  money,  and  knowing  from  old 
experience  that  a  traffic  in  relics  was  a  right  royal  traffic, 
bethought  him  of  a  means  of  extracting  .a  little  Venetian  gold 
from  this  true  cross,  by  leaving  it  in  pawn  with  the  Republic 
of  Venice.  At  any  rate,  this  much-esteemed  fragment 
disappeared  from  the  Sainte  Ghapelle,  and  a  piece  of  the  holy 
rood  was  left  en  gage  with  the  Venetians  by  Henry  III. 

I  have  transcribed,  for  your  satisfaction,  the  list  I  find  in 
Dulaure  of  the  most  sacred  of  the  articles  for  the  reception  of 
which  this  chapel  was  erected : — 

Du  sang  de  Noire  Seigneur  Jesus-Chrkt. 

Les  drapeaux  dont  Notre  Sauveur  fut  enveloppc  en  son  enfance. 

Du  sang  qui  miraculeusement  a  distille  d*une  image  de  Notre  Sei- 
gneur, ayant  cte  frappe  d*un  iofidele. 

La  chaine  et  lien  de  fep,  en  maniere  d'anneau,  dont  Notre  Seigneur 
fut  lie. 

La  sainte  touaille,  ou  nappe,  en  un  tabloau. 

Du  lait  de  la  Vierge. 

Une  partie  du  suaire  dont  il  fut  enseveli. 

La  verge  de  Moise. 

Les  chefs  des  Saints  Blaise,  Clement  et  Simon. 

Is  it  not  wonderful  tliat  the  Emperor  of  Constantinople 
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could  consent  to  part  with  such  precious  treasures  for  the 
lucre  of  gain?  I  should  like  to  know  what  has  become  of 
them  all. 

As  late  as  the  year  4770,  the  annual  ceremony  of  turning 
out  devils  on  Good  Friday,  from  persons  pretending  to  be 
possessed ,  was  performed  in  this  chapel .  The  form  prescribed 
was  very  simple,  and  always  found  to  answer  perfectly.  As 
soon  as  it  was  understood  that  all  the  demoniacs  were  as- 
sembled, le  grand  chanire  appeared,  carrying  a  cross,  which, 
spite  of  King  Henry's  super cberie,  was  declared  to  enclose  in 
its  immost  recesses  a  morsel  of  the  vraie  croix  ,  and  in  an 
instant  all  the  contortions  and  convulsions  ceased,  and  the 
pjssessed  became  perfectly  calm  and  tranquil,  and  relieved 
from  every  species  of  inconvenience. 

Having  seen  all  that  this  lovely  chapel  had  to  show,  and 
particularly  examined  the  spot  where  the  battle  of  the  books 
took  place,  the  passe-partout  of  M.  J****  caused  a  mysterious- 
looking  little  door  in  the  Sainte  Gouronne  to  open  for  us;  and, 
after  a  little  climbing,  we  found  ourselves  just  under  the  roof 
of  the  Palais  de  Justice.  The  enormous  space  of  the  grande 
salle  below  is  here  divided  into  three  galleries,  each  having  its 
entire  length,  and  one-third  of  its  width.    The  manner  in 

which  these  galleries  are  constructed  is  extremely  curious  and 
ingenious,  and  well  deserves  a  careful  examination.  I  cer- 
tainly never  found  myself  in  a  spot  of  greater  interest  than 
this.  I'he  enormous  collection  of  records  which  fill  these 
galleries,  arranged  as  they  are  in  the  most  exquisite  order,  is 
one  of  the  most  marvellous  spectacles  I  ever  beheld. 

Amidst  the  archives  of  so  many  centuries,  any  document 
that  may  be  wished  for,  however  remote  or  however  minute, 
is  brought  forward  in  an  instant,  with  as  little  difficulty  as 
Dr.  Dibdin  would  find  in  putting  his  hand  upon  the  best- 
known  treasure  in  Lord  Spencer's  library. 
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Our  kind  friend  obtained  for  us  the  sight  of  the  volume 
containing  all  the  original  documents  respecting  the  trial 
of  poor  Joan  of  Arc,  that  most  ill-used  of  heroines.  Vice 
never  braved  danger  and  met  death  with  such  steady  unwa- 
vering courage  as  she  displayed.  We  saw,  too,  the  fatal 
warrant  which  legalised  the  savage  murder  of  this  brave  and 
innocent  fanatic. 

Several  other  death-warrants  of  distinguished  persons  were< 
also  shown  to  us,  some  of  them  of  great  antiquity ;  but  no 
royal  hand  had  signed  them.  This  painful  duty  is  performed 
in  France  by  one  of  the  superior  law-officers  of  the  crown, 
but  never  by  the  hand  of  majesty. 

Another  curious  trial  that  was  opened  for  our  satisfoetion, 
was  that  of  the  wretched  Marquise  de  Brinvilliers,  the  famous 
empoisonneuse,  who  not  only  destroyed  father,  brother,  hus- 
band, at  the  instigation  of  her  lover,  but  appears  to  have  used 
her  power  of  compounding  fatal  drugs  upon  many  other  occa- 
sions. The  murderous  atrocities  of  this  woman  seem  to  surpass 
everything  on  record,  except  those  of  Marguerite  de  Bour- 
gogne,  the  inconceivable  heroine  of  the  "  Tour  de  Nesle.^ 

I  was  amused  by  an  anecdote  which  M;  J*****  told  me  of 
an  Englishman  to  whom  he,  some  years  ai^,  showed  these 
same  curious  papers— among  which  is  the  receipt  used  by 
Madame  de  Brinvilliers  for  the  composition  of  the  poison 
whose  effects  plunged  Paris  in  terror. 

''  Will  you  do  me  the  favQur  to  let  me  copy  this  receipt  ?*' 
said  the  Englishman. 

^'  I  think  that  my  privilege  does  not  reach  quite  so  far  as 
that,"  was  the  discreet  reply ;  and  but  for  this,  our  countryman's 
love  for  chemical  science  might  by  this  time  have  spread  the 
knowledge  of  the  precious  secret  over  the  whole  earth. 
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LETTER    LIII. 

French  ideas  of  England. — Making  love. — Precipitate  retreat  of  a 
young  Frenchman. — Different  methods  of  arranging  Marriages. — 
English  Divorce. — English  Restaurants. 

It  now  and  Ihen  happens,  by  a  lucky  chance,  that  one  finds 
oneself  full  gallop  in  a  conversation  the  most  perfectly  unre- 
served, without  having  had  the  slighest  idea  or  intention, 
when  it  began,  of  either  giving  or  receiving  conGdence. 

This  occurred  to  me  a  few  days  ago,  while  making  a  morn- 
ing visit  to  a  lady  whom  I  had  never  seen  but  twice  before, 
and  then  had  not  exchanged  a  dozen  words  with  her.  But, 
upon  this  occasion,  we  found  ourselves  very  nearly  tSte-^- 
tdte,  and  got,  I  know  not  how,  Jnto  a  most  unrestrained  dis- 
cussion upon  the  peculiarities  of  our  respective  countries. 

Madame  B  "^  '^  "^  has  never  been  in  England,  but  she  assured 
me  that  her  curiosity  to  visit  our  country  is  quite  as  strong  as 
the  passion  for  investigation  which  drew  Robinson  Crusoe  from 
his  home  to  visit  the " 

"•  Savages,"  said  I,  finishing  the  sentence  for  her. 

''  No !  no !  no ! ....  To  visit  all  that  is  most  curious  in  the 
world." 

This  phrase,  ^'most  curious,"  seemed  to  me  of  doubtful 
meaning,  and  so  I  told  her;  asking  whether  it  referred  to  the 
museums,  or  the  natives. 

She  seemed  doubtful  for  a  moment  whether  she  should  be 
frank  or  otherwise;  and  then,  with  so  pretty  and  playful  a 
manner  as  must,  I  think,  have  disarmed  the  angry  nationality 
of  the  most  thin-skinned  patriot  alive,  she  answered— 

"  Well  then— the  natives." 

'^  But  we  take  such  good  care,"  I  replied,  ^'  that  you  should 
not  want  specimens  of  the  race  to  examine  and  make  expe- 
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riments  upon,  that  it  would  hardly  be  worth  your  while  to 
cross  the  Channel  for  the  sake  of  seeing  the  natives.  We 
import  ourselves  in  such  prodigious  quantities,  that  I  can 
hardly  conceive  you  should  have  any  curiosity  left  about  us."' 

**0n  the  contrary"  she  replied,  "my  curiosity  is  only 
the  more  piquie  :  I  have  seen  so  many  delightful  English 
persons  here,  that  I  die  to  see  them  at  home,  in  the  midst  of 
all  those  singular  customs,  which  they  cannot  bring  with 
them,  and  which  we  only  know  by  Ihe  imperfect  accounts  of 
travellers." 

This  sounded,  I  thought,  very  much  as  if  she  were  talking 
of  the  good  people  of  Mongo  Creek,  or  Karakoo  Bay ;  but 
being  at  least  as  curious  to  know  what  her  notions  were  con- 
cerning the  English  in  their  remote  homes,  and  in  the  midst 
of  all  their  "  singular  customs,"  as  she  could  be  to  become 
better  acquainted  with  them,  I  did  my  best  to  make  her  tell 
me  all  she  had  heard  about  us. 

"I  will  tell  you,"  she  said,  "  what  I  want  to  see  beyond 
everything  else  :  I  want  to  see  the  mode  of  making  love  tout- 
d-fait  d  VAnglaise.  Yon  know  that  you  are  all  so  polite  as 
to  put  on  our  fashions  here  in  every  respect;  but  a  cousin  of 
mine,  who  was  some  years  ago  attached  to  our  Embassy  at 
London,  has  described  the  style  of  managing  love  affairs  as 
so...  so  romantic,  thatitperfectly  enchanted  me,  and  I  would 
give  the  world  to  see  how  it  was  done  (  comment  cela  se 
faity 

"  Pray  tell  me  how  he  described  it,"  said  I,  **  and  Ipromise 
faithfully  to  tell  you  if  the  picture  be  correct." 

"  Oh,  that  is  so  kind ! . . .  Well  then,"  she  continued,  co- 
louring a  little,  from  the  idea,  as  I  suppose,  that  she  was  going 
to  say  something  terribly  atrocious,  **I  will  tell  yoii  exactly 
what  happened  to  him.  He  had  a  letter  of  introduction  to  a 
gentleman  of  great  estate— a  member  of  the  chamber  of  your 


AND  THE  PARISIANS.  ^ 

parliament,  who  was  living  with  his  family  at  his  chSteau  in 
one  of  the  provinces ,  where  my  cousin  forwarded  the  lef  ter  to 
him.  A  most  polilo  reply  was  immediately  relumed,  con- 
taining a  pressing  invitation  to  my  cousin  to  come  to  the 
chSteau  without  delay,  and  pass  a  month  with  them  for  the 
hunting  season.  Nothing  could  be  more  agreeable  than  this 
invitation,  for  it  offered  the  best  possible  opportunity  of  study- 
ing the  manners  of  the  country.  Every  one  can  cross  from 
Calais  to  Dover,  and  spend  half  their  year's  income  in  walk- 
ing or  driving  through  the  long  wide  streets  of  London  for 
six  weeks;  but  there  are  very  few,  you  know,  who  obtain  an 
entree  to  the  chateaux  of  the  noblesse.  In  short,  my  cousin 
was  enchanted,  and  set  off  immediately.  He  arrived  just  in 
time  to  arrange  his  toilet  before  dinner ;  and  when  tie  entered 
the  salon,  he  was  perfectly  dazzled  by  the  exceeding  beauty  of 
the  three  daughters  of  his  host,  who  were  all  dHoUeUes^  and 
full-dressed,  he  says,  exactly  as  if  they  were  going  to  some 
very  elegant  hal  pare.  There  was  no  other  company,  and 
he  felt  a  little  startled  at  being  received  in  such  a  ceremonious 
style. 

The  young  ladies  all  performed  on  the  piano-forte  and  harp, 
and  my  cousin,  who  is  very  musical,  was  in  raptures.  Had 
not  his  admiration  been  too  equally  drawn  to  each,  he  assures 
me  that  before  the  end  of  that  evening  he  must  inevitably 
have  been  the  conquest  of  one.  The  next  morning,  the 
whole  family  met  again  at  breakfast:  the  young  ladies  were  as 
charming  as  ever,  but  still  he  felt  in  doubt  as  to  which  head- 
mired  most.  Whilst  he  was  exerting  himself  to  be  as  agree- 
able as  he  could,  and  talking  to  them  all  with  the  timid  respect 
with  which  demoiselles  are  always  addressed  by  Frenchmen., 
the  father  of  the  family  startled  and  certainly  almost  alarmed 
my  cousin  by  suddenly  saying,—"  We  cannot  hunt  to-day, 
mort  ami^  for  I  have  business  which  will  keep  me  at  home; 
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but  you  shall  ride  into  the  woods  with  Elizabeth :  she  will 
show  you  my  pheasants.  Get  ready,  Elizabeth,  to  attend 
Monsieur !" 

Madame  B"^  *  *  stopped  short,  and  looked  at  me  as  if  expect- 
ing that  I  should  make  some  observation. 

''  Well !"  said  I. 

^*Well!"  she  repeated,  laughing;  ^'then  you  really  find 
nothing  extraordinary  in  this  proceeding— nothing  out  of  the 
common  way  ?" 

**In  what  respect?"  said  I;  '*  what  is  it  that  you  suppose 
was  out  of  the  common  way?" 

'^  That  question,"  said  she,  clasping  her  handsin  an  ecstasy 
at  having  made  the  discovery—**  That  question  puts  me  more 
au  fait  than  anything  else  you  could  say  to  me.  It  is  the 
strongest  possible  proof  that  what  happened  to  my  cousin  was 
in  truth  nothing  more  than  what  is  of  every-day  occurrence 
in  England.'' 

"  What  did  happen  to  him  ?" 

**  Have  I  not  told  you? The  fother  of  the  young  ladies 

whom  he  so  greatly  admired,  selected  one  of  them  and  desir- 
ed my  cousin  to  attend  her  on  an  excursion  into  the  woods. 
My  dear  madame national  manners  vary  so  strange- 
ly... .  I  beseech  you  not  to  suppose  that  I  imagine  that 
everything  may  not  be  exceedingly  well  arranged  notwith- 
standing. My  cousin  is  a  very  distinguished  young  man — 
excellent  character — ^good  name — and  will  have  his  father's 
estate....  only  the  manner  is  so  different " 

**  Did  your  cousin  accompany  the  young  lady?"  said  I. 

'^  No,  be  did  not— he  returned  to  London  immediately." 

This  was  said  so  gravely — so  more  than  gravely — wiih  an 
air  of  so  much  more  meaning  than  she  thought  it  civil  to  ex- 
press, that  my  gravity  and  politeness  gave  way  together,  and 
I  laughed  most  heartily. 
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My  amiable  companion,  however,  did  not  take  it  amiss 
— rfihe  only  laughed  with  me;  and  when  we  had  recovered 
our  gravity,  she  said,  **  So  you  find  my  cousin  very  ridi- 
culous for  throwing  up  the  party?— wn  peu  timide,  pent- 
SireV 

"  Oh  no !''  I  replied—**  only  a  little  hasty." 

"Hasty  ! Mais  que  voulez-vous?    You  do  not  seem  to 

comprehend  his  embarrassment." 

'*  Perhaps  not  fully ;  but  I  assure  you  his  embarrassment 
would  have  ceased  altogether,  had  he  trusted  himself  with  the 
young  lady  and  her  attendant  groom:  I  doubt  not  that  she 
would  have  led  the  way  through  one  of  our  beautiful  pheasant 
preserves,  which  are  exceedingly  well  worth  seeing ;  but  most 
certainly  she  would  have  been  greatly  astonished,  and  much 
embarrassed  in  her  turn,  had  your  cousin  taken  it  into  his 
head  to  make  love  to  her." 

"  You  are  in  earnest  ?"  said  she,  looking  in  my  face  with  an 
air  of  great  interest. 

"  Indeed  I  am,"  I  replied ; "  I  am  very  seriously  in  earnest ; 
and  though  I  know  not  the  persons  of  whom  we  have  been 
speaking,  I  can  venture  to  assure  you  positively,  that  it  was 
only  because  no  gentleman  so  well  recommended  as  your  cousin 
could  be  suspected  of  abusing  the  confidence  reposed  in  him, 
that  this  English  father  permitted  him  to  accompany  the 
young  lady  in  her  morning  ride." 

^'C'est  done  un  trait  sublime!"  she  exclaimed :" what 
noble  confidence— what  confiding  honour !  It  is  enough  to 
remind  one  of  the  paladins  of  old." 

"I  suspect  you  are  quizzing  our  confiding  simplicity," 
said  I;  "but,  at  any  rate,  do  notsuspectme  of  quizzing  you— 
for  I  have  told  you  nothing  more  than  a  very  simple  and 

certain  fact." 
"I  doubt  it  not  the  least  in  the  world,"  she  replied;  "but 
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you  are  indeed,  as  I  observed  at  first,  superiorly  romantic." 
She  appeared  to  meditate  for  a  moment,  and  then  added, 
''  Mais  dites-moi  un  pen. ...  is  not  this  a  little  inconsistent 
with  the  stories  we  read  in  the  '  novels  of  fashionable  life, 
respecting  the  manner  in  which  husbands  are  acquired  for 
the  young  ladies  of  England  ?  . . .  You  refuse  yourselves,  you 
know,  the  privilege  of  disposing  of  your  daughters  in  mar- 
riage according  to  the  mutual  interests  of  the  parties ;  and 
therefore,  as  young  ladies  must  be  married,  it  follows  that 
some  other  means  must  be  resorted  to  by  the  parents.  All 
Frenchmen  know  this,  and  they  may  perhaps  for  that  reason 
be  sometimes  too  easily  induced  to  imagine  that  it  is  intended 
to  lead  them  into  marriage  by  captivating  their  senses.  This 
is  so  natural  an  inference,  that  you  really  must  forgive  it." 

"  I  forgive  it  perfectly,"  I  replied ;  "  but  as  we  have  agreed 
not  to  mystify  each  other,  it  would  not  be  fair  to  leave  you 
in  the  belief  that  it  is  the  custom,  in  order  to  '  acquire,'  hus- 
bands for  the  young  ladies,  that  they  should  be  sent  on  love- 
making  expeditions  into  the  woods  with  the  premier  venu. 
But  wliat  you  have  said  enables  me  to  understand  a  passage 
which  I  was  reading  the  other  day  in  a  French  story,  and 
which  puzzled  me  most  exceedingly.  It  was  on  the  subject  of  a 
young  girl  who  had  been  forsaken  by  her  lover ;  and  some 
one,  reproaching  him  for  his  conduct,  uses,  I  think,  these 
words  :  '  Apr^s  Tavoir  compromise  autant  qu*il  est  possible 
de  compromeltre  una  jeune  miss — ce  qui  n'est  pas  one  chose 
absolument  facile  dans  la  bienheureuse  Albion . . .'  This  puz> 
zled  me  more  than  1  can  express ;  because  the  fact  is,  that  we 
consider  the  compromising  the  reputation  of  a  young  lady  as 
so  tremendous  a  thing,  that  excepting  in  novels,  where  nei- 
ther national  manners  nor  natural  probabilities  are  permitted 
to  check  the  necessary  accumulation  of  misery  on  the  head  of 
a  heroine,  it  never  occurs;  and  this,  not  because  nothing 
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can  compromise  her,  but  because  nothing  that  can  compromise 
her  is  ever  permitted,  or,  I  might  almost  say,  ever  attempted. 
Among  the  lower  orders,  indeed,  stories  of  seduction  are  but 
too  frequent ;  but  our  present  examination  of  national  man- 
ners refers  only  to  the  middle  and  higher  classes  of  society." 

Madame  B^"**  listened  to  me  with  the  most  earnest  atten- 
tion ;  and  after  I  had  ceased  speaking,  she  remained  silent,  as 
if  meditating  on  what  she  had  heard.  At  length  she  said,  in 
a  tone  of  much  more  seriousness  than  she  had  yet  used,—**  I 
am  quite  sure  that  every  word  you  say  is  parfaitement  exact 
—your  manner  persuades  me  that  you  are  speaking  neither 
with  exaggeration  nor  in  jest :  cependant ...  I  cannot  conceal 
from  you  my  astonishment  at  your  statement.  The  received 
opinion  among  us  is,  that  private  and  concealed  infidelities 
among  married  women  are  probably  less  frequent  in  England 
than  in  France,  because  it  seems  to  be  essentially  dans  vos 
mccurs  de  (aire  un  grand  scandale  whenever  such  a  circum- 
stance occurs ;  and  this,  with  the  penalties  annexed  to  it,  un- 
doubtedly acts  as  a  prevention.  But  on  the  other  hand,  it  is 
universally  considered  as  a  fact,  that  yon  are  as  lenient  to  the 
indiscretions  of  unmarried  ladies,  as  severe  to  those  of  the 
married  ones.  Tell  me— is  there  not  some  truth  in  this 
idea  ?" 

"  Not  the  least  in  the  world,  I  do  assure  you.  On  the  con- 
trary, I  am  persuaded  that  in  no  country  is  there  any  race  of 
women  from  whom  such  undeviating  purity  and  propriety  of 
conduct  is  demanded  as  from  the  unmarried  women  of  Eng- 
land. Slander  cannot  attach  to  them,  because  it  is  as  weii 
known  as  that  a  Jew  is  not  qualified  to  sit  in  parliament,  that 
a  single  woman  suspected  of  indiscretion  immediately  dies  a 
civil  death— she  sinks  out  of  society,  and  is  no  more  heard  of; 
and  it  is  therefore  that  I  have  ventured  to  say,  that  a  compro- 
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mised  repntation  among  the  unmarried  ladies  of  England 

NEVER  OCCOrS." 

'^  Nous  nous  sontmes  singuU^ement  tromp^s  snr  tout  cela 
done,  nous  autres/'  said  Madame  B"*  *.  ^'  But  the  single  la- 
dies no  longer  young!"  she  continued ;<s-*^  forgive  me  .  .  . 
but  is  it  really  supposed  that  they  pass  their  entire  lives  with- 
out any  indiscretion  at  all  ?" 

This  question  was  asked  in  a  tone  of  such  utter  incredulity 
as  to  the  possibility  of  a  reply  in  the  affirmative,  that  I  again 
lost  my  gravity,  and  laughed  heartily ;  but,  after  a  moment, 
I  assured  her  very  seriously  that  such  was  most  undoubtedly 
the  case. 

The  naive  manner  in  which  she  exclaimed  in  reply,  *^  Est- 
il  possible ! "  might  have  made  the  fortune  of  a  young  actress. 
There  was,  however,  no  acting  in  the  case;  Madame  B'^'^'^ 
was  most  perfectly  unaffected  in  her  expression  of  surprise, 
and  assured  me  that  it  would  be  shared  by  all  Frenchwomen 
who  should  be.so  fortunate  as  to  find  occasion,  like  herself,  to 
receive  such  information  from  indisputable  authority.  '  ^  Quant 
aux  hommes,"  she  added,  laughing,  ^'  je  doute  fort  si  vous  en 
iroaverez  de  si  croyans." 

We  pursued  our  conversation  much  farther;  but  were  I  to 
repeat  the  whole,  you  would  only  find  it  contained  many  re- 
petitious of  the  same  fact-~namely.  that  a  very  strong  per- 
suasion exists  in  France,  among  those  who  are  not  personally 
well  acquanted  with  English  manners,  that  the  nlode  in  which 
marriages  are  arranged,  rather  by  the  young  people  them- 
selves than  by  their  relatives,  produces  an  effect  upon  the 
conduct  of  our  unmarried  females  which  is  not  only  as  far  as 
possible  from  the  truth,  but  so  preposterously  so,  as  never  to 
have  entered  into  any  English  head  to  imagine. 

So  few  opportunities  for  anything  approaching  to  intimacy 
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between  French  and  English  women  arise,  that  it  is  not  very 
easy  for  us  to  find  out  exacly  what  their  real  opinion  is  con- 
cerning us.  Nothing  in  Madame  B  '^  "^  '^  's  manner  could  lead 
me  to  suspect  that  any  feeling  of  reprobation  or  contempt 
mixed  itself  with  her  belief  respecting  the  extraordinary  license 
which  she  supposed  was  accorded  to  unmarried  women. 
Nothing  could  be  more  indulgent  than  her  tone  of  commen- 
tary on  our  national  peculiarities^  as  she  called  them.  The 
only  theme  which  elicited  an  expression  of  harshness  from  her 
was  the  manner  in  which  divorces  were  obtained  and  paid 
for  :  "  Se  faire  payer  pour  une  aventure  semblable ! . . .  pu- 
blier  un  scandale  si  ridicule,  si  offensant  pour  son  amour-pro 
pre-^^i  fortement  centre  les  bonnes  mcBurs,  pour  en  recevoir 
del'argent,  was/'  she  said,  ^^  perfectly  incomprehensible  in  a 
nation  de  si  braves  gens  que  les  Anglais." 

I  did  my  best  to  defend  our  mode  of  proceeding  in  such 
cases  upon  the  principles  of  justice  and  morality;  but  French 
prejudices  on  this  point  are  too  inveterate  to  be  shaken  by  any 
eloquence  of  mine.  We  parted,  however,  the  best  friends  in 
the  world,  and  mutually  grateful  for  the  information  we  had 
received. 

This  conversation  only  furnished  one^  among  several  in- 
stances, in  which  I  have  been  astonished  to  discover  the  many 
popular  errors  which  are  still  current  in  France  respecting 
England.  Can  we  fairly  doubt  that,  in  many  cases  where  we 
consider  ourselves  as  perfectly  well  infoimed,  we  may  be  quite 
as  much  in  the  dark  respecting  them  ?  It  is  certain  that  the 
habit  so  general  among  us  of  flying  over  to  Paris  for  a  week 
or  two  every  now  and  then,  must  have  made  a  great  number 
of  individuals  acquainted  with  the  external  aspect  of  France 
between  Calais  and  Paris,  and  also  with  all  the  most  conspi- 
cuous objects  of  the  capital  itself— its  churches  and  its  theatres^ 
its  little  river  and  its  great  cofrce-houses ;  but  it  is  an  extreme- 
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ly  small  proportion  of  these  flying  travellers  who  ever  enter 
into  any  society  beyond  what  they  may  encounter  in  pablic ; 
and  to  all  such,  France  can  be  very  little  better  known  than 
England  is  to  those  who  content  themselves  with  perusing  the 
descriptions  we  give  of  ourselves  in  our  novels  and  news- 
papers. 

Of  the  small  advance  made  towards  obtaining  information 
by  such  visits  as  these,  I  have  had  many  opportunities  of  judg  - 
ing  for  myself^  both  among  English  and  French,  but  never 
more  satisfactorily  than  at  a  dinner  ^party  at  the  house  of  an 
old  widow-lady,  who  certainly  understands  our  language 
perfectly,  and  appears  to  me  to  read  more  English  books,  and 
to  be  more  interested  about  their  authors,  than  almost  any 
one  I  ever  met  with.  She  has  never  crossed  the  Channel, 
however,  and  has  rather  an  overweening  degree  of  respect 
for  such  of  her  countrymen  as  have  enjoyed  the  privilege  of 
looking  at  us  face  to  face  on  our  own  soil. 

The  day  I  dined  with  her,  one  of  these  travelled  gentlemen 
was  led  up  and  presented  to  me  as  a  person  well  acquainted 
with  my  country.  His  name  was  placed  on  the  covef  next  to 
the  one  destined  for  me  at  table,  and  it  was  evidently  intended 
that  we  should  derive  our  principal  amusement  from  the  con- 
versation of  each  other.  As  I  never  saw  him  before  or  since, 
as  I  never  expect  to  see  him  again,  and  as  I  do  not  even  re- 
member his  name,  I  think  I  am  guilty  of  no  breach  of  confix 
dence  by  repeating  to  you  a  few  of  the  ideas  upon  England 
which  he  had  acquired  on  his  travels. 

His  first  remark  after  we  were  placed  at  table  was,—"  Yon 
do  not,  I  think,  use  table-napkins  in  England ;— do  you  not 
find  them  rather  embarrassing?"  The  next  was, — "  I  ob- 
served during  my  stay  in  England  that  it  is  not  the  custom  to 
eat  soup :  I  hope,  however,  that  you  do  not  find  it  disagreeable 
to  your  palate  ?"....  "  You  have,  I  think,  no  national  cui- 
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sine?"  was  the  third  observation;  and  upon  tliis  singutarii'j 
in  our  manners  he  was  eloquent.  '*  Yet,  after  all,"  said  he 
consolingly,  **  France  is  in  fact  the  only  country  which  has 
one :  Spain  is  too  oily— Italy  too  spicy.  We  have  sent  artists 
into  Germany ;  but  this  cannot  be  said  to  constitute  une  cut- 
sine  naiionale.  Pour  dire  vrai,  however,  the  rosbif  of  Eng- 
land is  hardly  more  scientific  than  the  sun-dried  meat  of  the 
Tartars.  A  Frenchman  would  be  starved  in  England  did  he 
not  light  upon  one  of  the  imported  artists,-^and,  happily  for 
travellers,  this  is  no  longer  difficult." 

*'  Did  you  dine  much  in  private  society?"  said  I. 

^'  No,  I  did  not :  my  time  was  too  constantly  occupied  to 
permit  my  doing  so." 

'^  We  have  some  very  good  hotels,  however,  in  London." 

**  But  no  tablesd'hote !"  he  replied  with  a  shrug.  "  I  did 
very  well,  nevertheless ;  for  I  never  permitted  myself  lo 
venture  anywhere  for  the  purpose  of  dining  excepting  to 
your  celebrated  Leicester-square.  It  is  the  most  fashionable 
part  of  London,  I  believe;  or,  at  least,  the  only  fashionable 
restaurants  are  to  be  found  there." 

I  ventured  very  gently  to  hint  that  there  were  other  parts 
of  London  more  ^-la-mode,  and  many  hotels  which  had  the 
reputation  of  a  better  cuisine  than  any  which  could  be  found 
in  Leicester-square;  but  the  observation  appeared  to  displease 
the  traveller,  and  the  belle  harmonic  which  it  was  intended 
shoald  subsist  between  us  was  evidently  shaken  thereby,  for 
I  heard  him  say  in  a  half  whisper  to  the  person  who  sat  on  the 
other  side  of  him,  and  who  had  been  attentively  listening  to 
oar  discourse,—"  Pas  exact. . . ." 
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LETTER   LIV. 

Mixed  Sodetj. — Influence  of  the  English  Clergy  and  their  Families. 
— Importance  of  their  station  in  Society. 

Though  I  am  still  of  opinion  that  French  society,  properly 
so  called,— that  is  to  say,  the  society  of  the  educated  ladies  and 
gentlemen  of  France,— is  the  most  graceful,  animated,  and 
fascinating  in  the  world ,  I  think,  nevertheless,  that  it  is  not  as 
perfect  as  it  might  he,  were  a  little  more  exclasiyeness  per- 
mitted in  the  formation  of  it. 

No  one  can  be  really  well  acquainted  with  gopd  society  in 
this  country  without  being  convinced  that  there  are  both  men 
and  women  to  be  found  in  it  who  to  the  best  graces  add  the 
best  virtues  of  social  life;  but  it  is  equally  impossible  to  deny, 
that  admirable  as  are  some  individuals  of  the  circle,  they  all 
exercise  a  degree  of  toleration  to  persons  less  estimable, 
which,  when  some  well-authenticated  anecdotes  are  made 
known  to  us,  is,  to  say  the  least  of  it,  very  startling  to  the 
feelings  of  those  who  are  not  to  this  easy  manner  either  born 
or  bred. 

To  look  into  the  hearts  of  all  who  form  either  a  Parisian  or 
a  London  lady's  visiting-list,  in  order  to  discover  of  what 
stuff  each  individual  be  made,  would  not  perhaps  be  very  wise, 
and  is  luckily  quite  impossible.  Nothing  at  all  approaching 
to  such  a  scrutiny  can  be  reasonably  wished  or  expected  from 
those  who  open  their  doors  for  the  reception  of  company ;  but 
where  society  is  perfectly  well  ordered,  no  one  of  either  sex, 
I  think,  whose  outward  and  visible  conduct  has  brought  upon 
them  the  eyes  of  all  and  the  reprobation  of  the  good,  should 
be  admitted. 

That  such  are  admitted  much  more  freely  in  France  than 
in  England,  cannot  be  denied;  and  though  there  are  many 
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who  conscientionsly  keep  aloof  from  such  intercoarse,  and 
more  who  mark  plainly  enough  that  there  is  a  distance  in 
spirit  even  where  there  is  vicinity  of  person,  still  I  think  it  is 
greatly  to  be  regretted  that  such  a  leaven  of  disunion  should 
ever  be  suffered  to  insinuate  itself  into  meetings  which  would 
be  so  infinitely  more  agreeable  as  well  as  more  respectable 
without  it. 

One  reason,  I  doubt  not,  why  there  is  less  exclusiveness 
and  severity  of  selection  in  the  forming  a  circle  here  is,  that 
there  are  no  individuals,  or  rather  no  class  of  individuals,  in 
the  wide  circle  which  constitutes  what  is  called  en  grand  the 
society  of  Paris,  who  could  step  forward  with  propriety  and 
say,  "T^w  may  not  he." 

With  us,  happily,  the  case  is  as  yet  different.  The  clergy 
of  England,  their  matronly  wives  and  highly-educated  daugh- 
ters, form  a  distinct  caste,  to  which  there  is  nothing  that 
answers  in  the  whole  range  of  continental  Europe.  In  this 
caste,  however,  are  mingled  a  portion  of  every  other;  yet  it 
has  a  dignity  and  aristocracy  of  its  own  :  and  in  this  aristo- 
cracy are  blended  the  high  blood  of  the  noble,  the  learning 
which  has  in  many  instances  sufficed  to  raise  to  a  level  with 
it  the  obscure  and  needy,  and  the  piety  which  has  given  sta- 
tion above  either  to  those  whose  unspotted  lives  have  marked 
them  but  as  pre-eminent  in  the  holy  profession  they  have 
chosen. 

While  such  men  as  these  mingle  freely  in  society,  as  they 
constantly  do  in  England,  and  bring  with  them  the  females 
who  form  their  families,  there  is  little  danger  that  notorious 
vice  should  choose  to  obtrude  itself. 

It  will  hardly  be  denied,  I  believe,  that  many  a  frail  lair 
one,  who  would  boldly  push  her  way  among  ermine  and 
coronets  where  the  mitre  was  not,  would  shrink  from  parad- 
ing her  doubtful  honours  where  it  was ;  and  it  is  equally 
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certain,  that  many  a  thonghtlesSy  easy,  careless  giver  of  fine 
parties  has  been  prevented  from  filling  np  her  constellation  of 
beauties  because  ^'  It  is  impossible  to  have  Lady  This,  or 
Mrs.  That,  when  the  bishop  and  his  family  are  expected." 

Nor  is  this  who.^esome  influencer  confined  to  tlie  higher 
ranks  alone ; — the  reetor  of  the  parish— nay,  even  his  young 
curate,  with  a  smooth  cheek  and  almost  unrazored  chin,  will 
in  humbler  circles  produce  the  same  effect.  In  short, 
wherever  an  English  clergyman  or  an  Engh'sh  clergyman's 
family  appears,  there  decency  is  in  presence,  and  the  canker  of 
known  and  tolerated  vice  is  not. 

Whenever  we  find  ourselves  weary  of  this  restraint,  and 
anxious  to  mix  (unshackled  by  the  silent  rebuke  of  such  a 
presence)  with  whatever  may  be  most  attractive  to  the  eye  or 
amusing  to  the  spirit,  let  the  stamp  of  vice  be  as  notorious 
upon  it  as  it  may,  whenever  we  reach  this  state,  it  will  be  the 
right  and  proper  time  to  pass  the  Irish  Church  Bill. 

These  meditations  have  been  thrust  upon  me  by  the  reply 
T  received  in  answer  to  a  question  which  I  addressed  to  a  lady 
of  my  acquaintance  at  a  party  the  other  evening. 

''  Wiio  is  that  very  elegant-looking  woman?"  said  I. 

*■  It  is  Madame  de  c****'*^,"  was  the  reply.  "  Have  you 
never  met  her  before  ?  She  is  very  much  in  society ;  one  sees 
her  everywhere.*' 

I  replied,  that  I  had  seen  her  once  or  twice  before,  but  had 
never  learned  her  name ,  adding,  that  it  was  not  only  her 
name  I  was  anxious  to  learn,  but  something  about  her.  She 
looked  like  a  personage,  a  heroine,  a  sybil :  in  short,  it  was 
one  of  those  heads  and  busts  that  one  seems  to  have  the  same 
right  to  stare  at,  as  at  a  fine  picture  or  statue ;  they  appear 
a  part  of  the  decorations,  only  they  excite  a  little  more  inte- 
rest and  curiosity. 

. ''  Can  you  not  tell  me  something  of  her  character  ?"  said  I : 
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''  I  nerer  saw  so  picturesque  a  figure;  I  could  fancy  that  the 
spirit  of  Titian  had  presided  at  her  toilet." 

"  It  was  only  the  spirit  of  coquetry,  I  suspect,"  answered 
my  friend  with  a  smile.  '^  But  if  you  are  so  anxious  to  know 
her,  I  can  give  you  her  character  and  history  in  very  few 
words :— she  is  rich,  high-born,  intellectual,  political,  and  un- 
chaste." 

I  do  not  think  I  started;  I  should  be  shocked,  to  believe 
myself  so  unfit  for  a  salon  as  to  testify  surprise  thus  openly  at 
anything ;  but  my  friend  looked  at  me  and  laughed. 

"  You  are  astonished  at  seeing  her  here  ?  But  I  have  told 
you  that  you  may  expect  to  meet  her  everywhere ;  except, 
indeed,  chez  moi,  and  at^  few  exceedingly  rococo  houses 
besides."  f  ,'' 

As  the  lady  I  was  talking  to  happened  to  be  an  Englishwo- 
man, though  for  many  years  a  resident  in  Paris,  I  ventured 
to  hint  the  surprise  I  felt  that  a  person  known  to  be  what  she 
described  Madame  de  C*****  should  be  so  universally  received 
in  good  society. 

"  It  is  very  true,"  she  replied  :  "  it  is  surprising,  and  more 
so  to  me  perhaps  than  to  you,  because  I  know  thoroughly 
well  the  irreproachable  character  and  genuine«worth  of  many 
who  receive  her.  I  consider  this,"  she  continued,  "  as  one 
of  the  most  singular  traits  in  Parisian  society.  If,  as  many 
travellers  have  most  falsely  insinuated,  the  women  of  Paris 
were  generally  corrupt  and  licentious,  there  would  be  nothing 
extraordinary  in  it ;  but  it  is  not  so.  Where  neither  the  hus- 
band, the  relatives,  the  servants,  nor  any  one  else,  has  any 
wish  or  intention  of  discovering  or  exposing  the  frailty  of  a 
wife,  it  is  certainly  impossible  to  say  that  it  may  not  often 
exist  without  being  either  known  or  suspected;  but  with  this, 
general  society  cannot  interfere ;  and  those  whose  temper  or 
habits  of  mind  lead  them  to  suspect  evil  wherever  it  is  possible 
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ihat  it  may  be  concealed,  may  often  lose  the  pleasure  of 
friendship  founded  on  esteem,  solely  because  it  is  possible  that 
some  hidden  faults  may  render  their  neighbour  unworthy  of 
it.  That  such  tempers  are  not  often  to  be  found  in  France, 
is  certainly  no  proof  of  the  depravity  of  national  manners; 
but  where  notorious  irregularity  of  conduct  has  brought  a 
woman  fairly  before  the  bar  of  public  opinion,  it  does  appear 
to  me  very  extraordinary  that  such  a  person  as  our  hostess, 
and  very  many  others  equally  irreproachable,  should  receive 
her. " 

"  I  presume,"  said  I,  "  that  Madame  de  C  *****  is  not  the 
only  person  towards  whom  this  remarkable  species  of  tole- 
rance is  exercised  ?' 

'^  Certainly  not.  There  are  many  others  whose  liaisons 
are  as  well  known  as  hers,  who  are  also  admitted  into  the  best 
society.  But  observe— I  known  no  instance  where  such  are 
permitted  to  enter  within  the  narrower  circle  of  intimate  do- 
mestic fi'iendship.  No  one  in  Paris  seems  to  think  that  they 
have  any  right  to  examine  into  the  private  history  of  all  the 
elegantes  who  fill  its  salons ;  but  I  believe  they  take  as  good 
care  to  know  the  friends  whom  they  admit  to  the  intimacy  of 
their  private  hours  as  we  do.  There,  however,  this  species 
of  decorum  ends ;  and  they  would  no  more  turn  back  from 
entering  a  room  where  they  saw  Madame  de  C  *****,  than  a 
London  lady  would  drive  away  from  the  opera  because  she 
saw  the  carriage  of  Lady at  the  door." 

'^  There  is  no  parallel,  however,  between  the  cases,"  said  L 

'^  No,  certainly,"  she  replied ;  '^  but  it  is  not  the  less  cer- 
tain that  the  Parisians  appear  to  think  otherwise." 

Now  it  appears  evident  to  me,  that  all  this  arises  much 
less  from  general  licentiousness  of  morals  than  from  general 
easmess  of  temper.  Sans  Sougi  is  the  darling  device  of  the 
whole  nation;  and  how  can  this  be  adhered  to,  if  they  set 
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about  the  very  arduous  task  of  driving  out  of  society  all  those 
who  do  not  deserve  to  be  in  it  ?  But  while  feeling  sincerely 
persuaded;  as  I  really  do,  that  this  difference  in  the  degree  of 
moral  toleration  practised  by  the  two  countries  does  not  arise 
from  any  depravity  in  the  French  character,  I  cannot  but 
think  that  our  mode  of  proceeding  in  this  respect  is  infinitely 
better.  Tt  is  more  conducive,  not  only  to  virtue,  but  to  agree- 
able and  unrestrained  intercourse ;  and  for  this  reason,  if  for 
no  other,  it  is  deeply  our  interest  to  uphold  with  all  possible 
reverence  and  dignity  that  class  whose  presence  is  of  itself 
sufficient  to  guarantee  at  least  the  reputation  of  propriety,  in 
every  circle  in  which  they  appear. 

Though  not  very  germain  to  Paris  and  the  Parisians,  which 
I  promised  should  make  the  subjects  of  my  letters  as  long  as 
I  remained  among  them,  I  cannot  help  observing  how  utterly 
this  most  important  influence  would  be  destroyed  in  the 
higher  circles — which  will  ever  form  the  model  of  those  below 
them— if  the  riches,  rank,  and  worldly  honours  of  this  class 
are  wrested  from  them.  It  is  indeed  very  certain  that  a 
clergyman,  whether  bishop,  priest,  or  deacon,  may  perform 
the  duty  of  a  minister  in  the  desk,  at  the  altar,  or  in  the  pul- 
pit, though  he  has  to  walk  home  afterwards  to  an  humble 
dwelling  and  an  humble  meal  :  he  may  perform  this  duty 
well,  and  to  the  entire  satisfaction  of  the  rich  and  great,  though 
his  poverty  may  prevent  him  from  ever  taking  his  place 
among  them ;  but  he  may  not—he  can  not,  while  such  is  the 
station  allotted  him,  produce  that  effect  on  society,  and  exert 
that  inflnence  on  the  morals  of  the  people,  which  he  would  do 
were  his  temporal  place  and  power  such  as  to  exalt  him  in 
the  eyes  even  of  the  most  worldly. 

Amidst  all  the  varieties  of  cant  to  which  it  is  the  destiny  of 
the  present  age  to  listen,  there  is  none  which  I  endure  with 
so  little  patience  as  that  which  preaches  the  <'  humility  of  the 
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church,"  Were  there  the  shadow  of  reason  or  logic  in  the 
arguments  for  the  degradation  of  the  clergy  drawn  from  the 
Scriptures,  they  must  go  the  length  of  showing  that,  in  order 
to  follow  the  example  of  the  great  Master,  they  must  all  belong 
to  the  class  of  carpenters  and  fishermen.  Could  we  imagine 
another  re?elation  of  the  Divinity  accorded  to  man,  it  would 
be  natural  enough  to  conceive  that  the  rich  gift  of  direct  in- 
spiration should  be  again  given  to  those  who  had  neither 
learning,  knowledge,  pride,  nor  power  of  any  kind,  to  combat 
or  resist,  to  explain  or  to  weaken,  the  communication  which 
it  was  their  duty  simply  to  record  and  spread  abroad.  But 
the  eternal  word  of  God  once  delivered,  does  it  follow  thai 
those  who  are  carefully  instructed  in  all, the  various  learning 
which  can  assist  in  giving  strength  and  authority  to  the  pro^ 
pagation  of  it  should  alone,  of  all  the  sons  of  men,  be  for  ever 
doomed  to  the  lower  walks  of  social  life  in  order  to  imitate 
the  humility  of  the  Saviour  of  the  world  ? 

I  know  not  if  there  be  more  nonsense  or  blasphemy  in 
this.  The  taking  the  office  of  preaching  his  own  blessed 
will  to  man  was  an  act  of  humility  in  God ;  but  the  taking 
upon  themselves  to  instruct  their  fellow-men  in  the  law  thus 
solemnly  left  us,  is  a  great  assumption  of  dignity  in  men,  and 
where  the  offices  it  imposes  are  well  performed,  it  becomes 
one  of  the  first  duties  of  the  believers  in  the  doctrine  they 
have  made  it  their  calling  to  expound,  to  honour  them  with 
such  honour  as  mortals  can  understand  and  value.  If  any  one 
be  found  who  does  not  perform  the  duties  of  this  high  calling 
in  the  best  manner  which  his  ability  enables  him  to  do,  let 
him  be  degraded  as  he  deserves ;  but  while  he  holds  it  let 
him  not  be  denied  the  dignity  of  state  and  station  to  which 
all  his  foUow-citizens  in  their  different  walks  aspire,  in  order 
forsooth  to  keep  him  humble  1  Humble  indeed—- yea,  hum- 
bled to  the  dust,  will  our  long-venerated  church  and  its 
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insulted  ministers  be,  if  its  destiny  and  their  fortune  be  left 
at  the  mercy  of  those  who  have  lately  undertaken  to  legislate 
for  them.  I  often  feel  a  sort  of  vapourish  vague  uncertainty 
of  disbelief,  as  I  read  the  records  of  what  has  been  passing  in 
the  House  of  Commons  on  this  subject.  I  cannot  realise  it, 
as  the  Americans  say,  that  the  majority  of  the  English  parlia- 
ment should  consent  to  be  led  blindfold  upon  such  a  point  as 
this  by  a  set  of  low-born,  ignorant,  bullying  papists.  I  hope, 
when  I  return  to  England,  I  shall  awake  and  find  that  it  is 
not  so. 

And  now  forgive  me  for  this  long  digression.  I  will  write 
to,you  to-mon'ow  upon  something  as  essentially  French  as 
possible,  to  make  up  for  it. 
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Le  Grand  Opera. —  Its  enormous  Expense. — Its  Fashion. —  Its 
acknowledged  Dulness. — "  La  Juive. "— Its  heavy  Music. — Its 
exceeding  Splendour. — Beautiful  management  of  the  Scenery. — 
National  Music. 

Can  I  better  keep  the  promise  I  gave  you  yesterday  than 
by  writing  you  a  letter  of  and  concerning  le  Grand  Opera?  Ls 
there  any  thing  in  the  world  so  perfectly  French  as  this  ? 
Something  like  their  pretty  Opera  Comique  may  exist  else- 
where ;  we  have  our  comic  opera,  and  Italy  has  her  buffa  ; 
the  Op^ra  Italien,  too,  may  be  rather  more  than  rivalled  at 
the  Haymarket :  but  where  out  of  Paris  are  we  to  look  for 
anything  like  the  Academic  RoyaledeMnsique?— le  Grand 
Op^raP—rop^ra  par  excellence  ?  I  may  safely  answer,  no- 
where. 

It  is  an  institution  of  which  the  expenses  are  so  enormous, 
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that  though  it  is  more  constantly  and  fully  attended  perhaps 
than  any  other  theatre  in  the  world,  it  coold  not  be  sustained 
without  the  aid  of  funds  supplied  by  the  government.  The 
extraordinary  partiality  for  this  theatre  seems  to  have  existed 
among  the  higher  classes,  without  any  intermission  from 
change  of  fashion,  occasional  inferiority  of  the  performances, 
or  any  other  cause,  from  the  time  of  Louis  Quatorze  to  the 
present.  That  immortal  monarch,  whose  whim  was  power, 
and  whose  word  was  law,  granted  a  patent  privilege  to  this 
establishment  in  favour  of  the  musical  Ahb^  Perrin,  but 
speedily  revoked  it,  to  bestow  one  more  ample  still  on  Lulli. 
In  this  latter  act,  il  is  ordained  that  ^'  ions  gentilshommes  et 
demoiselles  puissent  chanter  auxdites  pieces  et  reprisenia- 
tions  de  notre  dite  Acad^ie  Royale  sans  que  pour  ca  Us 
soient  census  diroger  audit  titre  de  noblesse  et  d  leurs  pri- 
viUges." 

This  was  a  droll  device  to  exalt  this  pet  plaything  of  the 
fashionable  world  above  all  others.  Voltaire  fell  into  the 
mode  like  the  rest  of  the  fine  folks,  and  thus  expressed  his 
sensibility  to  its  attractions : — 

**  II  faut  se  rendre  a  ce  palais  magique, 
Oil  les  beaux  vers,  la  danse,  la  musique, 
Uart  de  charmer  les-  yeux  par  les  couleurs, 
L'art  plus  heureux  de  seduire  les  coenrs, 
De  cent  plaisirs  font  un  plaisir  unique." 

But  the  most  incomprehensible  part  of  the  business  is,  that 
with  ail  this  enthusiasm,  which  certainly  rather  goes  on  in- 
creasing than  diminishing,  every  one  declares  that  he  is  en- 
nuy^  il  la  mort  at  ie  Grand  Op^ra. 

I  do  not  mean  that  their  being  ennuyes  is  incomprehensi- 
ble,—Heaven  knows  that  I  understand  that  perfectly :  but 
why,  when  this  is  avowed,  they  should  continue  to  persecute 
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iheiiiselves  by  going  there  two  or  three  times  in  every  week, 
I  cannot  compreheod. 

If  attendance  at  the  op^a  were  here,  as  it  is  with  as,  a 
sort  4>f  criterion  of  the  love  of  music  and  other  fine  artSy  it 
would  be  much  less  difficult  to  understand ;  but  this  is  far 
from  being  the  case,  as  both  the  Italian  a^id  the  comic  operas 
liave  more  perfect  orchestras.  The  style  and  manner  of 
ringing,  too,  are  what  no  genuine  lover  of  music  could  ever 
be  brought  to  tolerate.  When  the  remembrance  of  a  Ger- 
man or  Italian  opera  comes  across  one  while  listening  to  the 
dry  heavy  recitative  of  the  Academy,  it  produces  a  feeling  o  f 
impatience  difficult  to  conceive  by  those  who.  have  never  ex- 
perienced it. 

If,  however,  instead  of  being  taken  in  by  the  name  of 
opera,  and  expecting  the  musical  treat  which  that  name 
seems  to  promise,  we  go  to  this  magnificent  theatre  for  the 
purpose  of  seeing  the  most  superb  and  the  best-fancied  deco- 
rations in  the  world,  we  shall  at  least  not  be  disappointed, 
though  before  the  end  of  the  entertainment  we  may  probably 
become  heartily  weary  of  gazing  at  and  admiring  the  dazzling 
pageant.  I  told  you  just  now  what  Voltaire  said  of  the  opera, 
either  when  he  was  particularly  enchanted  by  some  reigning 
star— the  adorable  Sophie  Arnould  perhaps — or  else  when  he 
chose  to  be  particularly  d-la-mode^  but  he  seems  more  so- 
berly in  earnest,  I  think,  when  he  says  afterwards,'^  L'Op^ra 
n'est  qu'un  rendez-vous  public,  on  I'on  s'assemble  k  cer- 
tains jours,  sans  trop  savoir  pourquoi :  c'est  nne  maison  ou 
tout  le  monde  va,  quoiqu'on  pense  mal  du  mattre,  et  qu'il 
soit  assez  ennuyeux." 

That  little  phrase,  "  ou  tout  le  monde  va,''  contains,  I  sus- 
pect after  all,  the  only  true  solution  of  the  mystery.  '^  Man 
is  a  gregarious  animal,"  say  the  philosophers ;  and  it  is  there- 
fore only  in  conformity  to  this  well-known  law  of  his  nature 
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that  hes  and  shes  flock  by  thousands  to  be  pent  np  together, 
in  defiance  of  most  triste  mvrSique  and  a  stifling  atmosphere, 
within  the  walls  of  this  J>eaatiful  puppet-show. 

That  it  is  beautiful,  I  am  at  this  moment  particularly  wil- 
ling to  avouch,  as  we  have  just  been  regaling  ourselves,  or 
rather  our  eyes,  with  as  gorgeous  a  spectacle  there  as  it  ever 
entered  into  the  heart  of  a  carpenter  to  staler  on  the  stage 
of  a  theatre.  This  splendid  show  is  known  by  the  name  of 
"  La  Juive ; "  but  it  should  rather  have  been  called  "  Le  Car- 
dinal," for  a  personage  of  no  less  dignity  is  decidedly  its  hero. 
M.  Halevy  is  the  composer,  and  M.  Scribe  the  author  of  the 
"paroles." 

M.  Scribe  stands  so  high  as  a  dramatic  composer,  that  I 
suppose  he  may  sport  a  little  with  his  fame  without  running 
much  risk  of  doing  it  an  injury ;  but  as  the  Academic  Royale 
has  the  right  of  drawing  upon  the  Treasury  for  its  necessi- 
ties, it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  author  of  "  Bertrand  et  Baton" 
is  well  paid  for  lending  his  name  to  the  pegs  on  which  ermine 
and  velvet,  feathers  and  flowers,  cardinals'  hats  and  empe- 
rors' mantles,  are  hung  up  to  view  for  the  amusement  of  all 
who  may  be  curious  in  such  matters.  I  suspect,  however, 
that  the  composition  of  this  piece  did  not  cost  the  poet  many 
sleepless  nights.  Perhaps  he  remembered  that  excellent 
axiom  of  the  Barbier  de  Seville,—-"  Ce  qui  ne  vaut  pas  la 
peine  d'etre  dit,  on  le  chante;"  and  under  this  sentence  I 
think  such  verses  as  the  following,  which  strongly  remind 
one  of  the  famous  Lilliputian  ode  in  the  Bath  Guide,  may 
fairly  enough  be  condemned  to  music. 

**FiUechere, 
Presd'unpere 

Yiens  mourir; 
Et  pardonne 
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Quand  il  donne 

La  couronne  ^ 

Du  martyr! 
Plas  de  plainte — 
Yaine  crainte 
Est  eteinte 

En  mon  coeur ; 
Saint  delirel 
Dieu  m^iospire, 
£t  j'eipire 

Vainqueur." 

Unhappily,  however^  the  mosic  is  at  least  as  worthless  as  the 
rhymes.  There  is  one  passage,  nevertheless,  that  is  singa- 
larly  impressive  and  beautifnl.  This  is  the  chorus  at  the  open- 
ing of  the  second  act,  where  a  party  of  Jews  assembled  to  eat 
the  passover  chant  a  grace  in  these  words  :— 

"  oh !  Dieu  de  nos  peres ! 
Toi  qui  nous  edaires, 
Parmi  nous  descends !  '* 
etc.  etc.  etc. 

This  is  very  fine,  bat  perhaps  it  approaches  rather  too  closely 
to  the  '*  Dieu  dlsra^l"  in  M^hul's  opera  of  ''Joseph"  to  be 
greatly  vaunted  on  the  score  of  originality. 

Yet,  with  all  these  ''  points  of  'vantage"  at  which  it  may 
be  hostilely  attacked,  ''  La  Jnive"  draws  thousands  to  gaze 
at  its  splendour  every  time  it  is  performed.  Twice  we  at- 
tempted to  get  in  without  having  secured  places,  and  were  told 
on  both  occasions  that  there  was  not  even  standing-room  for 
gentlemen. 

Among  its  attractions  are  two  which  are  alike  new  to  me 
as  belonging  to  an  opera  :  one  is  the  performance  of  the  ''  Te 
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Deum  laudamus,"  and  the  oiher  the  entrance  of  FranconPs 
troop  of  horse. 

But,  after  all,  it  v^as  clear  enough  that,  whatever  may  have 
been  the  original  object  of  this  insiiiatioii,  with  its  nursery 
academies  of  music  and  dancing,  its  royal  patronage  and  le- 
galised extravagance,  its  present  glory  rests  almost  wholly  on 
the  talents  of  the  Taglbni  family,  and  with  the  sundry  MM. 
decorateurs  who  have  imagined  and  arranged  the  getting  up 
this  extraordinary  specimen  of  scenic  magnificence,  as  well 
as  the  many  others  of  the  same  kind  which  have  preceded 
it. 

I  have  seen  many  very  fine  shows  of  the  kind  in  London, 
but  certainly  never  anything  that  could  at  all  be  compared 
with  this.  Individuaf  scenes — as,  for  instance,  that  of  the 
masqued  ball  in  ^^  Guslavns"— may  equal,  by  the  effect  of  the 
first  coup-d'ceil,  any  scene  in  "  La  Juive";  but  it  is  the  extra- 
ordinary propriety  and  perfection  of  all  the  accessaries  which 
make  this  part  of  the  performance  worthy  of  a  critical  study 
from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of  it.  I  remember  reading  in 
some  history  of  Paris,  that  il  was  the  fashion  to  be  so  pri- 
dense  as  to  the  correctness  of  the  costumes  of  the  French 
opera,  that  the  manager  could  not  venture  to  bring  out  ''Les 
Trois  Sullanes''  without  sending  to  Constantinople  to  obtain 
the  dresses.  A  very  considerable  portion  of  the  same  spirit 
has  evidently  been  at  work  to  render  the  appearance  of  a  lai^ 
detachment  of  the  court  of  Rome  and  the  whole  court  of  the 
Emperor  Sigismund  eomme  il  faut  upon  the  scene. 

But,  with  all  a  woman's  weakness  at  my  heart  in  favour  of 
velvet,  satin,  gold  tissue,  and  ermine,  I  cannot  but  confess 
that  these  things,  important  as  they  are,  appear  but  secondary 
aids  in  the  magical  scenic  effects  of  ^  'La  Juive/'  The  arrange- 
ment and  management  of  the  scenery  were  to  me  perfectly 
new.    The  coulisses  have  vanished,  side  scenes  are  no  more. 
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— and,  what  is  more  important  still,  thisse  admirable  mecha- 
nists have  found  the  way  of  throwing  across  the  stage  those 
accidental  masses  of  shadow  by  aid  of  which  Nature  produces 
her  most  brilliant  effects ;  so  that,  instead  of  the  aching  eyes 
having  to  gaze  upon  a  blaze  of  reflected  light,  relieved  only 
by  an  occasional  dip  of  the  foot-lights  and  a  sudden  paling  of 
gas  in  order  to  enact  night,  they  are  now  enchanted  and  be- 
guiled by  exactly  such  a  mixture  of  light  and  shade  as  an  able 
painter  would  give  to  a  picture. 

How  this  is  effected,  Heaven  knows !  There  are,  I  am  very 
sure,  more  things  at  present  above,  about,  and  underneath 
the  opera  stage,  than  are  dreamed  of  in  any  philosophy,  ex- 
cepting that  of  a  Parisian  carpenter.  In  the  first  scene  of  the 
'^  Juive,"  a  very  noble-looking  church  rears  its  sombre  front 
exactly  in  the  centre  of  the  stage,  throwing  as  fine,  rich,  deep 
a  shadow  on  one  side  of  it  as  Notre  Dame  herself  could  do. 
In  another  scene,  half  the  stage  appears  to  be  sunk  below  the 
level  of  the  eye,  and  is  totally  lost  sight  of,  a  low  parapet  wall 
marking  the  boundary  of  the  seeming  river. 

Our  box  was  excellently  situated,  and  by  no  means  distant 
fi*om  the  stage;  yet  we  often  found  it  impossible  to  determine 
at  what  point,  in  different  directions,  the  boards  ended  and 
the  scenery  began.  The  arrangement  of  the  groups  too,  not 
merely  in  combinations  of  grace  and  beauty,  but  in  such  bold, 
easy,  and  picturesque  variety,  that  one  might  fancy  Murillo 
had  made  the  sketches  for  them,  was  another  source  of  won- 
der and  admiration ;  and  had  all  these  pretly  sights  been 
shown  us  in  the  course  of  two  acts  instead  of  five,  I  am  sure 
we  should  have  gone  home  quite  delighted  and  in  the  highest 
possible  good-humour.  But  five  acts  of  raree-show  is  too 
much;  and  accordingly  we  yai^ned,  and  talked  of  Gr^try, 
M^hul,  Nicoio,  and  I  know  not  whom  beside ;— in  short,  be- 
came as  splenetic  and  pedantic  as  possible. 
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We  indulged  onrseWes  occasionally  in  this  unamiable  mood 
by  commnnicating  onr  feelings  to  each  other,  in  a  whisper 
however  which  could  not  go  beyond  onr  own  box,  and  with 
the  less  restraint  because  we  felt  sure  that  the  one  stranger 
gentleman  who  shared  it  with  us  could  not  understand  onr 
language.  But  herein  we  ^regiously  deceived  ourselves : 
though  in  appearance  he  was  Frangais  jusquaux  angles^  we 
soon  found  out  that  he  could  speak  English  as  well  as  any  ctf 
us;  and,  with  much  real  politeness,  he  had  the  good-nature  to 
let  us  know  this  before  we  had  uttered  anything  too  pro- 
foundly John  Bullish  to  be  forgiven. 

Fortunately,  too,  it  appeared  that  onr  judgments  accorded 
as  well  as  if  we  had  all  been  born  in  the  same  parish.  He 
lamented  the  decadence  of  music  in  this,  which  ought  to  be 
its  especial  theatre ;  but  spoke  with  enthusiasm  of  theThedtre 
Italien,  and  its  great  superiority  in  science  over  every  other 
in  Paris.  This  theatre,  to  my  great  vexation,  is  now  closed ; 
but  I  well  remember  that  such  too  was  my  judgment  of  it 
some  seven  years  ago. 

The  English  and  the  French  are  generally  classed  together 
as  having  neither  one  nor  the  other  any  really  national  music 
of  their  own.  We  have  both  of  us,  however,  some  sweet 
and  perfectly  original  airs,  which  will  endure  as  long  as  the 
modulations  of  sound  are  permitted  to  enchant  our  mortal 
ears.  Nevertheless,  I  am  not  going  to  appeal  against  a  sen- 
tence too  often  repeated  not  to  be  universally  received  as 
truth.  But,  notwithstanding  this  absence  of  any  distinct 
school  of  national  music,  it  is  impossible  to  doubt  that  the 
people  of  both  countries  are  fondly  attached  to  the  science. 
More  sacrifices  are  made  by  both  to  obtain  good  music  than 
the  happy  German  and  Italian  people  would  ever  dream  of 
making.  Nor  would  it,  I  think,  be  fair  to  argue,  from  the 
present  style  of  the  performances  at  the  Academic,  that  the 
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love  of  music  is  on  the  decline  here.  The  unbounded  expense 
bestowed  upon  decorations,  and  the  pomp  and  splendour  of 
effect  which  results  from  it,  are  quite  enough  to  attract  and 
dazzle  the  eyes  of  a  more  ^'thinking  people"  than  the  Parisians ; 
and  the  unprecedented  perfection  to  which  the  mechanists 
have  brought  the  delusion  of  still-life  seems  to  permit  a  relax- 
ation in  the  efforts  of  the  manager  to  obtain  attraction  from 
other  sources. 

But  this  will  not  last.  The  French  people  really  love 
music,  and  will  have  it.  It  is  more  than  probable  that  the 
musical  branch  of  this  academic  establishment  will  soon  revive ; 
and  if  in  doing  so  it  preserve  its  present  superiority  of  de- 
coration, it  will  again  become  an  amusement  of  unrivalled 
attraction. 

I  believe  the  French  themselves  generally  consider  us  as 
having  less  claim  to  the  reputation  of  musical  amateurship 
than  themselves ;  but,  with  much  respect  for  their  judgment 
on  such  subjects,  I  differ  from  them  wholly  in  this.  When 
has  France  ever  shown,  either  in  her  capital  or  out  of  it,  such 
a  glorious  burst  of  musical  enthusiasm  as  produced  the 
festivals  of  Westminster  Abbey  and  of  York? 

It  was  not  for  the  sake  of  encouraging  an  English  school  of 
music,  certainly,  that  these  extraordinary  efforts  were  made. 
They  were  not  native  strains  which  rang  along  the  vaulted 
roofs ;  but  it  was  English  taste,  and  English  feeling,  which 
recently,  as  well  as  in  days  of  yore,  conceived  and  executed  a 
scheme  of  harmony  more  perfect  and  sublime  than  I  can 
remember  to  have  heard  of  elsewhere. 

I  doubt,  too,  if  in  any  country  a  musical  institution  can  be 
pointed  out  in  purer  taste  than  that  of  our  ancient  music 
concert.  The  style  and  manner  of  this  are  wholly  national, 
though  the  compositions  performed  there  are  but  partially  so; 
and  I  think  no  one  who  truly  and  deeply  loves  the  science  but 
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must  feel  that  there  is  a  character  in  it  which,  considering 
the  estimation  in  which  it  has  for  so  many  years  been  held, 
may  fiiirly  redeem  the  whole  nation  from  any  deficiency  in 
musical  taste. 

There  is  one  branch  of  the  ^'  gay  science/'  if  I  may  so  call 
it,  which  I  always  expect  to  find  in  France,  but  respecting 
which  I  have  hitherto  been  always  disappointed :  this  is  in 
the  humble  class  of  itinerant  musicians.  In  Germany  they 
abound;  and  it  not  seldom  happens  that  their  strains  arrest 
the  feet  and  enchant  the  ear  of  the  most  fastidious.  But 
whenever,  in  France,  I  have  encountered  an  ambnlant  trou- 
badour, I  confess  I  have  felt  no  inclination  to  linger  on  my 
way  to  listen  to  him.  I  do  not,  however,  mean  to  claim 
much  honour  for  ourselves  on  (he  score  of  our  travelling 
minstrels.  If  we  fail  to  pause  in  listening  to  those  of  France, 
we  seldom  fail  to  run  whenever  our  ears  are  overtaken  by 
our  own.  Yet  stiH  we  give  strong  proof  of  our  love  of  music, 
in  the  more  than  ordinary  strains  which  may  be  occasionally 
heard  before  every  coffee-house  in  London,  when  the  noise 
and  racket  of  the  morning  has  given  place  to  the  hours  of  enjoy- 
ment. I  have  heard  that  the  bands  of  wind  instruments  which 
nightly  parade  through  the  streets  of  London  receive  donations 
which,  taken  on  an  average  throughout  the  year,  would  be 
sufficient  to  support  a  theatre.  This  can  only  proceed  fvcm  a 
genuine  propensity  to  being  *^  moved  by  concord  of  sweet 
sounds ;"  for  no  fashion,  as  is  the  case  at  our  costly  operas,  leads 
to  it.  On  the  contrary,  it  is  most  decidedly  mauvais  ton  U)  be 
caught  listening  to  this  unexclusive  harmony;  yet  it  is  encou- 
raged in  a  degree  that  clearly  indicates  ihe  popular  feeling. 

Have  I  then  proved  to  your  satisfaction,  as  completely  as  I 
undoubtedly  have  to  my  own,  that  if  without  a  national  music, 
at  least  we  are  not  without  a  national  taste  for  it? 
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LETTER    LVI. 

The  Abbe  Duguerry. — His  eloquence.«-£xcur8ion  across  the  water. 
— Library  of  Ste.  GencTieve. — Copy-book  of  the  Daiiphin.^-St. 
l^tienne  du  Mout. — Pantheon. 

The  finest  sermon  I  have  heard  since  I  have  been  in  Paris 
— and,  I  am  almost  inclined  to  think,  the  finest  I  ever  heard 
any  where— was  preached  yesterday  by  the  Abb6  Duguerry  at 
St.  Roch.  It  was  a  discourse  calculated  to  benefit  all  Christian 
souls  of  every  sect  and  denomination  whatever—had  no  shade 
of  doctrinal  allusion  in  it  of  any  kind,  and  was  just  such  a 
sermon  as  one  could  wish  every  soi-disant  infidel  might  be 
forced  to  listen  to  while  the  eyes  of  a  Christian  congregation 
were  fixed  upon  him.  It  would  do  one  good  to  see  such  a 
being  cower  and  shrink,  in  the  midst  of  his  impotent  and 
petulant  arrogance,  to  feel  how  a  *'  plain  word  could  put  him 
down." 

The  Abbe  Duguerry  is  a  young  man,  apparently  under 
thirty ;  but  nature  seems  to  have  put  him  at  once  in  possession 
of  a  talent  which  generally  requires  long  years  to  bring  to 
perfection.  He  is  eloquent  in  the  very  best  manner ;  for  it  is 
an  eloquence  intended  rather  to  benefit  the  hearer  than  to 
do  honour  to  the  mere  human  talent  of  the  orator.  Beautifully 
as  his  periods  flowed,  I  felt  certain,  as  I  listened  to  him,  that 
their  harmonious  rhyihm  was  the  rcbult  of  no  study,  but  purely 
the  effect,  unconsciously  displayed,  of  a  fine  ear  and  an  almost 
unbounded  command  of  language.  He  had  studied  his 
matter,— he  had  studied  and  deeply  weighed  his  arguments; 
but,  for  his  style,  it  was  the  free  gift  of  Heaven. 

Extempore  preaching  has  always  appeared  to  me  to  be  a 
fearfully  presumptuous  exercise.  Thoughts  well  digested, 
expressions  carefully  chosen,  and  arguments  conscientiously 
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examined,  are  no  more  than  every  congregation  has  a  right 
to  expect  from  one  who  addresses  them  with  all  the  authority 
of  place  on  subjects  of  most  high  importance;  and  rare  indeed 
is  the  talent  which  can  produce  this  without  cautious  and 
deliberate  study.  But  in  listening  to  the  Abb^  Duguerry,  I 
perceived  it  was  possible  that  a  great  and  peculiar  talent, 
joined  to  early  and  constant  practice,  might  enable  a  man  to 
address  his  fellow-creatures  without  presumption,  even  though 
he  had  not  written  his  sermon;— yet  it  is  probable  that  I 
should  be  more  correct  were  I  to  say,  without  reading  it  to 
his  congregation,  for  it  is  hardly  possible  to  believe  tliat  such 
a  composition  was  actually  and  altogether  extempore. 

His  argument,  which  was  to  show  the  helpless  insufficiency 
of  man  without  the  assistance  of  revelation  and  religious  faith, 
was  never  lost  sight  of  for  an  instant.  There  was  no  weak 
wordiness,  no  repetition,  no  hackneyed  ornaments  of  rhetoric; 
but  it  was  the  voice  of  truth,  speaking  in  that  language  of 
universal  eloquence  which  all  nations  and  all  creeds  must 
feel ;  and  it  flowed  on  with  unbroken  clearness,  beauty,  and 
power,  to  the  end. 

Having  recently  quitted  Flanders,  where  everything  con- 
nected with  the  Roman  Catholic  worship  is  sustained  in  a 
style  of  stately  magnificence  which  plainly  speaks  its  Spanish 
origin,  I  am  continually  surprised  by  the  comparatively  simple 
vestments  and  absence  of  ostentatious  display  in  the  churches 
of  Paris.  At  the  metropolitan  church  of  Notre  Dame,  indeed, 
nothing  was  wanting  to  render  its  archiepiscopal  dignity 
conspicuous ;  but  everywhere  else,  there  was  a  great  deal  less 
of  pomp  and  circumstance  than  I  expected.  But  nowhere  is 
the  relaxation  of  clerical  dignity  in  the  clergy  of  Paris  so 
remarkable  as  in  the  appearance  of  the  young  priests  whom 
we  occasionally  meet  in  the  streets.  The  flowing  curls,  the 
simple  round  hat,  the  pantaloons^  and  in  some  cases  the  boots 
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also,  give  them  ihe  appearance  of  a  race  of  men  as  unlike  as 
possible  to  their  stiff  and  primitive  predecessors.  Yet  they 
all  look  flourishing,  and  well  pleased  with  themselves  and  the 
world  about  them:  but  little  of  mortification  'or  abstinence 
can  be  traced  on  their  countenances;  and  if  they  do  fast  for 
some  portion  of  every  week,  they  may  certainly  say  with 
Father  Philip,  that "  what  they  take  prospers  with  them  mar- 
vellously." 

We  have  this  morning  made  an  excursion  to  the  other  side 
pf  the  water,  which  always  seems  like  setting  out  upon  a 
journey ;  and  yet  I  know  not  why  it  should  be  so,  for  as  the 
river  is  not  very  wide,  the  bridges  are  not  very  long;  but  so 
it  is,  that  for  some  reason  or  other,  if  it  were  not  for  the 
magnetic  Abbaye-aux-Bois,  we  should  very  rarely  find 
ourselves  on  the  left  bank  of  the  Seine. 

On  this  occasion,  our  object  was  to  visit  the  famous  old 
library  of  Ste.  Genevieve,  on  the  invitation  of  a  gentleman 
who  is  one  of  the  librarians.  Nothingcan  be  more  interesting 
than  an  expedition  of  this  sort,  with  an  intelligent  and  obliging 
cicisbeo,  who  knows  everything  concerning  the  objects 
displayed  before  you,  and  is  kindly  willing  to  communicate 
as  much  of  his  savoir  as  the  time  may  allow,  or  as  may  be 
necessary  to  make  the  different  objects  examined  come  forth 
from  that  venerable  but  incomprehensible  accumulation  of 
treasures,  which  form  the  ^ass  of  all  the  libraries  and 
museums  in  the  world,  and  which,  be  he  as  innocent  of 
curiosity  as  an  angei,  every  stranger  is  bound  over  to  visit, 
ynder  penalty,  when  honestly  reciting  his  adventures,  of 
hearing  exclamations  from  all  the  friends  he  left  at  home,  of 
.— "  What!  .  .  ,  did  you  not  see  that? .  . .  Then  you  have 
seen  nothing !'' 

I  would  certainly  never  expose  myself  to  this  cuttiPg 
reproach,  could  I  always  secure  as  agreeable  a  companion  as 
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the  one  who  tempted  ns  to  mount  to  the  elevated  repository 
which  contains  the  hundred  thousand  volumes  of  the  royal 
lihrary  of  Ste.  Genevieve.  Were  I  a  student  there,  I  should 
jj^rumble  prodigiously  at  the  long  and  steep  ascent  to  this 
temple  of  all  sorts  of  learning;  but,  once  reached,  the  tranquil 
stillness,  and  the  perfect  seclusion  from  the  eternal  hum  of 
the  great  citythat  surrounds  it,  are  very  delightful,  and  might, 
I  think,  act  as  a  sedative  upon  the  most  restive  and  tmant 
imagination  that  everheseta  student. 

I  was  sorry  to  hear  that  symptoms  of  decay  in  the  timbers 
of  the  venerable  roof  make  it  probable  that  this  fine  old  room 
must  be  given  up,  and  the  large  collection  it  has  so  long 
sheltered  be  conveyed  elsewhere.  The  apartment  is  in  the 
form  of  a  cross,  with  a  dome  at  the  point  of  intersection, 
painted  by  the  elder  Restout.  Though  low,  and  in  fact 
occupying  only  the  roof  of  the  college,  formerly  the  Abbaye 
of  Sainte  Genevieve,  there  is  something  singularly  graceful 
and  pleasing  to  the  eye  in  this  extensive  chamber,  its  orna- 
ments and  general  arrangement;— something  monastic,  yet 
not  gloomy;  with  an  air  of  learned  ease,  and  comfortable 
exclusion  of  all  annoyance,  that  is  very  enviable. 

The  library  appears  to  be  kept  up  in  excellent  style,  and  in 
a  manner  to  give  full  effect  to  its  liberal  regulations,  which 
permit  the  use  of  every  volume  in  the  collection  to  all  the 
earth.  The  wandering  scholar  at  distance  from  his  own  learn- 
ed cell,  and  the  idle  reader  for  mere  amusement,  may  alike 
indulge  their  bookish  propensities  here,  with  exactly  the  same 
facilities  that  are  accorded  to  the  students  of  the  college.  The 
librarians  or  their  deputies  are  ready  to  deliver  to  them  any 
work  they  ask  for,  with  the  light  and  reasonable  condition 
annexed  that  the  reader  shall  accompany  the  person  who  is  to 
find  the  volume  or  volumes  required,  and  assist  in  conveying 
them  to  the  spot  which  he  has  selected  for  his  place  of  stndy. 
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The  long,  table  which  stretches  from  the  centre  under  the 
doom,  across  the  transepts  of  the  cross,  was  crowded  with 
young  men  when  we  were  there,  who  really  seemed  most 
perfectly  in  earnest  in  their  occupation—gazing  on  the  volumes 
before  them  *^  with  earnest  lodks  intent,"  even  while  a  lai^e 
party  swept  past  them  to  examine  a  curious  model  of  Rome 
placed  at  the  extremity  of  one  of  the  transepts.  A  rigorous 
silence,  however,  is  enjoined  in  this  portion  of  the  apartments; 
so  that  even  the  ladies  were  obliged  to  postpone  their 
questions  and  remarks  till  they  had  passed  out  of  it. 

After  looking  at  splendid  editions,  rare  copies,  and  so  forth, 
our  friend  led  us  to  some  small  rooms,  fitted  up  with  cases 
for  the  especial  protection  under  lock  and  key  of  the  manu- 
scripts of  the  collection.  Having  admired  the  spotless  vellum 
of  some,  and  the  fair  penmanship  of  oihers,  a  thin  morocco- 
bound  volume  was  put  into  my  hands,  which  looked  like  a 
young  lady's  collection  of  manuscript  waltzes.  This  was  the 
copy-book  of  the  Dauphin,  father  of  the  much-regretted  Duke 
de  Bourgogne,  and  grandfather  of  Louis  Quinze. 

The  characters  were  evidently  written  with  great  care. 
Each  page  contained  a  moral  axiom,  and  all  of  them  more  or 
less  especially  applicable  to  a  royal  pupil.  There  was  one  of 
these  which  I  thought  might  be  particularly  useful  to  all  such 
at  the  present  day:  it  was  entitled,  in  large  letters--' 

SE  MOQUEUR  DE  LIBBLLES 

—the  superfluous  d  being  erased  by  a  dash  of  the  master's  pen. 
Then  fdlowed,  in  extremely  clear  and  firm  characters,  these 
lines  :— 


Si  de  vos  actions  la  satyre  rejoue, 
Fdgnez  adroitemeut  de  ne  la  pas  ouir : 


II. 


tt. 
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Qui  releve  une  injure,  il  semble  qu*il  Tavoue; 
Qui  la  sail  mepriser,  la  feit  evanouir. 

L         LoL'is  Louis  Louis  Louis 

In  one  of  these  smaller  rooms  hangs  the  portrait  of  a  negress 
in  the  dressof  a  nun.  It  has  every  appearance  of  being  a  very 
old  painting,  and  our  friend  M.  G'*^'^'^*  told  us  that  a  legend 
had  been  ever  attached  to  it,  importing  that  it  was  the  por- 
trait of  a  daughter  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,  born  before  she 
left  France  for  Scotland.  What  could  have  originated  such 
a  very  disagreeable  piece  of  scandal,  it  is  difficult  to  imagine ; 
but  I  can  testify  that  all  the  internal  evidence  connected 
with  it  is  strong  against  its  truth,  for  no  human  countenance 
can  well  be  conceived  which  would  show  less  family  likeness 
to  our  lovely  and  unfortunate  northern  queen  than  does  that 
of  this  grim  sister. 

From  the  library  of  Ste.  Genevieve ,  we  went  under  the 
same  kind  escort  to  look  at  the  barbaric  but  graceful  vagaries 
of  St.  Etienne  du  Mont.  The  galleries  suspended  as  if  by 
magic  between  the  pillars  of  the  choir,  and  the  spiral  stair- 
cases leading  to  them,  out  of  all  order  as  they  are,  must  never- 
theless be  acknowledged  as  among  the  lightest  and  most  fairy- 
like  constructions  in  the  world.  This  singular  church,  capri- 
cious in  its  architecture  both  within  and  without,  is  iq  some 
parts  of  great  antiquity,  and  was  originally  built  as  a  chapel 
of  ease  to  the  old  church  of  Ste.  Genevieve,  which  stood  close 
beside  it,  and  of  which  the  lofty  old  tower  still  remains,  making 
part  of  the  college  buildings.  As  a  proof  of  the  entire  depen- 
dence of  this  pretty  little  church  upon  its  mother  edifice,  it  was 
not  permitted  to  have  any  separate  door  of  its  own,  the  only 
access  to  it  being  through  the  great  church.  This  subsidiary 
chapel,  now  dignified  into  a  parish  church,  has  at  different  pe- 
riods been  enlarged  and  beautified,  and  has  again  and  again 
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petitioned  for  leave  from  its  superior  to  have  a  door  of  its  own ; 
but  again  and  again  it  was  refused,  and  it  was  not  till  the  begin- 
ning of  the  sixteenth  century  that  this  modest  request  was  at 
length  granted.    The  great  Pascal  lies  buried  in  this  church. 

I  was  very  anxious  to  give  my  children  a  sight  of  the 
interior  of  that  beautiful  but  versatile  building  called,  when 
I  first  saw  it,  the  Pantheon— when  I  last  saw  it,  Ste.  Gene- 
vieve, and  which  is  now  again  known  to  all  the  world,  or  at 
least  to  that  part  of  it  which  has  been  fortunate  enough  to 
visit  Paris  since  the  immortal  days,  as  the  Pantheon. 

We  could  not,  however,  obtain  an  entrance  to  it ;  and  it  is 
very  likely  that  before  we  shall  again  find  ourselves  on  its 
simple  and  severe,  but  very  graceful  threshold,  it  will  have 
again  changed  its  vocation,  and  be  restored  to  the  use  of  the 
Christian  church.— Ainsi  soil-il ! 


LETTER    LVII. 

Little  Suppers.—  Great  Dinoers. — Affectation  of  Gourmandise, — Evil 
effects  of  **  dining  out." — Evening  Parties. — Dinners  in  private 
under  the  name  of  Luncheons. — Late  hours. 

How  I  mourn  for  the  departed  petits  soupers  of  Paris ! . . . . 
and  how  far  are  her  pompous  dinners  from  being  able  to 
atone  for  their  loss !  For  those  people,  and  I  am  afraid  there 
are  many  of  them,  who  really  and  literally  live  to  eat,  I 
know  that  the  word  '^dinner"  is  the  signal  and  symbol  of 
earth's  best,  and,  perhaps,  only  bliss.  For  them  the  steaming 
vapour,  the  tedious  long  array,  the  slow  and  solemn  progress 
of  a  diner  de  quatre  services,  offers  nothing  but  joy  and 
gladness;  but  what  is  it  to  those  who  only  eat  to  live? 

I  know  no  case  in  which  injustice  and  tyranny  are  so  often 


practised  fts  at  tlie  diim^-table.  Perhaps  twenty  people  sit 
down  to  dinner,  of  whom  sixteen  would  give  the  wodd  to  eat 
just  no  more  than  they  like  and  have  done  with  it ;  but  it  is 
known  to  the  Amphitryon  that  there  are  four  heavy  persons 
present  whose  souls  hover  over  his  ragodts  like  harpies  over 
the  feast  of  Phinsus,  and  they  must  not  be  disturbed,  or  re- 
vilings  instead  of  admiration  will  repay  the  outlay  and  ihe 
turmoil  of  the  banquet. 

A  tedious  dull  play,  followed  by  a  long,  noisy,  and  goB- 
powder-scented  pantomime,  upon  the  last  scene  of  which 
your  party  is  determined  to  see  the  curtain  fall;  a  heavy 
sermon  of  an  hour  long,  your  pew  being  exactly  in  front  •of 
the  preacher ;  a  morning  visit  from  a  lady  who  sends  her 
carriage  to  fetch  iher  boys  from  school  at  Wimbleton,  and 
comes  to  entertain  you  with  friendly  talk  about  her  servants 
till  it  comes  back— each  of  these  is  hard  to  bear  and  difficult 
to  escape;  but  which  of  them  can  compare  in  suffering  to  a 
•full-blown,  stiff,  stately  dinner  of  three  hours  long,  where 
the  talk  is  of  food,  and  the  only  relief  from  this  talk  is  to  eat 
it? ... .  How  can  you  get  away  ?  How  is  it. possible  -to  find 
or  invent  any  device  that  can  save  you  from  enduring  to  the 
end  ?  With  cheeks  burning  from  steam  and  vexation,  can 
you  plead  a  sudden  faintness?  Still  less  can  you  dare  to  tell 
4he  real  truth,  and  confess  that  you  are  dying  of  disgust  and 
ennui.  The  match  is  so  unfair  between  the  different  parties 
at  such  a  meeting  as  this-^the  victims  so  utterly  helpless! .... 
And,  after  all,  there  is  no  occasion  for  it.  Tn  London  there 
are  the  clubs  and  the  Clarendon ;  in  Paris  are  Pdrigord*s  and 
Vary's,  and  a  score  beside,  any  one  of  whom  could  furnish  a 
more  perfect  dinner  than  can  be  found  at  any  private  mansion 
whatever,  where  sufferings  are  often  inflicted  on  the  wretched 
lookers-on  very  nearly  approaching  to  those  necessary  for 
the  production  of  the  foie  gras. 
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Think  not,  however,  that  I  am  inclined  in  the  least 
degree  to  affect  indifference  or  dislike  to  an  elegant  well- 
spread  table :  on  the  contrary,  I  am  disposed  to  believe  that 
the  hours  when  mortals  meet  together,  ail  equally  disposed 
to  enjoy  t^iemselves  by  refreshing  the  spirits,  recruiting  the 
strength,  and  inspiring  the  wit,  with  the  cates  and  the  cups 
most  pleasing  to  the  palate  of  each,  may  be  reckoned,  without 
any  degradation  to  human  pride,  among  the  happiest  hours 
of  life.  But  tliis  no  more  resembles  the  endless  crammings  of 
a  repas  de  quatre  services^  than  a  work  in  four  volumes  on 
political  economy  to  an  epigram  in  four  lines  upon  the  author 
of  it. 

In  fact,  to  give  you  a  valuable  hint  upon  the  subject,  I  am 
persuaded  that  some  of  the  most  distinguished  gourmets  of 
the  age  have  plunged  themselves  and  their  disciples  into  a 
most  lamentable  error  in  this  matter.  They  have  overdone 
the  thing  altogether.  Their  object  is  to  excite  the  appetiie 
as  much  as  possible,  in  order  to  satisfy  it  as  largely  as  pos- 
sible; and  this  end  is  utterly  defeated  by  the  means  used. 
But  I  will  not  dwell  on  this;  neither  you  nor  I  are  very  particu- 
larly interested  in  the  success  either  of  the  French  or  English 
eaters  by  profession;  we  will  leave  them  to  study  their  own 
business  and  manage  it  as  well  as  they  can. 

For  the  more  philosophical  enjoyers  of  the  goods  the  gods 
provide  I  feel  more  interest,  amd  I  really  lament  the  weakness 
which  leads  so  many  of  them  to  follow  a  fashion  which  must 
be  so  contrary  to  all  their  ideas  of  real  enjoyment;  but,  unhap- 
pily, it  is  daily  becoming  more  necessary  for  every  man  who 
sits  down  at  a  fashionable  table  to  begin  talking  like  a  cook 
They  surely  mistake  the  thing  altogether.  This  is  not  the 
most  effectual  way  of  proving  the  keenness  of  their  gour  • 
mandise. 

In  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  I  believe  this  inordinate  passion 
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for  good  eating  is  pure  afFectation;  and  I  suspect  that  many  a 
man,  especially  many  a  young  man,  both  in  Paris  and  Lon- 
don, would  often  be  glad  to  eat  a  reasonably  good  dinner,  and 
then  change  the  air,  instead  of  sitting  hour  after  hour,  while 
dishes  are  brought  to  his  elbow  till  his  head  aches  in  shaking 
it  as  a  negative  to  the  offer  of  (hem,  were  it  not  thai  it  would 
be  so  dreadfully  bourgeois  to  confess  it. 

If,  however,  on  the  other  hand ,  an  incessant  and  pertina- 
cious ^'diner-out"  should  take  up  the  business  in  good 
earnest,  and  console  himself  for  ihe  long  sessions  he  endures 
by  really  eating  on  from  soup  to  ice,  what  a  heavy  penalty 
does  he  speedily  pay  for  it !  I  have  lived  long  enough  to 
watch  more  than  one  svelte,  graceful,  elegant  young  man,  the 
glory  of  the  drawing-room,  the  pride  of  the  Park,  the  hero 
of  Almack's,  growing  every  year  rounder  and  redder;  the 
clear  well-opened  eye  becoming  dull  and  leaden— the  bril- 
liant white  teeth  looking  *'  not  what  ihey  were,  but  quite 
the  reverse,"  till  the  noble-looking  animated  being,  that  one 
half  the  world  was  ready  to  love,  and  the  other  to  envy,  sank 
down  into  a  heavy,  clumsy,  middle-aged  gentleman,  before 
half  his  youth  was  fairly  past ;  and  this  solely  for  the  satisfaction 
of  continuing  to  eat  every  day  for  some  hours  after  he  had 
ceased  to  be  hungry. 

It  is  really  a  pity  that  every  one  beginning  this  career  does 
not  set  the  balance  of  what  he  will  gain  and  what  he  will  lose 
by  it  fairly  before  him.  If  this  were  done,  we  should  proba- 
bly have  much  fewer  theoretical  cooks  and  practical  crammers, 
but  many  more  lively  animated  table-companions,  who  might 
oftener  be  witty  themselves,  and  less  often  the  cause  of  wit 
in  others. 

The  fashion  for  assembling  large  parties,  instead  of  selecting 
small  ones,  is  on  all  occasions  a  grievous  injury  to  social  en- 
joyment.   It  began  perhaps  in  vanity  :  fine  ladies  wished  to 
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show  the  world  that  they  had  <^ a  dear  five  hundred  friends" 
ready  to  come  at  iheir  call.  But  as  everybody  complains  of  it 
as  a  bore,  from  Whitechapel  to  Belgrave- square,  and  from 
the  Faubourg  St.  Antoine  to  the  Faubourg  du  Ronle,  vanity 
would  now  be  likely  enough  to  put  a  general  stop  to  it,  were 
it  not  that  a  most  disagreeable  species  of  economy  prevents 
it.  ^'  A  large  party  kills  such  a  prodigious  number  of  birds," 
as  I  once  heard  a  friend  of  mine  say,  when  pleading  to  her 
husband  for  permission  to  overflow  her  dinner- table  first,  and 
then  her  drawing-rooms,  'Hhat  it  is  the  most  extravagant 
thing  in  the  world  to  have  a  small  one."  Now  this  is  terri- 
ble, because  it  is  true :  but,  at  least,  those  blest  with  wealth 
might  enjoy  the  extreme  luxury  of  having  just  as  many  peo- 
ple about  them  as  they  liked,  and  no  more ;  and  if  they  would 
but  be  so  very  obliging  as  to  set  the  fashion,  we  all  know  that 
it  would  speedily  be  followed  in  some  mode  or  other  by  all 
ranks,  till  it  would  be  considered  as  positively  mauvais  ton  to 
have  twice  as  many  people  in  your  house  as  you  have  chairs 
for  them  to  sit  on. 

The  pleasantest  evening  parties  remaining  in  Paris,  now 
that  such  delightful  little  committees  as  Moli^re  brings  toge- 
ther after  the  performance  of  ^^L'Ecoledes  Femmes"can  meet 
no  more,  are  those  assembled  by  an  announcement  made  by 
Madame  une  Telle  to  a  somewhat  select  circle,  that  she  shall 
be  at  home  on  a  certain  evening  in  every  week,  fortnight,  or 
month,  throughout  the  season.  This  done,  nothing  farther  is 
necessary ;  and  on  these  evenings  a  party  moderately  large 
drop  in  without  ceremony,  and  depart  without  restraint.  No 
preparation  is  made  beyond  a  few  additional  lights;  and  the 
albums  and  portfolios  in  one  room,  with  perhaps  a  harp  or 
pianoforte  in  another,  give  aid,  if  aid  be  wanted,  to  the  con- 
versation, going  on  in  both.    Ices,  eau  sucree,  syrup  of  fruits. 
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and  ganfires  are  brought  round,  and  (he  party  rarely  remain 
together  after  midnight. 

This  18  very  easy  and  agreeable,  incomparably  belter,  no 
donbt,  than  more  crowded  and  more  formal  assemblees. 
Neyertheless,  I  am  so  profoundly  rococo  as  to  regret  heartily 
the  passing  away  of  the  petits  soupers,  which  used  to  be  tlie 
faTOorile  scene  of  enjoyment,  and  the  chosen  arena  for  the 
exhibition  of  wii,  for  all  the  beaux  esprits,  male  and  female, 
of  Paris. 

I  was  told  last  spring,  in  London,  that  at  present  it  was  tiie 
parvenus  only  who  had  incomes  unscathed  by  the  stormy 
times,  and  that,  consequently,  it  was  rather  elegant  than 
otherwise  to  chanter  mis^e  upon  all  occasions.  I  moreover 
heard  a  distinguished  confectioner,  when  in  conversation 
with  a  lady  on  the  subject  of  a  ball-supper,. declare 4hat  *'  or* 
ders  were  so  slack,  that  he  had  countermanded  a  set  of  new 
ornaments  which  he  had  bespoken  from  Parb." 

Such  being  the  case,  what  an  excellent  opportunity  is  the 
present  for  a  little  remuement  in  the  style  of  giving  enter- 
tainments! Poverty  and  the  clubs  render  fine  dinners  at  once 
dangerous,  difficult,  and  unnecessary ;  but  does  it  follow  that 
men  and  women  are  no  more  to  meet  round  a  banqueting- 
table?  '^  Because  we  are  virtuous,  shall  there  be  no  more 
cakes  and  ale?" 

I  have  often  dreamed,  that  were  I  a  great  lady,  with 
houses  and  lands,  and  money  at  will,  I  would  see  if  I  conld 
not  break  through  the  tyrannous  yoke  of  fashion,  often  so 
confessedly  galling  to  the  patient  wearers  of  it,  and,  in  the 
place  of  heavy  endless  dinners,  which  often  make  bankrupt 
the  spirit  and  the  purse,  endeavour  to  bring  into  vogue  that 
prettiest  of  all  inventions  for  social  enjoyment— a  real  supper- 
table  :  not  a  long  board,  whereat  aching  limbs  and  languid 
eyes  may  yawningly  wait  to  receive   from   the   hand  of 
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Mr.  Gunter  what  must  cost  the  giver  more,  and  profit  the 
receiver  less,  than  any  imaginable  entertainment  of  the  kind 
I  propose,  and  which  might  be  spread  by  an  establishment  as 
simply  monte  as  that  of  any  gentleman  in  London. 

Then  think  of  the  luxury  of  sitting  down  at  a  lable  neither 
steaming  with  ragouts,  nor  having  dyspepsia  hid  under  every 
cover ;  where  neither  malignant  gout  stands  by,  nor  servants 
swarm  and  listen  to  every  idle  word ;  where  you  may  renew 
the  memory  of  the  sweet  strains  you  have  just  listened  to  at 
the  opera,  instead  of  sitting  npon  thorns  while  you  know  that 
your  favourite  overture  is  in  the  very  act  of  being  played  ! 
All  should  be  cool  and  refreshing,  nectarine  and  ambrosial,— 
uncrowded,  easy,  intimate,  and  as  witty  as  Englishmen  and 
Englishwomen  could  contrive  to  make  it ! 

Till  this  experiment  has  been  fairly  made  and  declared  to 
fail,  I  will  never  allow  that  the  conversational  powers  of  the 
women  of  England  have  been  fully  proved  and  found  want- 
ing. The  wit  of  Mercury  might  be  weighed  to  earth  by  the 
endurance  of  three  long  pompous  courses ;  and  w^ould  it  not 
require  spirits  lighter  and  brighter  than  those  of  a  Peri  to  sus- 
tain a  woman  gaily  through  the  solemn  ceremonies  of  a  fme 
dinner? 

In  truth,  the  whole  arrangement  appears  to  me  strangely 
defective  and  ill-contrived.  Let  English  ladies  be  sworn  to 
obey  the  laws  of  fashion  as  faithfully  as  they  will,  they  cannot 
live  till  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening  without  some  refreshment 
more  substantial  than  the  first  morning  meal.  In  honest  truth 
and  plain  English,  they  all  dine  in  the  most  unequivocal  man- 
ner at  two  or  three  o'clock ;  nay,  many  of  those  who  meet 
their  hungry  brethren  at  dinner-parties  have  taken  coffee  or 
tea  before  they  arrive  there.  Then  what  a  distasteful  tedious 
farce  does  the  fine  dinner  become ! 

Now  just  utter  a  *'  Passe  !  passe!"  and,  by  a  little  imagina- 
II.  e 
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live  legerdemain,  tarn  from  this  needless  dinner  (o  such  a 
petit  sonper  as  Madame  de  Maintenon  gave  of  yore.  Let 
Fancy  paint  the  contrast;  and  let  her  take  the  gayest  colours 
she  can  find,  she  cannot  make  it  too  striking.  You  must,  how- 
ever, rouse  your  courage,  and  strengthen  your  nerves,  that 
they  may  not  quail  before  this  fearful  word—suppER.  In 
truth,  the  sort  of  shudder  I  have  seen  pass  over  the  counte- 
nances of  some  fashionable  men  when  it  is  pronounced  may 
have  been  natural  and  unaffected  enough ;  for  who  that  has 
been  eating  in  despite  of  nature  from  eight  to  eleven  can  find 
anything  app^issant  in  this  word  '^  supper"  uttered  at 
twelve. 

But  if  we  could  persuade  Messieurs  nos  Maitres,  instead  of 
injuring  their  health  by  the  long  fast  which  now  precedes 
their  dinner,  during  which  they  walk,  talk,  ride,  drive,  read, 
play  billiards,  yawn— nay,  even  sleep,  to  while  away  the 
time,  and  to  accumulate,  as  it  were,  an  appetite  of  inordinate 
dimensions; — if,  instead  of  this,  they  would  for  one  season 
try  the  experiment  of  dining  at  five  o'clock,  and  condescend 
afterwards  to  permit  themselves  to  be  agreeable  in  the  draw- 
ing-room, they  would  find  their  wit  sparkle  brighter  than  the 
champagne  at  their  supper -tables,  and  moreover  their  mirrors 
would  pay  them  the  prettiest  compliments  in  the  world  be- 
fore they  had  tried  the  change  for  a  fortnight. 

But,  alas !  all  this  is  very  idle  speculation ;  for  I  am  not  a 
great  lady,  and  have  no  power  whatever  to  turn  dull  dinners 
into  gay  suppers,  lei  me  wish  it  as  much  as  I  may. 
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LETTER    LVIII. 

Hopital  des  En&ns  Trouves. — Its  doubtful  advantages. — Story  of  a 

Child  left  there. 

Like  diligent  sight-seers,  as  we  are,  we  have  been  to  visit 
the  hospital  for  les  Enfans  Trouves.    I  had  myself  gone  over 
every  part  of  the  establishment  several  years  before,  but  to  the 
rest  of  my  party  it  was  new— and  certainly  there  is  enough  of 
strangeness  in  the  spectacle  to  repay  a  drive  to  the  Rue  d'En- 
fer.    Our  kind  friend  and  physician,  Dr.  Mojon,  who  by  the 
way  is  one  of  the  most  amiable  men  and  most  skilful  physicians 
in  Paris,  was  the  person  who  introdaced  us;  and  his  jic- 
quaintance  with  the  visiting  physician,  who  attended  us  round 
the  rooms,  enabled  us  to  obtain  much  interesting  infurma- 
tion.    But,  alas !  it  seems  as  if  every  question  asked  on  this 
subject  could  only  elicit  a  painful  answer.    The  charity  itself, 
noble  as  it  is  in  extent,  and  admirable  for  the  excellent  order 
which  reigns  throughout  every  department  of  it,  is,  I  fear, 
but  a  very  doubtful  good.    If  it  tend,  as  it  doubtless  must  do, 
to  prevent  the  unnatural  crime  of  infanticide,  it  leads  directly 
to  one  hardly  less  hateful  in  the  perpetration,  and  perhaps 
more  cruel  in  its  result,— namely,  that  of  abandoning  the 
creature  whom  nature,  unless  very  fearfully  distorted,  renders 
dearer  than  life.    Nor  is  it  the  least  melancholy  part  of  the 
specaiation  to  know  that  one  fourth  of  the  innocent  creatures, 
who  are  deposited  at  the  average  rate  of  above  twenty  each 
day,  die  within  the  first  year  of  their  lives.  But  this,  after  all, 
perhaps  is  no  very  just  cause  of  lamentation :  one  of  the  sisters 
of  charity  who  attend  at  the  hospital  told  me,  in  reply  to  an 
inquiry  respecting  the  education  of  these  immortal  but  unva- 
lued beings,  that  the  charity  extended  not  its  cares  beyond 
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preserving  their  animal  life  and  health— that  no  education 
whatever  was  provided  for  them,  and  that,  unless  some  lucky 
and  most  rare  accident  occurred  to  change  their  destiny,  they 
generally  grew  up  in  very  nearly  the  same  state  as  the  animals 
bred  upon  the  farms  which  received  them. 

Peasants  come  on  fixed  days— two  or  three  times  a  week, 
I  believe— to  receive  the  children  who  appear  likely  to  live,  as 
nurslings ;  and  they  convey  them  into  the  country,  sometimes 
to  a  great  distance  from  Paris,  partly  for  the  sake  of  a  consi- 
deration in  money  which  they  receive,  but  chiefly  for  the  va- 
lue of  their  labour. 

It  is  a  singular  fact,  that  during  the  years  which  immedi- 
ately followed  the  revolution,  the  number  of  children  deposited 
at  the  hospital  was  greatly  diminished;  but,  among  those  de- 
posited, the  proportion  of  deaths  w^as  still  more  greatly  in* 
creased.  In  4797,  for  instance,  5,746  children  were  received, 
5,408  of  whom  died. 

I  have  lately  heard  a  story,  of  which  a  child  received  af 
this  hospital  is  in  some  sort  the  heroine ;  and  as  I  thought  it 
sufficiently  interesting  to  insert  in  my  note-book,  I  am  tempted 
to  transcribe  it  for  you.  The  circumstances  occurred  during 
the  period  which  immediately  followed  the  iSrst  revolution ; 
but  the  events  were  merely  domestic,  and  took  no  colour  from 
the  times. 

M.  le  Comte  de  g  *  *  *  *  was  a  nobleman  of  quiet  and 
retired  habits,  whom  delicate  health  had  early  induced  to  quit 
the  service,  the  court,  and  the  town.  He  resided  wholly  at 
a  paternal  chSteau  in  Normandy,  where  his  forefathers  had 
resided  before  him  too  usefully  and  too  unostentatiously  to 
have  suffered  from  the  devastating  effects  of  the  revolution. 
The  neighbours,  instead  of  violating  their  property,  had  pro- 
tected it;  and  in  the  year  4799,  when  my  story  begins,  the 
count  with  his  wife  and  one  little  daughter  were  as  quietly 
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inhabiting  the  mansion  his  ancestors  had  inhabited  before  him, 
as  if  it  stood  on  English  soil. 

It  happened,  during  that  year,  that  the  wife  of  a  peasant  on 
his  estate,  who  had  twice  before  made  ajourney  to  Paris,  to 
take  a  nursling  from  among  the  enfans  trouv^s,  again  lost  a 
new-born  baby,  and  again  determined  upon  supplying  its 
place  from  the  hospital.  It  seemed  that  the  poor  woman 
was  either  a  bad  nurse  or  a  most  unlucky  one;  for  not 
only  had  she  lost  three  of  her  own,  but  her  two  foster-children 
also. 

Of  this  excursion,  however,  she  prophesied  a  better  result; 
for  the  sister  of  charity,  when  she  placed  in  her  arms  the  baby 
now  consigned  to  her  care,  assured  her  it  was  the  loveliest 
and  most  promising  child  she  had  seen  deposited  during  ten 
years  of  constant  attendance  among  the  enfans  trouves.  Nor  - 
were  her  hopes  disappointed  :  the  little  Alexa  (for  such  was 
the  name  pinned  on  her  dress)  was  at  five  years  old  so  beauti- 
ful, so  attractive,  so  touching,  with  her  large  blue  eyes  and 
dark  chestnut  curls,  that  she  was  known  and  talked  of  for  a 
league  round  Pont  St.  Jacques.  M.  and  Madame  de  G  *  '^^  *  *, 
with  their  little  girl,  never  passed  the  cottage  without  entering 
to  look  at  and  caress  the  lovely  child. 

Isabeau  de  G  *  *  *  *  was  just  three  years  older  than  the 
little  foundling ;  but  a  most  close  alliance  subsisted  between 
them.  The  young  heiress,  with  all  the  ptide  of  a  juvenile 
senior,  delighted  in  nothing  so  much  as  in  extending  her 
patronage  and  protection  to  the  pretty  Alexa ;  and  the  forsaken 
child  gave  her  in  return  the  '\^Hm%ces  of  her  warm  heart's 
fondness. 

No  Sunday  evening  ever  passed  throughout  the  summer 
without  seeing  all  the  village  assembled  under  an  enormous 
lime-tree,  that  grew  upon  a  sort  of  platform  in  front  of  the 
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primitiTe  old  mansion,  with  a  pepper-box  at  each  corner, 
dignified  with  the  title  of  Chdteaa  Tourelles. 

The  circular  bench  which  surrounded  this  giant  tree 
afforded  a  resting-place  for  the  old  folks;— the  young  ones 
danced  on  the  green  before  them— and  the  children  rolled  on 
the  grass,  and  made  garlands  of  butter-cups,  and  rosaries  of 
daisies,  to  their  hearts'  content.  On  these  occasions  it  was 
of  custom  immemorial  that  M.  le  Comte  and  Madame  la 
Comtesse,  with  as  many  offspring  as  they  were  blessed  withal, 
should  walk  down  the  strait  pebbled  walk  which  led  from  the 
chateau  to  the  tree  exactly  as  the  clock  struck  four,  there  (o 
remain  for  thirty  minutes  and  no  longer,  smiling,  nodding, 
and  now  and  then  gossiping  a  little,  to  all  the  poor  bodies 
who  chose  to  approach  them. 

Of  late  years.  Mademoiselle  Isabean  had  established  a 
custom  which  shortened  the  time  of  her  personal  appearance 
before  the  eyes  of  her  future  tenants  to  somewhat  less  than 
one-sixth  of  the  allotted  time ;  for  five  minutes  never  elapsed 
after  the  little  lady  reached  the  tree,  before  she  contrived  to 
slip  her  tiny  hand  out  of  her  mother's,  and  pounce  upon  the 
little  Alexa,  who,  on  her  side,  had  long  learned  to  turn  her 
beautiful  eyes  towards  the  chliteau  the  moment  she  reached 
the  ground,  nor  removed  them  till  they  found  Isabeau's  bright 
face  to  rest  upon  instead.  As  soon  as  she  had  got  possession 
of  her  pet,  the  young  lady,  who  had  not  perhaps  altogether 
escaped  spoiling,  ran  off  with  her,  without  asking  leave  of 
any,  and  enjoyed,  either  in  the  aristocratic  retirement  of  her 
own  nnrsery,  or  her  own  play-room,  or  her  own  garden, 
the  love,  admiration,  and  docile  obedience  of  her  little 
favourite. 

But  if  this  made  a  ffite  for  Isabeau,  it  was  something  dearer 
still  to  Alexa.    It  was  during  these  Sabbath  hours  that  the 
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poor  child  learned  to  be  aware  that  she  knew  a  great  many 
more  wonderful  things  than  either  P^re  Gautier  or  M^re 
Fran^ise.  She  learned  to  read— she  learned  to  speak  as 
good  French  as  Isabeao  or  her  Parisian  governess ;  she  learned 
to  love  nothing  so  well  as  the  books,  and  the  pianoforte,  and  the 
pictures,  and  the  flowers  of  her  pretty  patroness;  and,  unhap- 
pily, she  learned  also  to  dislike  nothing  so  much  as  the  dirty 
cottage  and  cross  voice  of  P^re  Gauthier,  who,  to  say  truth, 
did  little  else  but  scold  the  poor  forsaken  thing  through  every 
meal  of  the  week,  and  all  day  long  on  a  Sunday. 

Things  went  on  thus  without  a  shadow  of  turning  till 
Alexa  attained  her  tenth,  and  Isabeau  her  thirteenth  year. 
At  this  time  the  summer  Sunday  evenings  began  to  be  often 
tarnished  by  the  tears  of  the  foundling  as  she  opened  her 
heart  to  her  friend  concerning  the  sufferings  she  endured 
at  home.  P^re  Gantier  scolded  more  than  ever,  and  M^re 
Frangoise  expected  her  to  do  the  work  of  a  woman ;— in  short, 
every  day  that  passed  made  her  more  completely,  utterly, 
hopelessly  wretched ;  and  at  last  she  threw  her  arms  round 
the  neck  of  Isabean,  and  told  her  so,  adding,  in  a  voice 

choked  with  sobs,    ^'  that  she  wished that  she  wished 

4he  could  die ! '' 

They  were  sitting  together  on  a  small  couch  in  the  young 
heiress's  play-room  when  this  passionate  avowal  was  made. 
The  young  lady  disengaged  herself  from  the  arms  of  the 
weeping  child,  and  sat  for  a  few  moments  in  deep  medi- 
tation. ^^Sit  still  in  this  place,  Alexa,"  she  said  at  length, 
'^  till  I  return  to  you;"  and  having  thus  spoken,  with  an 
air  of  unusual  gravity  she  left  the  room. 

Alexa  was  so  accustomed  to  show  implicit  obedience  to 
whatever  her  friend  commanded,  that  she  never  thought  of 
quitting  the  place  where  she  was  left,  though  she  saw  the 
sun  set  behind,  the  hills  through  a  window  opposite  to  her, 
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and  then  watched .  the  bright  horizontal  beams  fading  into 
twilight,  and  twilight  vanishing  in  darkness.  It  was  strange, 
she  thought,  for  her  to  be  at  the  chateau  at  night ;  but  Ma- 
demoiselle Isabeau  had  bade  her  sit  there,  and  it  must  be 
right.  Weary  with  watching,  however,  she  first  dropped  her 
head  upon  the  arm  of  the  sofa,  then  drew  her  little  feet  up  to 
it,  and  at  last  fell  fast  asleep.  How  long  she  lay  there  my 
story  does  not  tell ;  but  when  she  awoke,  it  was  suddenly 
and  with  a  violent  start,  for  she  heard  the  voice  of  Madame 
de  G***  "^  and  felt  the  blaze  of  many  lights  upon  her  eyes. 
In  another  instant,  however,  they  were  sheltered  from  the 
painful  light  in  the  bosom  of  her  friend. 

Isabeau,  her  eyes  sparkling  with  even  more  than  their  usual 
brightness,  her  colour  raised,  and  out  ofbreath  with  haste  apd 
eagerness ,  pressed  her  fondly  to  her  heart,  and  covered  her 
curls  with  kisses;  then,  having  recovered  the  power  of  speak- 
ing, she  exclaimed,  '*  Look  up,  my  dear  Alexa !  You  are  to 
be  my  own  sister  for  evermore:  papa  and  mamma  have 
said  it.  Cross  P^re  Gautier  has  consented  to  give  you  up; 
and  Mere  Frangoise  is  to  have  little  Annette  Morneau  to  live 
with  her." 

How  this  had  all  been  arranged  it  is  needless  to  repeat, 
though  the  eager  supplication  of  the  daughter  and  the  gene- 
rous concessions  of  the  parents  made  a  very  pretty  scene  as  I 
heard  it  described ;  but  I  must  not  make  my  story  too  long. 
To  avoid  this,  I  will  now  slide  over  six  years,  and  bring  you  to 
a  fine  morning  in  the  year  484  4 ,  when  Isabeau  and  Alexa,  on 
returning  from  a  ramble  in  the  village,  found  Madame  de 
G'*^**'^  with  an  open  letter  in  her  hand,  and  an  air  of  unusual 
excitement  in  her  manner. 

*^  Isabeau,  my  dear  child,"  she  said,  "  your  father's  oldest 
friend,  the  Yicomle  de  C***,  is  returned  from  Spain.  Th«y 
are  come  to  pass  a  month  at  y ;  and  this  letter  is  to  beg 
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your  father  and  me  to  bring  yoa  to  them  immediately,  for 
they  were  in  the  house  when  you  were  born,  my  child,  and 
they  love  you  as  if  you  were  their  own.  Your  father  is  gone 
to  give  orders  about  horses  for  to-morrow*  Alexa  dear,  what 
will  you  do  without  us?" 

'^  Cannot  Alexa  go  too,  mamma?"  said  Isabeau. 

^*  Not  this  time,  my  dear  :  they  speak  of  having  their  cha- 
teau filled  with  guests." 

^'  Oh,  dearest  Isabeau !  do  not  stand  to  talk  about  me;  you 
know  I  do  not  love  strangers :  let  me  help  you  to  get  every- 
thing ready." 

The  party  set  off  the  next  morning,  and  Alexa,  for  the  first 
time  since  she  became  an  inhabitant  of  Chateau  Tourelles, 
was  left  without  Isabeau,  and  with  no  other  companion  than 
their  stiff  governess;  but  she  rallied  her  courage,  and  awaited 
their  return  with  all  the  philosophy  she  could  muster. 

Time  and  the  hour  wear  through  the  longest  fortnight, 
and  at  the  end  of  this  term  the  trio  returned  again.  The 
meeting  of  the  two  friends  was  almost  rapturous  :  Monsieur 
and  Madame  had  the  air  of  being  parfaitement  contents,  and 
all  things  seemed  to  go  on  as  usual.  Important  changes, 
however,  had  been  decided  on  during  this  visit.  The  Vi- 
comte  de  C.  had  one  son.  He  is  the  hero  of  my  story,  so 
belieye  him  at  once  to  be  a  most  charming  personage  in  all 
ways — and  in  fact  he  was  so.  A  marriage  between  him  and 
Isabeau  had  been  proposed  by  his  father,  and  cordially  agreed 
to  by  hers ;  but  it  was  decided  between  thenr  that  the  young 
people  should  see  something  more  of  each  other  before  this 
arrangement  was  announced  to  them,  for  both  parents  felt 
that  the  character  of  their  children  deserved  and  demanded 
rather  more  deference  to  their  inclinations  than  was  generally 
bought  necessary  in  family  compacts  of  this  nature. 

The  fortnight  had  passed  amidst  much  gaiety  :  every 
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evening  brought  waltzing  and  music ;  Isabeau  sang  a  ravir ; 
but  as  there  were  three  married  ladies  at  the  chateau  who 
proclaimed  themselves  to  be  unwearying  waltzers,  young 
Jules,  who  was  constrained  to  do  the  honours  of  his  father's 
house,  had  never  found  an  opportunity  to  dance  with  Isabeau 
excepting  for  the  last  waltz,  on  the  last  evening ;  and  then 
there  never  were  seen  two  young  people  waltzing  together 
with  more  awkward  restraint. 

Madame  de  G""**^,  however,  fancied  that  he  had  listened 
to  Isabeau's  songs  with  pleasure,  and  moreover  observed  to 
Monsieur  son  Mari  that  it  was  impossible  he  should  not  think 
her  beautiful. 

Madame  was  quite  right— Jules  did  think  her  daughter 
beautiful :  he  thought,  too,  that  her  voice  was  that  of  a  syren, 
and  that  it  would  be  easy  for  him  to  listen  to  her  till  he  forgot 
everything  else  in  the  world. 

I  would  not  be  so  abrupt  had  I  more  room ;  but  as  it  is 
necessary  to  hasten  over  the  ground,  I  must  tell  you  at  once 
that  Isabeau,  on  her  side,  was  much  in  the  same  situation. 
But  as  a  young  lady  should  never  give  her  heart  anywhere  till 
she  is  asked,  and  in  France  not  before  her  husband  has  politely 
expressed  his  wish  to  be  loved  a6  he  leads  her  to  her  carriage 
from  the  altar,  Isabeau  took  especial  good  care  that  nobody 
should  find  out  the  indiscretion  her  feelings  had  committed, 
and  having  not  only  a  mind  of  considerable  power,  but  also 
great  confidence  and  some  pride  in  her  own  strength,  she 
felt  little  fear  but  that  she  should  be  able  both  to  conceal  and 
conquer  a  passion  so  every  way  unauthorised. 

Now  it  unfortunately  happened  that  Jules  de  G.  was,  unlike 
the  generality  of  his  countrymen,  extremely  romantic  ;-~but 
he  had  passed  seven  years  in  Spain,  which  may  in  some  degree 
excuse  it.  His  education,  too,  had  been  almost  wholly  do- 
mestic :  he  knew  little  of  life  except  from  books,  and  he  had 
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learned  to  dread,  as  the  most  direful  misfortune  that  could 
befall  him,  the  becoming  enamoured  of,  and  perhaps  man  ying, 
a  woman  who  loved  him  not. 

Soon  after  the  departure  of  Isabeaa  and  her  parents,  the 
vicomte  hinted  to  his  son  that  he  thought  politeness  required 
a  return  of  the  visit  of  the  de  G****  family;  and  as  both 
himself  and  his  lady  were  un  pen  incommodis  by  some  ma- 
lady, real  or  supposititious,  he  conceived  that  it  would  be  right 
that  he,  Jules,  should  present  himself  at  Chateau  Tourelles 
to  make  their  excuses.    The  heart  of  Jules  gave  a  prodigious 
leap ;  but  it  was  not  wholly  a  sensation  of  pleasure  :  he  felt 
afraid  of  Isabeau,— he  was  afraid  of  loving  her,— he  remem- 
bered the  cold  and  calm  expression  of  countenance  with  which 
she  received  his  farewell— his  trembling  farewell— at  the 
door  of  the  carriage.    Yet  still  he  accepted  the  commission; 
and  in  ten  days  after  the  return  of  the  de  G****  family,  Jules 
de  C.  presented  himself  before  them.    His  reception  by  the 
comte  and  his  lady  was  Just  what  may  be  imagined,— all 
kindness  and  cordiality  of  welcome.    That  of  Isabeau  was 
constrained  and  cold.    She  turned  a  little  pale,  but  then  she 
blushed  again;  and  the  shy  Jules  saw  nothing  but  the  beauty 
of  the  blush— was  conscious  only  of  the  ceremonious  curtsy, 
and  the  cold  "  Bonjour,  Monsieur  Jules."    As  for  Alexa,  her 
only  feeling  was  that  of  extreme  surprise.    How  could  it  be 
that  Isabeau  had  seen  a  person  so  very  graceful,  handsome, 
and  elegant,  and  yet  never  say  one  word  to  her  about  him! 
....  Isabeau  must  be  blind,  insensible,  unfeeling,  not  toappre- 
ciate  belter  such  a  being  as  that.  Such  was  the  effect  produced 
by  the  appearance  of  Jules  on  the  mind  of  Alexa— the  beau- 
tiful, the  enthusiastic,  the  impassioned  Alexa.    From  that 
moment  a  most  cruel  game  of  cross  purposes  began  to  be 
played  at  Chateau  Tourelles.    Alexa  commenced  by  re- 
proaching Isabeau  for  her  coldness,  and  ended  by  confessing 
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that  she  heartily  wished  herself  as  cold.  Jules  ceased  not  to 
adore  Isabeau,  bat  every  day  strengthened  his  conviction  that 
she  could  never  love  him ;  and  Isabeaa,  while  every  passing 
hour  showed  more  to  love  in  Jules,  only  drew  from  thence' 
more  reasons  for  combating  and  conquering  the  flame  thai 
inwardly  consumed  her. 

There  could  not  be  a  greater  contrast  between  two  girls, 
both  good,  than  there  was  both  in  person  and  mind  between 
these  two  young  friends.  Isabeau  was  the  prettiest  little  bru- 
nette in  France — et  c'est  beaucoup  dire  :  Alexa  was,  perhaps, 
the  loveliest  blonde  in  the  world.  Isabeau,  with  strong 
feelings,  had  a  command  over  herself  that  never  failed  :  in  a 
good  cause,  she  could  have  perished  at  the  stake  without  a 
groan.  Alexa  could  feel,  perhaps  almost  as  strongly  as  her 
friend ;  but  to  combat  those  feelings  was  beyond  her  power : 
she  might  have  died  to  show  her  love,  but  not  to  conceal  it ; 
and  had  some  fearful  doom  awaited  her,  she  would  not  have 
lived  to  endure  it. 

Such  being  the  character  and  position  of  the  parties,  you 
will  easily  perceive  the  result.  Jules  soon  perceived  the  pas- 
sion with  which  he  had  inspired  the  young  and  beautiful  Alexa, 
and  his  heart,  wounded  by  the  uniform  reserve  of  Isabeau, 
repaid  her  with  a  warmth  of  gratitude,  whicih,  though  not 
love,  was  easily  mistaken  for  it  by  both  the  innocent  rivals. 
Poor  Jules  saw  that  it  was,  and  already  felt  his  honour  en- 
gaged to  ratify  hopes  which  he  had  never  intended  to  raise. 
Repeatedly  he  determined  to  leave  the  chateau^  and  never 
to  see  either  of  its  lovely  inmates  more;  but  whenever  he 
hinted  at  such  an  intention,  M.  and  Madame  de  G  *  *  *  ''^ 
opposed  it  in  such  a  manner  that  it  seemed  impossible  to  per- 
severe in  it.  They,  good  souls,  were  perfectly  satisfied  with 
the  aspect  of  affairs :  Isabeau  was  perhaps  a  little  pale,  but 
lovelier  than  ever;  and  the  eyes  of  Jules  were  so  often  fixed 
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upon  her,  that  there  could  be  no  doubt  as  to  his  feelings. 
They  were  very  right,— yet  alas !  they  were  very  wrong  too : 
but  the  situation  of  Alexa  put  her  so  completely  out  of  all 
question  of  marriage  with  a  gentleman  d'une  haute  nais- 
sance,  that  they  never  even  remembered  that  she  too  was 
constantly  with  Jules. 

About  three  weeks  had  passed  in  this  mischief-working 
manner,  when  Isabeau,  who  clearly  saw  traces  of  suffering 
on  the  handsome  face  of  poor  Jules,  believing  firmly  that  it 
arose  from  the  probable  difficulty  of  obtaining  his  high-born 
father's  consent  to  his  marriage  with  a  foundling,  delermin* 
ed  to  put  every  imaginable  means  in  requisition  to  assist  him. 
Alexa  had  upon  her  breast  a  mark,  evidently  produced 
by  gunpowder.     Her  nurse,  and  everybody  else  who  had 
seen  it,  declared  it  to  be  perfectly  shapeless,  and  probably  a 
failure  from  the  awkwardness  of  some  one  who  had  intended 
to  impress  a  cipher  there;  but  Isabeau  had  a  hundred  times 
examined  it,  and  as  often  declared  it  to  be  a  coronet.    Hi- 
therto this  notion  had  only  been  a  source  of  mirth  to  both  of 
them,  but  now  it  became  a  theme  of  incessant  and' most 
anxious  meditation  to  Isabeau .  She  remembered  to  have  heard 
that  when  a  child  is  deposited  at  the  Foundling  Hospital  of 
Paris,  everything,  whether  clothes  or  token,  which  is  left  with 
it.  is  preserved  and  registered,  with  the  name  and  the  date  of 
the  reception,  in  order,  if  reclamation  be  made  within  a  cer- 
tain time,  that  all  assistance  possible  shall  be  given  for  the 
identification.    What  space  this  '^  certain  time"  included  Isa- 
beau knew  not,  but  she  fancied  that  it  could  not  be  less  than 
twenty  years;  and  with  this  persuasion  she  determined  to  set 
about  an  inquiry  that  might  at  least  lead  to  the  knowledge 
either  that  some  particular  tokens  had  been  left  with  Alexa, 
or  that  there  were  none. 
With  this  sort  of  feverish  dream  working  in  lier  head,'Isa- 
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beau  rose  almost  before  daylight  one  morning,  and,  escaping 
the  observation  of  every  one,  let  herself  oat  by  the  door  of  a 
salon  which  opened  on  the  terrace,  and  hastened  to  the 
abode  of  IIMre  Frangoise.  It  was  some  time  before  she  could 
make  the  old  woman  understand  her  object ;  but  when  she 
did,  she  delared  herself  ready  to  do  all  and  everything  Ma- 
demoiselle desired  for  her  ^ '  dear  baby  ,'^  as  she  persisted  to 
call  the  tall,  the  graceful,  the  beautiful  Alexa. 

As  Isabeau  had  a  good  deal  of  trouble  to  make  her  plans 
and  projects  clearly  understood  to  M^re  Fran^oise,  it  will  be 
better  not  to  relate  particularly  what  passed  between  them : 
suffice  it  to  say,  that  by  dint  of  much  repetiton  and  a  tolerably 
heavy  purse,  Frangoise  at  last  agreed  to  set  off  fur  Paris  on 
the  following  morning,  ^'  without  telling  a  living  soul  what 
for."  Such  were  the  conditions  enforced ;  which  were  the 
more  easily  adhered  to,  because  cross  P^re  Gautier  had 
grumbled  himself  into  his  grave  some  years  before. 

On  reaching  the  hospital,  Fran^oise  made  her  demand,  ''de 
la  part  d'une  grande  dame,"  for  any  token  which  they  pos- 
sessed relative  to  a  baby  taken. . .  etc.  etc.  etc.  The  first  an- 
swer she  received  was,  that  the  time  of  limitation  for  such  in- 
quiries had  long  expired;  and  she  was  on  the  point  of  leaving 
the  bureau,  all  hope  of  intelligence  abandoned,  when  an  old 
sister  of  charity  who  chanced  to  be  there  for  some  message 
from  the  superior,  and  who  had  listened  to  her  inquiries  and 
all  the  particulars  thus  rehearsed,  stopped  her  by  saying,  that 
it  was  odd  enough  two  great  ladies  should  send  to  the  hospital 
with  inquiries  for  the  same  child.  ^'But,  however,"  she  added, 
"^  it  can't  much  matter  now  to  either  of  them,  for  the  baby 
died  before  it  was  a  twelvemonth  old." 

''Died !"  screamed  Fran^ise :  *'  why,  I  saw  her  but  four 
days  ago,  and  a  more  beautiful  creature  the  sun  never  shone 
upon." 
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An  explanation  ensaed,  not  very  clear  in  all  its  parts,  for 
there  had  evidently  been  some  blunder ;  but  it  plainly  appear- 
ed, that  within  a  year  after  the  child  was  sent  to  nurse,  in- 
quiries had  been  made  at  the  hospital  for  a  baby  bearing  the 
singular  name  of  Alexa,  and  stating  that  various  articles  were 
left  with  her  expressly  to  ensure  the  power  of  recognition. 
An  address  to  a  peasant  in  the  country  had  been  given  to  the 
persons  who  had  made  these  inquiries,  and  application  was 
immediately  made  to  her  ;  but  she  stated  that  the  baby  she 
had  received  from  the  hospital  at  the  time  named  had  died 
three  months  after  she  took  it ;  but  what  name  she  had  re- 
ceived with  it  she  could  not  remember,  as  she  called  it  Marie, 
after  the  baby  she  had  lost.  It  was  evident  from  this  state- 
ment that  a  mistake  had  been  made  between  the  two  women, 
who  had  each  taken  a  female  foundling  into  the  country  on 
the  same  day. 

It  was  more  easy,  however,  to  hit  the  blunder  than  to  re- 
pair it.  Communication  was  immediately  held  with  some  of 
the  chefs  of  the  establishment,  who,  having  put  in  action  every 
imaginable  contrivance  to  discover  any  tracts  which  might 
remain  of  the  persons  who  had  before  inquired  for  the  babe 
named  Alexa,  at  length  got  hold  of  a  man  who  had  often  acted 
as  commissionnaire  to  the  establishment,  and  who  said  he  re- 
membered ahovt  that  time  to  have  taken  letters  from  the  hos- 
pital to  a  fine  hdtel  near  the  Elys^  Bourbon. 

This  man  was  immediately  conveyed  to  the  Elysee  Bourbon, 
and  without  hesitation  pointed  out  the  mansion  to  which  he 
had  been  sent.  It  was  inhabited  by  an  English  gentleman 
blessed  with  a  family  of  twelve  children,  and  who  assured  the 
gentleman  entrusted  with  the  inquiry  that  he  had  not  only 
never  deposited  any  of  his  children  at  the  Enfans  Trouv^, 
bnt  that  he  could  not  give  them  the  slightest  assistance  in  dis- 
overing  whether  any  of  his  predecessors  in  that  mansion  had 
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done  so.  Discouraged,  but  not  chilled  in  the  ardour  of  his 
pursuit,  the  worthy  gentleman  proceeded  to  the  proprietor  of 
the  hdtel .  He  had  recently  purchased  it ;  from  him  he  repair- 
ed to  the  person  from  whom  he  had  bought  it;  he  was  only 
an  agent.  But  at  last,  by  means  of  indefatigable  exertion 
during  three  days,  he  discovered  that  the  individual  who  must 
have  inhabited  the  hdtel  when  these  messages  were  stated  to 
have  been  sent  thilher  from  theEnfans  Trouves  was  a  Russian 
nobleman  of  high  rank,  who,  it  was  believed,  was  now  resid- 
ing at  St.  Petersbourg.  His  name  and  title,  however,  were 
both  remembered ;  and  these,  with  a  document  stating  all 
that  was  known  of  the  transaction,  were  delivered  to  M^re 
FranQoise,  who,  hardly  knowing  if  she  had  succeeded  or  failed 
in  her  mission,  returned  to  her  young  employer  within  ten 
days  of  the  time  she  left  her. 

Isabeau,  generously  as  her  noble  heartbeat  at  learning  what 
she  could  not  but  consider  as  a  favourable  report  of  her  em- 
bassy, did  feel  nevertheless  something  like  a  pang  when  she 
remembered  to  what  this  success  would  lead.  But  she  mas- 
tered it,  and,  with  all  the  energy  of  her  character,  instantly 
set  to  work  to  pursue  her  enterprise  to  the  end.  It  was  cer- 
tainly a  relief  to  her  when  Jules,  after  passing  a  month  of  utter 
misery  in  the  society  of  the  woman  he  adored,  took  his  leave. 
The  old  people  were  still  perfectly  satisfied  :  it  was  not  the 
young  man's  business,  they  said,  to  break  through  the  reserve 
which  his  parents  had  enjoined,  and  a  few  days  would  doubt- 
less bring  letters  from  them  which  would  finally  settle  the 
business. 

Alexa  saw  him  depart  with  an  aching  heart;  but  she  believ- 
ed that  he  was  returning  home  only  to  ask  his  father's  con- 
sent to  their  union.  Isabeau  fed  her  hopes,  for  she  too  believ- 
ed that  the  young  man's  heart  was  given  to  Alexa.  During 
this  time  Isabeau  concealed  her  hope  of  discovering  the  pa- 
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rents  of  the  foundling  from  al^  Day  after  day  wore  away, 
and  broiigbt  no  tidings  from  Jules.  The  hope  of  Alexa  gave 
way  before  this  cruel  silence.  Thecircnmslancesofherbirlh, 
which  rankled  at  her  heart  more  deeply'  than  even  her  friend 
imagined,  now  came  before  her  in  a  more  dreadful  shape 
than  ever.  Sin,  shame,  and  misery  seemed  to  her  theonly  dot 
she  had  lo  bring  ia  marriage,  and  her  mind  brooded  over  this 
terrible  idea  till  it  overpoweredevery  other.  Herloveseemed 
to  sink  before  it ^  and,  after  a  sleeplessnightof  wretched  me- 
ditation, she  determined  never  to  bring  disgrace  upon  a  hus- 
band—she  hei  oically  determined  never  to  marry. 

As  she  was  opening  her  heart  onlhissad  subject  to  Isabeau, 
and  rq)ealing  to  her  with  great  solemnity  ihe resolution  she 
had  taken,  a  courier  covered  wilbdust  galloped  up  to  Ihedoor 
of  the  chateau.  Isabeau  insiantly  suspected  the  truth,  but 
could  only  say  a  bead  of  the  foundling, 

"  Look  up,  my  3  happy  at  least." 

Before  any  ei  Is  could  even  be  asked 

for,  a  splendid  }ped  at  the  door,  and, 

according  to  tt  s,  a  beautiful  lady  de- 

scended from  it  man  of  princely  rank  : 

in  brief,  for  1  Ci  tis  titles  and  honours, 

or  one  quarter  i  ch  had  led  to  Ihe  leav- 

ing their  onlyc  !^nfansTrouv^s,Alexa 

was  proved  to  be  the  sole  and  most  lawful  idol  and  heiress 
of  this  noble  pair.  The  wonder  and  joy,  and  all  ihat,  you 
must  guess  :  but  poor  Isabeau ! . . .  O !  that  all  this  hairiness 
could  but  have  fallen  upon  Ihem  before  she  had  seen  Jules 
de  G ! 

On  (he  following  raorning,  wiiile  Alexa,  seated  between  her 
parents,  was  telling  them  all  she  owed  to  Isabeau,  the  door 
of  the  apartment  opened  and  the  yonng  Jules  entered.  This 
was  the  moment  at  which  the  happy  girl  felt  the  value  of  alt 


she  I)ad  gained  nilh  the  most  full  and  perfect  consciousness 
of  felicity.  Her  bitter  hiimiiiation  was  changed  lo  triumph; 
but  Jules  saw  it  not— he  heard  not  the  pompous  titles  cf  her 
father  as  she  ]»*oudly  rehearsed  theiu,  hut,  in  a  voice  chok- 
ing with  emotion,  he  slaraiyered  out — "  Oil  done  est  Isa- 
beau?" 

A\exti  was  too  happy,  too  gloriously  happy,  to  heed  bis 
want  of  politeness,  hut  gaily  exclaiming,  "  Pardon,  maman  !" 
she  left  the  room  to  seek  for  her  friend. 

Jules  was  indeed  comeon  notriOiog  errand.  Hisfather, 
having  waited  in  vain  for  some  expression  of  his  feelings  re- 
specting tlie  cliarming  bride  he  intended  for  him,  at  last  in- 
formed him  of  his  engagement,  for  Uie  purpose  ofdiscoreriii); 
whether  the  young  man  were  actually  made  of  ice  or  no. 
On  this  point  he  was  speedily  satisfied;  for  the  intelligence 
robbed  the  timid  1<  Feelings,  and 

the  father  had  the  g  ithissonwas 

as  distractedly  in  lo  ;.    As  to  his 

doubu  and  his  feai  inghed  than 

to  scorn.    "Only  now, Jules," 

said  the  proud  fathe  her  parents, 

I  will  answer  for  ii  it  your  heart 

at  ease  at  once." 

With  a  courage  'hich  leads  a 

man  ttrra  and  erect  to  the  scaffold,  Jules  determined  to  follow 
this  advice,  and  arrived  at  GbStean  Tourelles  without  having 
once  thought  of  poor  Alexa  and  her  tell-tale  eyes  by  the  way ; 
— nay,  even  when  he  saw  her  before  him,  his  only  sensation 
was  that  oC  impatient  agony  that  the  moment  which  was  lo 
decide  upon  his  destiny  was  still  delayed. 

As  Alesa  opened  the  door  lo  seek  her  friend,  sheappeared, 
and  they  returned  together.  At  the  unexpected  sight  of 
Jules,  iMbean  losther  self-possession,  and  sank  nearly  fainting 
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on  a  chair.  In  an  instant  he  was  at  her  feet.  '^  Isabean  V  he 
exclaimed,  in  a  voice  at  once  solemn  and  impassioned — '*  Isa- 
JbesLU  I  I  adore  you— speak  my  fate  in  one  word !— Isabeau  / 
can  you  love  me  ?" 

The  noble  strangers  had  already  left  theroom.  They  per- 
ceived that  there  was  some  knotty  point  to  be  explained  upon 
which  their  presence  could  throw  no  light.  They  would  have 
led  their  daughter  with  them,  but  she  lingered.  ^^  One  mo- 
ment ....  and  I  will  follow  you,"  she  said.  Then  turning  to 
her  almost  fainting  friend,  she  exclaimed^  ''You  love  him, 
Isabean  I—and  it  is  I  who  have  divided  you  I"  ....  She  seized 
a  hand  of  each,  and,  joining  them  together,  bent  her  head 
upon  them  and  kissed  them  both.  '^  God  forever  bless  you, 
perfect  friend  !....  I  am  still  too  happy !«...  Believe  me,  Jules, 
— believe  me,  Isabeau,— I  am  happy— oh !  too  happy !"  The 
arms  that  were  thrown  round  them  both  relaxed  as  she  utter- 
^  these  words,  and  she  fell  to  the  ground. 

Alexa  never  spoke  again.  She  breathed  faintly  for  a  few 
hours,  and  then  expired,— the  victim  of  intense  feelings,  too 
long  and  too  severely  4ried. 

>f  *  H-  tf  •«  * 

This  story,  almost  verbally  as  I  have  repeated  it  to  you,  was 
told  me  by  a  lady  who  assured  me  that  she  knew  all  the  lead- 
ing facts  to  be  true ;  though  she  confessed  that  she  was  obliged 
to  pass  rather  slightly  over  some  of  the  details,  from  not  re- 
membering them  perfectly.  If  the  catastrophe  be  indeed  true, 
I  think  it  may  be  doubted  whether  the  poor  Alexa  died  from 
sorrow  or  from  joy. 
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LETTER    LIX. 

Proces  MoDstre.— Dislike  of  the  Prisoners  to  the  ceremony  of  Trial. 
— Societe  des  Droits  de  THomme. — Names  given  to  the  Sections. 
— Kitchen  and  Nursery  Literature.-— Anecdote  of  Lagrange. — Re- 
publican Law. 

It  is  a  long  time  since  I  have  permitted  a  word  to  escape 
me  about  the  trial  of  trials ;  but  do  not  therefore  imagine  that 
we  are  as  free  from  it  and  its  daily  echo  as  I  have  kindly  suffered 
you  lo  be. 

It  really  appears  to  me,  after  all,  that  this  monster  trial  is 
only  monstrous  because  the  prisoners  do  not  like  to  be  tried. 
There  may  perhaps  have  been  some  few  legal  incongruities 
in  the  manner  of  proceeding^  arising  very  naturally  from  the 
difficulty  of  ascertaining  exactly  what  the  law  is,  in  a  country 
so  often  subjected  to  revolution  as  this  has  been.  I  own  I 
have  not  yet  made  out  completely  to  my  own  satisfaction, 
whether  these  gentry  were  accused  in  the  first  instance  of 
high  treason,  or  whether  the  whole  proceedings  rest  upon  an 
indictment  for  a  breach  of  the  peace.  It  is  however  clear 
enough.  Heaven  knows,  both  from  evidence  and  from  their 
own  avowals,  that  if  they  were  not  arraigned  for  high  treason, 
many  of  them  were  unquestionably  guilty  of  it;  and  as  they 
have  all  repeatedly  proclaimed  that  it  was  their  wish  to  star.d 
or  fall  together,  I  confess  that  I  see  nothing  very  monstrous  in 
treating  them  all  as  traitors. 

It  is  only  within  these  few  last  hours  that  I  have  been  made 
to  undersund  what  object  these  simultaneous  risings  in  April 
4834  had  in  view.  The  document  which  has  been  now  put 
into  my  hands  appeared,  I  believe,  in  all  the  papers;  but  it 
was  to  me,  at  least,  one  of  the  thousand  things  that  the  eye 
glances  over  without  taking  the  trouble  of  communicating  to 
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the  mind  what  it  finds.  I  will  not  take  it  for  granted,  how- 
ever, that  you  are  as  ignorant  or  unobservant  as  myself,  dnd 
therefore  I  shall  not  recite  to  you  the  evidence  I  have  been 
just  reading  to  prove  that  the  union  calling  itself  ^'La  Soci^te 
des  Droits  de  I'Homme "  was  in  fact  the  main-spring  of  the 
whole  enterprise ;  but  in  case  the  expressive  titles  given  by  the 
central  committee  of  this  association  to  its  different  sections 
should  have  escaped  you,  I  will  transcribe  them  here,— or 
rather  a  part  of  them,  for  they  are  numerous  enough  to 
exhaust  your  patience,  and  mine  too,  were  I  to  give  them  all. 
Among  them,  I  find  as  pet  and  endearing  names  for  their 
separate  bands  of  employes  the  following  :  Section  Marat, 
Seciion  Robespierre,  Section  Quatre-vingt-Treize,  Section 
des  Jacobins ;  Section  de  Guerre  anx  Chateaux — Abolition 
de  la  Propriete— Mort  aux  Tyrans— Des  Piques — Canon  d'A- 
larme— Tocsin— Barricade  St.  Meri ,— and  one  which  when 
it  was  given  was  only  prophetic — Section  de  I'lnsurrection  de 
Lyon.  These  speak  pretty  plainly  what  sort  of  reform  these 
men  were  preparing  for  France;  and  the  trying  those  belong- 
ing to  them  who  were  taken  with  arms  in  their  hands  in  open 
rebellion  against  the  existing  government,  as  traitors,  cannot 
very  justly,  I  think,  be  stigmatised  as  an  act  of  tyranny,  or  in 
any  other  sense  as  a  monstrous  act. 

^he  most  monstrous  part  of  the  business  is  their  conceiving 
(as  the  most  conspicuous  among  them  declare  they  do)  that 
their  refusing  to  plead,  or,  as  they  are  pleased  to  call  it,  '^  re- 
fusing to  take  any  part  in  the  proceedings,"  was,  or  ought  to 
be,  reason  sufficient  for  immediately  stopping  all  such  pro- 
ceedings against  them.  These  persons  have  been  caught, 
with  arms  in  their  hands,  in  the  very  fact  of  enticing  their 
fellow-citizens  into  overt  acts  of  rebellion ;  but  because  they 
do  not  choose  (o  answer  when  they  are  called  upon,  the  court 
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ordained  to  try  them  are  stigmatised  as  monsters  and  assassins 
for  not  dismissing  them  untried ! 

If  this  is  to  succeed^  we  shall  find  the  fashion  obtain  vogue 
amongst  us,  more  rapidly  than  any  of  Madame  Leroy's. 
Where  is  the  murderer  arraigned  for  his  life  who  would  not 
choose  to  make  essay  of  so  easy  a  method  of  escaping  from 
the  necessity  of  answering  for  his  crime  ? 

The  trick  is  well  imagined,  and  the  degree  of  grave  atten*; 
tion  with  which  its  availability  is  canvassed — out  of  doors  at 
least— furnishes  an  excellent  specimen  of  the  confusion  of  in- 
tellect likely  to  ensue  from  confusion  of  laws  amidst  a  popu^ 
lation  greatly  given  to  the  study  of  politics. 

Never  was  there  a  finer  opportunity  for  revolution  and  an- 
archy  to  take  a  lesson  than  the  present.  It  is,  Ithink,  impos- 
sible for  a  mere  looker-on,  unbiassed  by  party  or  personal 
feelings  of  any  kind,  to  deny  that  the  government  of  Louis- ' 
Philippe  is  acting  at  this  trying  juncture  with  consummate 
courage,  wisdom,  and  justice ;  but  it  is  equally  impossible  not 
to  perceive  what  revolution  and  revolt  have  done  towards 
turning  lawful  power  into  tyranny.  This  is  and  ever  must 
be  inevitable  wherever  there  is  a  liope  existing  that  the 
government  which  follows  the  convulsion  shall  be  permanent. 

Fresh  convulsions  may  arise,— renewed  tumult,  destruc- 
tion of  property  and  risk  of  life  may  ensue ;  but  at  last  it 
must  happen  that  some  strong  hand  shall  seize  the  helm,  and 
keep  the  reeling  vessel  to  her  stays,  without  heeding  whether 
the  grasp  he  has  got  of  her  be  taken  in  conformity  to  received 
tactics  or  not. 

Hardly  a  day  passes  that  I  do  not  hear  of  some  proof  of  in- 
creased vigour  on  the  part  of  the  present  government  of 
France ;  and  though  I,  for  one.  am  certainly  very  far  from 
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approving  the  public  acts  whicii  have  given  the  present  dy- 
nasty its  power,  I  cannot  bat  admire  the  strength  and  ability 
with  which  it  is  sustained. 

The  example,  however,  can  avail  but  little  to  the  legitimate 
monarchs  who  still  occupy  the  thrones  their  forefathers  occu- 
pied before  them.  No  legitimate  sovereign,  possessing  no 
power  beyond  what  long-established  law  and  precedent  htive 
given  him,  could  dare  show  equal  boldness.  A  king  chosen 
in  a  rebellion  is  alone  capable  of  governing  rebels ;  and  happy 
is  it  for  the  hot-headed  jeunes  gens  of  France  that  they  have 
chanced  to  hit  upon  a  prince  who  is  neitlier  a  parvenu  nor  a 
mere  soldier !  The  first  would  have  had  no  lingering  kind- 
ness at  all  for  the  still-remembered  glories  of  the  land,  and 
the  last,  instead  of  trying  them  by  the  Chamber  of  Peers, 
would  have  had  them  up  by  fifties  to  a  drum-head  court-mar- 
tial, and  probably  have  ordered  the  most  troublesome  among 
them  to  be  picked  off  by  their  comrades,  ^s  an  exercise  at 
sharp-shooting,  and  as  a  useful  example  of  military  prompti- 
tude and  decision. 

The  present  government  has  indeed  many  things  in  its  fa- 
vour. The  absence  of  every  species  of  weakness  and  pusilla- 
nimity in  the  advisers  of  the  crown  is  one,  and  the  outrageous 
conduct  of  its  enemies  is  another. 

It  is  easy  to  perceive  in  the  journals,  and  indeed  in  all  the 
periodical  publicaticms  which  have  been  hitherto  considered 
as  belonging  to  the  opposition,  a  gradual  giving  way  before 
the  overwhelming  force  of  expediency.  Conciliatory  words 
come  dropping  in  to  the  steady  centre  from«cdt^  droit  and 
from  cdte  gauche  ^  and  the  louder  the  factious  rebels  roar 
around  them,  the  firmer  does  the  phalanx  in  which  rests  all 
the  real  strength  of  the  country  knit  itself  together. 

The  people  of  France  are  fully  awakened  to  the  feeling 
which  Sheridan  so  strongly  expresses  when  he  says,  that  ^'  the 
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altar  of  liberty  has  been  begrimed  at  once  with  blood  and 
mire/'  and  they  are  disposed  to  look  towai  ds  other  altars  for 
their  protection. 

All  the  world  are  sick  of  politics  in  England ;  and  ail  the 
world  are  sick  of  politics  in  France.  It  is  the  same  in  Spain, 
the  same  in  Italy,  the  same  in  Germany,  the  same  in  Russia. 
The  quiet  and  peaceably-disposed  are  wearied,  worried,  tor- 
mented, and  almost  stunned,  by  the  ceaseless  jarring  pro- 
duced by  the  confusion  into  which  bad  men  have  contrived  to 
throw  all  the  elements  of  social  life.  Chaos  seems  come 
again— a  moral  chaos,  far  worse  for  the  poor  animal  called 
man  than  any  that  a  comet's  tail  could  lash  the  earth  into.  I 
assure  you  I  often  feel  the  most  unfeigned  longing  to  be  out 
of  reach  of  every  sight  and  sound  which  must  perforce  mix  up 
questions  of  government  with  all  my  womanly  meditations  on 
lesser  things^  but  the  necessity  d«  parler  politique  seems  like 
an  evil  spirit  that  follows  wliithersoever  you  go. 

I  often  think,  that  among  all  the  revolutions  and  rumours 
of  revolutions  which  have  troubled  the  earth,  there  is  not  one 
so  remarkable  as  that  produced  on  conversation  within  the 
last  thirty  years.  I  speak  not,  however,  only  of  that  im- 
portant branch  of  it — ^*  the  polite  conversation  of  sensible 
women,"  but  of  all  the  talk  from  garret  to  cellar  throughout 
the  world.  Go  where  you  will,  it  is  the  same;  every 
living  soul  seems  persuaded  that  it  is  his  or  her  particular 
business  to  assist  in  arranging  the  political  condition  of  Eu- 
rope. 

A  friend  of  mine  entered  her  nursery  not  long  ago,  and 
spied  among  her  baby-linen  a  number  of  the  Westminster 
Quarterly  Review. 

*'  What  is  this,  Belty?"  said  she. 

*'It  is  only  a  book,  ma'am,  that  John  lent  me  to  ready' 
answered  the  maid , 
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^*  Upon  my  word,  Betty,"  replied  her  mistress,  "I  think 
you  would  be  much  better  employed  in  nursing  the  child  than 
in  reading  books  which  you  cannot  understand." 

''  It  does  not  hinder  me  from  nursing  tlie  child  at  all," 
rejoined  the  enlightened  young  woman,  ''for  I  read  as  the 
baby  lies  in  my  lap;  and  as  for  understanding  it,  i  don't  fear 
about  that,  for  John  sayis  it  is  no  more  than  what  it  is  the  duty 
of  everybody  to  understand." 

So  political  we  are,  and  political  we  must  be— for  John  says 
so. 

Wherefore  I  will  tell  you  a  little  anecdote  Apropos  of  the 
Proems  Monstre.  An  English  friend  of  mine  was  in  the  Court 
of  Peers  the  other  day,  when  the  prisoner  Lagrange  became 
so  noisy  and  troublesome  that  it  was  found  necessary  to  re- 
move him.  He  had  begun  to  utter  in  a  loud  voice,  which 
was  evidently  intended  to  overpower  the  proceedings  of  the 
court,  a  pompous  and  inflammatory  harangue,  accompanied 
with  much  vehement  action.  His  fellow-prisoners  listened, 
and  gazed  at  him  with  the  most  unequivocal  marks  of  wonder- 
ing admiration,  while  the  court  vainly  endeavoured  to  pro- 
cure order  and  silence. 

''  Remove  the  prisoner  Lagrange!"  was  at  last  spoken  by 
the  president— and  the  guards  proceeded  to  obey.  The  ora  • 
tor  struggled  violently,  continuing,  however,  all  the  time  to 
pour  forth  his  rhapsody. 

"  Yes !"  he  cried,—"  yes,  my  countrymen !  we  are  here  as 
a  sacrifice.  Behold  our  bosoms,  tyrants! .. ..  plunge  your 
assassin  daggers  in  our  breasts !  we  are  your  victims ....  ay , 
doom  us  jail  to  death,  we  are  ready— five  hundred  French 
bosoms  are  ready  to " 

Here  he  came  to  a  dead  stop :  his  struggles,  too,  suddenly 
ceased ....  He  had  dropped  his  cap,— the  cap  which  not  only 
performed  the  honourable  office  of  sheltering  the  exterior  of 

n,  7 


IM  PARIS 

his  patriotic  head,  hot  of  bearing  within  its  crown  the  written 
product  of  that  head's  inspired  eloqaence !  It  was  in  vain 
that  he  eagerly  looked  for  it  beneath  the  feet  of  his  gnards ;  the 
eap  had  been  already  kicked  by  the  crowd  for  beyond  his 
reach,  and  the  bereayed  orator  permitted  himself  to  be  led 
away  as  quiet  as  a  lamb. 

The  gentleman  who  related  this  circumstance  to  me  added, 
that  he  looked  into  several  papers  the  following  day,  expect- 
ing to  see  it  mentioned;  but  he  could  not  find  it,  and  express- 
ed his  surprise  to  a  friend  who  had  accompanied  him  into 
court,  and  who  had  also  seen  and  enjoyed  the  jest,  that  so 
laughable  a  circumstance  had  not  been  noticed.        » 

''  That  would  not  do  at  ail,  I  assure  yon,"  rephed  his  friend, 
who  was  a  Frenchman,  and  understood  the  politics  of  the 
free  press  perfectly ;  *^  there  is  hardly  one  of  them  who  woold 
not  be  afraid  of  making  a  joke  of  anything  respecting  les  pri- 
venus  d^Avril." 

Before  I  take  my  final  leave  of  these  precious  pr^venus,  I 
must  give  ypu  an  extract  from  a  curious  volume  lent  me  by 
my  kind  friend  M.  J  "^  ^  '^^  '^  '*^,  containing  a  table  of  the  law  re- 
ports inserted  in  the  Bulletin  of  the  Laws  of  the  Republic.  I 
have  found  among  them  ordinances  more  tyrannical  than 
ever  despot  passed  for  the  purpose  of  depriving  of  all  civil 
rights  his  fellow  men ;  but  the  one  I  am  about  to  give  you  is 
certainly  peculiarly  applicable  to  the  question  of  allowing  pri- 
soners to  choose  their  counsel  fk'om  among  persons  not  belong- 
ing to  the  bar,— a  question  which  has  been  setting  all  the  hot 
heads  of  Paris  in  a  fiame. 

^^  Loi  concemant  h  Tribunal  Rivoluiionnaire  du  22  Prat- 
rialy  Van  deuxi^me  de  la  Ripuhlique  Fran^aise  une  et  in- 
divisible. 

^<  La  loi  donne  pour  d^fenseurs  aux  patriotes  calomni^s,  (the 
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word  ^  accused'  was  too  harsh  to  use  in  the  case  of  these 
bloody  patriots,)— La  loi  donne  pour  d^fensenrs  aux  patriotes 
calomni^s,  des  jards  patriotes.  Elle  n'en  accorde  point  aux 
conspirateurs/' 

What  would  the  Liberals  of  Europe  have  said  of  King 
Louis-Philippe,  had  he  acted  upon  this  republican  principle? 
If  he  had,  he  might  perhaps  have  said  fairly  enough— 

"  Caesar  does  never  wrong  but  with  just  cause," 

for  they  have  chosen  to  take  their  defence  into  their  own 
hands ;  but  how  the  pure  patriote  of  Tan  deuxi^me  would 
explain  the  principle  on  which  they  acted,  it  would  require  a 
republican  to  tell. 
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Memoirs  of  M.  de  Chateaubriand.— Tbe  Readings  at  L'Abbaye-aux- 
Bois. — Account  of  these  in  the  French  Newspapers  and  Reviews. 

— Morning  at  the  Abbaye  to  hear  a  portion  of  these  Memoirs. 

The  Visit  to  Prague. 

In  several  visits  which  we  have  lately  made  to  the  ever- 
delightful  Abbaye-aux-Bois,  the  question  has  l)een  started,  as 
to  the  possibility  or  impossibility  of  my  being  permitted  to  be 
present  there  "  aux  lectures  des  Memoires  de  M.  de  Chateau- 
briand." 

The  apartment  of  my  agreeable  friend  and  countrywoman. 
Miss  Clarke,  also  in  this  same  charming  Abbaye,  was  the 
scene  of  more  than  one  of  these  anxious  consultations.  Against 
my  wishes— for  I  really  was  hdrdly  presumptuous  enough 
to  have  hopes— was  the  fact  that  these  lectures,  so  closely  pri- 
vate, yet  so  publicly  talked  of  and  envied,  were  for  the  pre- 
sent over— nay,  even  that  the  gentleman  who  had  been  the 
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reader  was  not  in  Paris.  But  what  cannot  zealoas  kindness 
effect?  Madame  Recamier  took. my  caase  in  hand,  and . . . 
in  a  word,  a  day  was  appointed  for  me  and  my  daughters  to 
enjoy  this  greatly-desired  indulgence. 

Before  telling  you  the  result  of  this  appointment,  I  must  give 
you  some  particulars  respecting  these  Memoirs,  not  so  much 
apropos  of  myself  and  my  flattering  introduction  to  them,  as 
from  being  more  interesting  in  the  way  of  Paris  literary  intel- 
ligence than  anything  I  have  met  with. 

The  existence  of  these  memoirs  is  of  course  well  known 
in  England ;  but  the  circumstance  of  their  having  been  read 
chez  Madame  Recamier,  to  a  very  select  number  of  the  noble 
author's  friends,  is  perhaps  not  so— at  least,  not  generally ; 
and  the  extraordinary  degree  of  sensation  which  this  produced 
in  the  literary  world  of  Paris  was  what  I  am  quite  sure  you 
can  have  no  idea  of.    This  is  the  more  remarkable  from  the 
well-known  politics  of  M.  de  Chateaubriand  not  being  those 
of  the  day.    The  circumstances  connected  with  the  reading 
of  these  Memoirs,  and  the  effect  produced  on  the  public  by 
the  peep  got  at  them  through  those  who  were  present,  have 
been  brought  together  into  a  very  interesting  volume,  con- 
taining articles  from  most  of  the  literary  periodicals  of  France, 
each  one  giving  to  its  readers  the  best  account  it  had  been  able 
to  obtain  of  these  *  lectures  de  I'Abbaye."     Among  the 
articles  thus  brought  together,  are  morceaux  from  the  pens 
of  every  political  party  in  France ;  but  there  is  not  one  of  them 
.  that  does  not  render  cordial^I  might  say,  fervent  homage  to 
the  high  reputation;  both  literary  and  political,  of  the  Yicomte 
de  Chateaubriand. 

There  is  a  general  preface  to  this  volume,  from  the  pen  of 
M.  Nisard;  full  of  enthusiasm  for  the  subject,  and  giving  an 
anunated  and  animating  account  of  all  the  circumstances 


AND  THE  PARISIANS.  i&9 

attending  the  readings,  and  of  the  different  publications  re- 
specting them  which  followed. 

It  appears  that  the  most  earnest  entreaties  have  been  very 
generally  addressed  to  M.  de  Chateaubriand  to  induce  him  to 
publish  these  Memoirs  during  his  lifetime,  but  hitherto  without 
effect.  There  is  something  in  his  reasonings  on  the  subject 
equally  touching  and  true :  nevertheless,  it  is  impossible  not 
to  lament  that  one  cannot  wish  for  a  work  so  every  way  full 
of  interest,  without  wishing  at  the  same  time  that  one  of  the 
most  amiable  men  in  the  world  should  be  removed  out  of  it. 
All  those  who  are  admitted  to  his  circle  must,  I  am  very 
sure,  most  heartily  wish  never  to  see  any  more  of  his  Me- 
moirs than  what  he  may  be  pleased  himself  to  show  them ; 
but  he  has  found  out  a  way  to  make  the  world  at  large  look 
for  his  death  as  for  a  most  agreeable  event .  Notwithstanding 
all  his  reasonings,  I  think  he  is  wrong.  Those  who  have  seen 
the  whole,  or  nearly  the  whole  of  this  work,  declare  it  to  b6 
both  the  most  important  and  the  most  able  that  he  has  com- 
posed ;  and  embracing  as  it  does  the  most  interesting  epoch  of 
the  world's  history,  and  coming  from  the  hand  of  one  who  has 
played  so  varied  and  distinguished  a  part  in  it,  we  can  hardly 
doubt  that  it  is  so. 

Of  all  the  different  articles  which  compose  the  volume 
entitled  ^^  Lectures  des  M^moires  de  M.  de  Chateaubriand," 
the  most  interesting  perhaps  ( always  excepting  some  frag*- 
ments  from  the  Memoirs  themselves)  are  the  preface  of 
M.  Nisard,  and  an  extract  from  the  Revue  du  Midi,  from 
the  pen  of  M.  de  Lavergne.  I  must  indulge  you  with  some 
short  extracts  from  both.    M.  Nisard  says— 

^^Depuis  de  tongues  ann^es,  M.  de  Chateaubriand  travaille  k 
ses  M^moires,  avec  le  dessein  de  ne  les  laisser  publier  qu'apr^s 
la  mort.  Au  plus  fort  des  affaires,  quand  il  ^tait  ministre, 
ambassadeur,  il  oubliait  les  petites  et  les  gra^des  tracasseries 
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en  ^rivant  qaelqnes  pages  de  ce  livre  de  pr^ilection/'  .  . 
'^  C'est  le  livre  que  M.  de  Chateaubriand  aura  le  plus  aim^,  et, 
chose  strange  !  c'est  le  livre  en  qui  M.  de  Chateaubriand  ne 
veut  pas  6tre  glorifi^  de  son  vivant." 

He  then  goes  on  to  speak  of  the  manner  in  which  the  readings 
commenced  ....  and  then  says,-^*^  Cette  lecture  fut  un 
triomphe ;  ceux  qui  avaient  et^  de  la  fdte  nous  la  racont^rent^ 
k  nous  qui  n'en  t^tions  pas,  et  qui  d^Iorions  que  le  salon  de 
madame  R^camier,  cette  femme  qui  s'est  fait  une  gloire  de 
bont^  et  de  grdce,  ne  fut  pas  grand  comme  la  plaine  de 
Sunium.  La  presse  litteraire  alia  demander  k  I'illustre  €m* 
vain  quelques  lignes,  qu'elle  encadra  dans  de  chandes  apolo- 
gies :  il  y  cut  un  moment  ou  toute  la  litt^rature  ne  fut  que 
Tannonce  et  la  bonne  nouvelle  d'un  ouvrage  inedit." 

M.  Nisard,  as  he  says,  ^^  n'etait  pas  de  la  fgte; "  but  he  was 
admitted  to  a  privilege  perhaps  more  desirable  still — namely, 
that  of  reading  some  portion  of  this  precious  MS.  in  the  deep 
repose  of  the  author's  own  study.  He  gives  a  very  animated 
picture  of  this  visit . 

'^  .  .  .  .  J'osai  demander  k  M.  de  Chateaubriand  la  grdce 
de  me  recevoir  quelques  heures  chez  lui,  et  14,  pendant 
qu'il  ^rirait  ou  dicterait ,  de  m'abandonner  son  porte  feuille 
et  de  me  laisser  m'y  plonger  k  discretion . . .  il  y  consentit. 
Au  jour  Gxe,  j'allai  rue  d'Enfer  :  le  cceur  me  battait ;  je 
suis  encore  assezjeune  pour  sentir  des  mouvemens  int^rieurs 
k  I'approche  d'ane  telle  joie.  M.  de  Chateaubriand  fit 
demander  son  manuscrit.  II  y  en  a  trois  grands  porte- 
feuilles  :  ceux-lh,  nul  ne  les  lui  disputera;  ni  les  revo- 
lutions, ni  les  caprices  de  roi,  ne  les  lui  peuvent  donner 
ni  reprendre. 

'^  II  eut  la  bonte  de  me  lire  les  sommaires  des  chapitres 
— Lequel  choisir,  lequel  pr^ferer  ?  .  .  .  .  je  ne  Tarr^tais 
^8  dans  la  lecinre,  je  ne  disais  rien  .  .  .  enfin  il  en  vint 
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aa  voyage  k  Prague,  line  grosse  et  sette  inteijection  me 
trahit;  da  fruit  d^fendu  c'^tait  la  partie  la  plus  ddfendue. 
Je  demandai  done  ie  voyage  k  Prague.    M.  de  Chateaubriand 

^ourity  et  me  tendit  le  manuscrit Je  mets  quelqne 

vanild  k  rappeler  ces  details,  bien  que  je  tienne  k  ce  qu'oa 
sache  bien  que  j'ai  ^t^  encore  plus  heureux  que  vain 
<l'une  telle  favour ;  mais  c'est  peut  -  Stre  le  meiileur  prix 
que  j^ai  re^u  encore  de  qnelques  habitudes  de  dignite 
litt^raire,  et,  k  ce  titre,  il  doit  m^6tre  pardonn^  de  m'en 
onorgueiilir. 

'^Quand  j'eus  le  pr^cieux  manuscrit,  je  m'accoudai  snr  la 
table,  et  me  mis  k  la  lecture  avec  une  avidity  recueillie  .... 
Quelquefois,  ^  la  On  des  chapitres,  regardant  par-dessus  mes 
feuilles  riilustre  ecrivain  applique  k  son  minutieux  travail  de 
revision,  effagant,  puis,  apr^s  quelque  incertitude,  ^rivant 
avec  lenteor  une  phrase  en  surcharge^  ct  Tefiiaigant  k  moiti^ 
^crite,  je  voyais  rimagination  et  fe  sens  aux  prises.  Quand, 
aprte  mes  deux  heures  de  ddices,  amuse,  instrnit,  interess^, 
transports,  ayant  passS  du  rire  aux  larmes,  et  des  larmes  au 
rire,  ayant  vu  tour  k  tour,  dans  sa  plus  grande  naivete  de 
sentimens,  le  po^te,  le  diplomate,  le  voyageur,  le  p^lerin,  le 
philosophe,  je  me  suis  jet  esur  la  main  de  M.  de  Chateaubriand, 
et  lui  ai  bredouilld  quelques  paroles  de  gratitude  tendre  et 
profonde :  ni  lui  ni  moi  n*Stions  g6n^,  je  vous  jure;— moi, 
parce  que  je  donnais  cours  k  un«entiment  vrai ;  lui,  parce  qn'k 
ce  moment-1^  il  voulait  bien  mesurer  la  valeur  de  mes 
louanges  surleur  sincSritS." 

This  is,  I  think,  very  well  conU ;  and  as  I  have  myself  been 
de  la  fHBf  and  heard  read  precisely  this  same  admirable  tnor- 
ceau,  le  Voyage  A  Prague^  I  can  venture  to  say  that  the  feeling 
expressed  is  in  no  degree  exaggerated. 

^^Que  puis-je  dire  maintenant  de  ces  MSmoires?"  ....  he 
continues.    <'5ur  le  voyage  k  Prague  ma  plume  est  g^n^ ;  je 
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ne  me  cfois  pas  le  droit  de  trahir  le  secret  de  M.  de  Chateau- 
briand— ^maisqoi  est-ce  qai,rayant  saiTidans  touslesactesde 
sa  glorieuse  vie,  ne  devine  pas  d'avance,  sauf  les  details  secrets, 
et  les  milie  beautes  de  reaction,  quelle  peut  6tre  la  pensee 
de  cette  partie  des  M^moires!  Qui  ne  sait  A  merveilie  qu'on 
y  trouvera  la  v^rit^  pour  tout  le  monde,  douce  pour  ceux 
qui  out  beaucoup  perdu  et  beaucoup  soufFert,  dure  pour 
les  m^iocrites  importantes,  qui  se  disputent  les  minist^res 
et  les  ambassades  aupr^s  d'une  royaute  qui  ne  pent  plus 
m6me  donner  de  croix  d'honneur  ?  Qui  est-ce  qui  ne  s'attend 
k  des  lamentations  sublimes  sur  des  infortnnes  inouies, 
k  des  attendrissemens  de  coeur  sur  toutes  les  mis^res  de 
Texil;  sur  le  d^labrement  des  palais  ou  gftent  les  royautes 
d^hues  ;  sur  ces  longs  corridors  ^lair^s  par  un  quinquet  k 
chaque  bout,  comme  un  corps  de  garde,  ou  un  cloitre ;  sur  ces 
salles  des  gardes  sans  gardes ;  sur  ces  antichambres  sans  sieges 
pour  s'asseoir;  sur  ces  serviteurs  rares,  dont  un  seul  fait  T^ti- 
qnette  qui  autrefois  en  occupait  dix;  sur  les  malheurs 
toujours  plus  grands  que  les  malheureux,  qu'on  plaint  de 
loin  pour  ceux  qui  les  soufTrent,  et  de  pr^s  pour  soi-m^me  ? 

Et  puisaprdsla  politique  vient  la  po6sie ;  apr^s  les  lemons 

s^vdres,  les  descriptions  riantes,  les  observations  de  voyage, 
fines,  piquantes,  comme  si  le  voyageur  n'ayait  pas  caus^  la 
veille  avec  un  vieux  roi  d*un  royaume  perdu." 

I  have  given  you  this  passage  because  it  describes  better 
than  I  could  do  myself  the  admirable  narrative  which  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  hearing.  M.  Nisard  says  much  more  about 
it,  and 'With  equal  truth;  but  I  will  only  add  his  concluding 
words — "  Voili  le  voyage  k  Prague ...  J'y  ai  €ie  remu^  au 
plus  profond  et  au  meilleur  de  mon  cceur  par  les  choses  tou- 
chantes,  etj'ai  pleur^  sur  la  legitimit^  tomb^e,  quoiqne  n'ayant 
jamais  compris  cet  ordre  d'idees,  et  y  etant  reste,  toute  ma 
jeunesse,  non  seulement  Stranger,  mais  hostile.'' 


AND  THE  PARISIAKS.  153 

I  have  transcribed  this  last  observation  for  the  purpose  of 
proving  to  you  that  the  admiration  inspired  by  this  work  of 
M.  de  Chateaubriand's  is  not  the  result  of  party  feeling,  but  in 
complete  defiance  of  it. 

In  the  ''Revue  de  Paris"  for  March  4854  is  an  extremely 
interesting  article  from  M.  Janin,  who  was  present,  I  presume, 
at  the  readings,  and  who  must  have  been  permitted,  I  think, 
now  and  then  to  peep  over  the  shoulder  of  the  reader,  with  a 
pencil  in  his  hand,  for  he  gives  many  short  but  brilliant 
passages  from  different  parts  of  the  work.  This  gentleman 
states,  upon  what  authority  he  does  not  say,  that  English 
speculators  have  already  purchased  the  work  at  the  enormous 
price  of  25,000  francs  for  each  volume.  It  already  consists 
of  twelve  volumes,  which  makes  the  purchase  amount  to 
42,0002.  sterling,— a  very  large  sum,  even  if  the  acquisition 
could  be  made  immediately  available;  but  as  we  must  hope 
that  many  years  may  elapse  before  it  becomes  so,  it  appears 
hardly  credible  that  this  statement  should  be  correct. 

Whenever  these  Memoirs  are  published,  however,  there 
can  be  no  doubt  of  the  eagerness  with  which  they  will  be  read. 
M.  Janin  remarks,  that ''  M.  de  Chateaubriand,  en  ne  croyant 
ecrire  que  ses  m^moires,  aura  ecrit  en  effet  I'histoire  de  son 
si^le;"  and  adds,  ''D'oii  Ton  peut  predire,  que  si  jamais  une 
epoque  n'a  et^  plus  inabordable  pour  un  historien,  jamais 
aussi  une  Epoque  n'aura  eu  une  histoire  plus  complete  et  plus 
admirablement  ^rite  que  la  ndtre.  Songez  done,  que  pen- 
dant que  M.  de  Chateaubriand  fait  ses  m^moires,  M.  de 
Talleyrand  ^crit  aussi  ses  m^moires.  M.  de  Chateaubriand 
et  M.  de  Talleyrand  attel^  I'un  et  Tautre  k  la  m6me  epoque ! 
—Fun  qui  en  repr^ente  le  sens  po^tique  et  royaliste,  Tautre 
qui  en  estl'expression  politique  et  utilitaire:  Tun  Th^ritier  de 
Bossuet,  le  conservateur  du  principe  religieux;  I'autre  Th^ri- 
tier  de  Voltaire,  et  qui  ne  s*est  jamais  prostern^  quedevantle 
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doute,  cette  grande  certitude  de  Thistoire:  I'lin  enthouslaste, 

Fautre  ironique;  Tan  eloquent  partont,  I'autre  <^loquent  dans 

son  fauteail,  ao  coin  de  son  feu :  I'nn  homme  de  genie,  et  qui 

le  prouve ;  I'autre  qui  a  bien  voolu  laisser  croire  qu'il  ^tait  un 

homme  d'esprit :  celui-ci  plein  de  I'amour  de  I'humanitd ; 

celni-14  moins  ^golste  qu'on  ne  le  crqit:  celui-ci  bon, celui-lA 

moins  m^hantqn'il  neveut  leparattre:  celui-ci  aliant  par  sauts 

et  par  bonds,  imp^tueux  comme  un  tonnerre,  on  comme  une 

phrase  de  TEcriture ;  celni-iJl  qui  boite,  et  qui  arrive  toujonrs 

le  premier :  celui-ci  qui  se  montre  toujours  quand  Tautre  se 

cache,  qui  parle  quand  I'autre  se  tait;  I'autre  qui  arriye 

toujours  quand  il  faut  arriver,  qu'on  ne  voit  gn^re,  qu'on 

n'entend  gn^re,  qui  est  partout,  qui  voit  tout,  qui  sait  presque 

toot:  I'un  qui  a  des  partisans,  des  enthoosiastes^  des  admi- 

rateurs;  Tautre  qui  n'a  que  des  flatteurs,  des  parens,  et  des 

valets:  Tun  aim^,  adore,  chantd;  I'autre 4  peine  redouts :  Tun 

toujours  jeune,  Tautre  toujours  vieux :  Tun  toujours  battn, 

I'autre  toujours  vainqueur :  I'un  viciime  des  causes  perdues, 

I'autre  heros  des  causes  gagn^es :  i'un  qui  mourra  on  ne  sait 

ou,  I'autre  qui  mourra  prince,  et  dans  sa  maison,  avec  un 

archev^ue  k  son  chevet:  I'un  grand  ecrivain  k  coup  sur, 

I'autre  qui  est  un  grand  Ecrivain  sans  qu'on  s'en  doute:  I'un 

qui  a  ecrit  ses  m^moires  pour  les  lire  k  ses  amis,  I'autre  qui 

a  ^crit  ses  m^moires  pour  les  cacher  k  ses  amis :  I'un  qui  ne 

les  public  pas  par  caprice,  Pautre  qui  ne  les  public  pas,  parce 

qu'ils  ne  seront  terminus  que  huit  jours  apr^  sa  mort:  I'un 

qui  a  vu  de  haut  et  de  loin,  I'aulre  qui  a  vu  d'en  has  et  de 

pr^:  I'un  qui  a  ^t^  le  premier  gentilhomme  de  I'histoire 

contemporaine,  qui  I'a  vue  en  habit  et  toutepar^e;  I'autre 

qui  en  a  ^te  le  valet  de  chambre,  et  qui  en  sait  toutes  les  plaies 

cach^es ;— I'un  qu'on  appelle  Chateaubriand,  I'autre  .qu'on 

appelle  le  Prince  de  B^nevent.    Tels  sont  les  deux  hommes 

que  le  dix-neuvi^me  siMe  ddsigne  k  I'avance  comme  ses 
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tleax  joges  les  plas  redoutables,  comme  ses  deux  appr^cia- 
tears  les  plos  dangereux,  comme  les  deax  hlsloriens  oppo- 
se, snr  lesqaels  lapost^rit^  le  jagera." 

This  parallel,  though  rather  long  perhaps,  is  very  clever, 
and,  k  ce  qu'on  dit,  very  just. 

Though  my  extracts  from  this  very  interesting  but  not 
widety-drcuhited  volume  have  already  ran  to  a  greater  length 
than  I  intended,  I  cannot  close  it  without  giving  you  a  small 
portion  of  M.  de  Lavergne's  animated  recital  of  the  scene  at 
the  old  Abbaye-aux-Bois;— an  Abbaye,  by  the  way,  still 
partly  inhabited  by  a  society  of  nuns,  and  whose  garden  is 
sacred  to  them  alone,  though  a  portion  of  the  large  building 
which  overlooks  it  is  the  property  of  Madame  Rtoimier. 

'*  A  une  des  extr^mites  de  Paris  on  trouve  un  monument 
d'une  architecture  simple  et  s^v^re.  La  cour  d'entr^  est 
ferm^e  par  une  grille,  et  sur  cette  grille  s'^l^ve  une  croix. 
La  paix  monastique  r^e  dans  les  cours,  dans  les  escaliers, 
dans  les  corridors ;  mais  sous  les  saintes  vodtes  de  ce  lieu  se 
cachent  aussi  d'^l^gans  r^uits  qui  s'ouvrent  par  intervalle 
aax  bruits  du  monde.  Cette  habitation  se  nomme  I'Abbaye- 
aux-Bois,— nom  pittoresque  d'ou  s'exhale  je  ne  sais  quel 
parfom  d'ombre  el  de  myst^e,  comme  si  le  couvent  et  la 
fordt  y  confondaient  leurs  paisibles  harmonies.  Or,  dans  nn 
des  angles  de  cet  ^ifice  il  y  a  un  salon  que  je  veux  d^rire, 
moi  aussi,  car  il  reparalt  bien  souvent  dans  mes  r6ves.  Yous 
connaissez  le  tableau  de  Corinne  de  Gerard  :  Gorinne  est 
assise  au  Gap  Mis^ne,  snr  un  rocfaer,  sa  belle  t6te  levde  vers 
le  ciel,  son  beau  bras  tombant  vers  la  terre,  avec  sa  lyre  d^- 
tendue;  le  chant  vient  de  finir,  mais  Pinspiration  illumine 
encore  ses  regards  divins...  Ce  tableau  couvre  toatun  des 
murs  du  salon,  en  face  la  chemin^e  avec  une  glace,  des  giran- 
doles, et  des  flenrs Des  deux  autres  murs.  Tun  est  percd 

de  deux  fen^tres  qui  laissent  voir  les  tranquilles  jardins  de 
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TAbbaye,  Taotre  disparalt  presque  tout  entier  sous  des  rayons 
charges  de  livres.  Des  meubles  el^gans  sont  ^pars  q^  et  fat 
avec  un  gracieux  desordre.  Dans  un  des  coins,  la  porte  qui 
s'entr'ouvre,  et  dans  Fautre  une  harpe  qui  attend. 

'^  Je  vivrais  des  milliers  d*anneesque  je  n'oublieraisjamais- 
rien  de  ce  j'ai  vu  1^....  D'autres  ont  rapporte  des  courses  de 
leur  jeunesse  le  souvenir  d*un  site  grandiose,  ou  d'une  mine 
monumentale;  moi,  je  n'ai  vu  ni  la  Gr^ce...  etc. : ...  mais^il 
m*a  ete  ouvert  ce  salon  de  TEurope  et  du  si^cle,  on  Fair  est 
en  quelque  sorte  charge  de  gloire  et  de  g^nie....  L^  respire 
encore  Tdme  enthousiaste  de  madame  de  StaSl;  1^  reparait,  k 
rimagination  qui  Tevoque,  la  figure  m^lancolique  et  p&le  de 
Benjamin  Constant ;  la  retentit  la  parole  yibrante  et  libre  du 
grand  Foy.    Tous  ces  illustres  morts  viennent  faire  cortege 
k  celle  qui  fut  leur  amie ;  car  cet  appartement  est  celui  d'une 
femme  c^l^bre  dont  on  a  dej&  devin^  le  nom.    Malgr^  cette 
pudeur  de  renommeequi  la  fait  ainsise  cacher  dans  le  silence, 
madame  R^eamier  appartient  k  Thistoire^  c'est  desormais  un 
de  ces  beaux  noms  de  femme  qui  brillent  dans  la  couronne 
des  grandes  epoques  ainsi  que  des  perles  sur  un  bandeau. 
Revelee  au  monde  par  sa  beaute,  elle  I'a  charme  peut-Stre 
plus  encore  par  les  graces  de  son  esprit  et  de  son  cceur.  M^lee 
par  de  hautes  amities  aux  plus  grands  ev^nemens  de  Tepoque, 
elle  en  a  traverse  les  vicissitudes  sans  en  connaltre  les  souil- 
lures,  et,  dans  sa  vie  toute  d'id^al,  le  malheur  mSme  et  Texil 
n'ont  ^t^  pour  elle  que  des  charmes  de  plus.  A  la  voir  anjour- 
d'hui  si  harmonieuse  et  si  sereine,  on  dirait  que  les  orages  de 
la  vie  n'ont  jamais  approche  de  ses  jours;  k  la  voir  si  simple 
et  si  bienveillante,  on  dirait  que  sa  celebrity  n'est  qu'un  songe, 
et  que  les  plus  saperbes  fronts  de  la  France  moderne  n'ont 
jamais  fl^chi  devant  elle.    Aim^e  des  pontes,  des  grands  et 
du  Ciel,  c'est  k  la  fois  Laure,  Eleonore  et  Beatrix,  dontP^trar-^ 
que,  Tasse  et  le  Dante  ont  immortalise  les  noms. 
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"  Un  jour  de  Fevrier  dernier  il  y  avail  dans  le  salon  de 
inadame  Recamier  one  rdonion  convoqnee  pour  nne  lecture. 
L'assembl^e  ^tait  bien  peu  nombreuse,  et  il  n'est  pas  d'homme 
si  haut  place  par  le  rang  ou  par  Je  genie  qui  n'eut  ete  fier  de 
s'y  trouver.  A  c6i6  d'un  Montmorency,  d'un  Larochefou- 
cauld,  et  d'un  Noailles,  representans  de  la  vieille  noblesse 
fran^aise,  s'asseyaient  leors^gauxparla  notilesse  du  talent,  cet 
autre  hasard  de  la  naissance;  Sainte-Beuve  etQuinet,  Gerbetet 
Dubois, Lenormandet  Ampere:  vousy^tiezaussi,Ballanche!... 

'^  II  parut  enfin  celui  dont  le  nom  avait  reuni  un  tel  audi- 
toire,  et  toutes  les  t^tes  s'inclin^rent....  Son  front  avait  toute 
la  dignity  des  cbeveux  gris,  inais  ses  yeux  vifs  brillaient  de 
jeunesse.  II  portait  ^  la  main,  comme  un  p^lerin  ou  un  soldat, 
un  paquet  envelopp^  dans  un  mouchoir  de  soie.  Cette  sim- 
pHcite  me  parut  merveilleuse  dans  un  pareil  sujet;  car  ce  noble 
vieillard,  c'^iait  Tanteur  des  Martyrs,  du  G^nie  du  Gbristia- 
nisme,  de  Rene— ce  paquet  du  p^lerin,  c'^taient  les  M^moiees 
de  M.  de  Gbateanbriand....  Mais  quelle  douloiireuse  Amotion 
dans  les  premiers  mots—*  Mimoires  d'Outre-ionibe!,.,  Preface 

testamen  taire  I* 

»  ♦  ♦  *  jf.  jf 

''  Gontinuez,  Gbateaubriand,  k  filer  en  paix  voire  suaire. 
Aussi  bien,  il  n'y  a  de  calme  aujourd'hoi  que  le  dernier  som- 
raeil,  il  n'y  a  de  stable  que  la  mort !....  Yieux  serviteur  de  la 
vieille  monarchic!  vous  n'avez  pas  visile  sans  tressaillir  ces 
sombres  galeriesdu  Ibradschin,  ou  se  prominent  irois  larves 
royales,  avec  une  ombre  de  conronne  sur  le  front.  Vous  avez 
baign^  de  vos  pleurs  les  mains  de  ce  vieillard  qui  emporte 
avec  lui  toute  uoe  socidte,  et  la  idle  de  cet  enfant  dont  les 
graces  n'ont  pa  fl^cbir  I'inexorable  destin^e  qui  s'altache  aux 
races  antiques Filez  voire  suaire  de  soie  etd'or,  Gbateau- 
briand, et  enveloppez-TOus  dans  votre  gloire;  il  n*esl  pasde 
progr^squi  vous  pnisse  ravir  votre  immortality." 
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I  think  that  by  this  time  yoa  must  be  faliy  aware,  my  dear 
friend,  that  this  intellectual  fi&te  to  which  we  were  invited  at 
the  Abbaye-auX'Bois  was  a  grace  and  a  favour  of  whidi  we 
have  very  good  reason  to  be  proud.  I  certainly  never  re- 
member to  have  been  more  gratified  in  every  way  than  I  was 
on  this  occasion.  The  thing  itself,  and  the  flattering  kindness 
which  permitted  me  to  enjoy  it,  were  equally  the  source  of 
pleasure.  I  may  say  with  ail  troth,  like  M.  de  Lavergne, 
^^  Je  vivrais  des  milliers  d'ann^s  que  je  ne  Toublierais  ja- 
mais." 

The  choice  of  the  morceau,  too,  touched  me  not  a  little  : 
*'  du  fruit  ddfendu,  cette  partie  la  plus  defendue"  was  most 
assuredly  what  I  should  have  eagerly  chosen  had  choice  been 
offered.  M.  de  Chateaubriand's  journey  to  Prague  furnishes  as 
interesting  an  historical  scene  as  can  well  be  imagined ;  and  I 
do  not  believe  that  any  author  that  ever  lived,  Jean-Jacques 
and  Sir  Walter  not  excepted,  could  have  recounted  it  better— 
with  more  true  feeling  or  more  finished  grace:  simple  and  un- 
affected to  perfection  in  its  style,  yet  glowing  with  all  the  fer- 
vour of  a  poetical  imagination,  and  all  the  tenderness  of  a  most 
feeling  heart.  It  is  a  gallery  of  living  portraits  that  he  brings 
before  the  eye  as  if  by  magic.  There  is  no  minute  painting, 
however :  the  powerful,  the  painfully-powerful  effect  of  the 
groups  he  describes,  is  produced  by  the  bold  and  unerring 
touch  of  a  master.  I  fancied  I  saw  the  royal  race  before  me, 
each  one  individual  and  distinct ;  and  I  could  have  said,  as 
one  does  in  seeing  a  clever  portrait,  '^  That  is  a  likeness,  I  '11 
be  sworn  for  it."  Many  passages  made  a  profoond  impression 
on  my  fancy  and  on  my  memory ;  and  I  tiiink  I  conld  give  a 
•better  account  of  some  of  the  scenes  described  than  I  should 
feel  justified  in  doing  as  long  as  the  noble  author  chooses  to 
keep  them  from  the  public  eye.  TViera  were  touches  which 
made  us  weep  abundantly ;  and  th^/n  he  changed  the  key,  and 
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gave  ns  the  prettiest,  the  most  gracious,  the  most  smiling  pic- 
tare  of  the  yonng  princess  and  her  brother,  that  it  was  pos- 
sible for  pen  to  trace..  She  must  be  a  fair  and  glorious 
creature,  and  one  that  in  days  of  yore  might  have  been  likely 
enough  to  have  seen  her  colours  floating  on  the  helm  of  all 
the  doughtiest  knighls  in  Christendom.  But  chivalry  is  not 
(he  fiashion  of  the  day  ;^there  is  nothing  positif,  as  the  phrase 
goes,  to  be  gained  by  it;-"  and  I  doubt  if  *Mts  effectual  fire" 
barn  very  brightly  at  the  present  time  in  any  living  heart, 
save  that  of  M.  de  Chateaubriand  himself. 

The  party  assembled  at  Madame  R^camier's  on  this  occa- 
sion did  not,  I  think,  exceed  seventeen,  including  Madame 
R^camier  and  M .  de  Chateaubriand .  Most  of  these  had  been 
present  at  the  former  readings.  The  duchesses  de  Laroche- 
foucauld  and  Noailles,  and  one  or  two  other  noble  hidies,  were 
among  (hem.  I  felt  it  was  a  proof  that  genius  is  of  no  party, 
when  I  saw  a  grand-daughter  of  General  Lafayette  enter 
among  us.  She  is  married  to  a  gentleman  who  is  said  to  be 
of  the  extreme  c6t6  gauche ;  but  I  remarked  that  they  both 
listened  with  as  much  deep  interest  to  all  the  touching  details 
of  this  mournful  visit  as  the  rest  of  us.  Who,  indeed,  could 
help  it?— This  lady  sat  between  me  and  Madame  Recamier 
on  one  sofa;  M.  Ampere  the  reader,  and  M.  de  Chateaubriand 
himself,  on  another,  immediately  at  right  angles  with  it,— 
so  that  I  had  the  pleasure  of  watching  one  of  the  most  expres- 
sive coantenances  I  ever  looked  at,  while  this  beautiful  speci- 
men of  his  head  and  his  heart  was  displayed  to  us.  On  the 
other  side  of  me  was  a  gentleman  whom  I  was  extremely 
happy  to  meet— the  celebrated  Gerard ;  and  before  the  reading 
cominenced,  I  had  the  pleasure  of  conversing  with  him :  he 
is  one  of  (hose  whose  aspect  and  whose  words  do  not  disap- 
point the  expectations  which  high  reputation  always  gives 
bin  h  to.  There  was  no  formal  circle ;— the  ladies  approached 
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themselves  a  little  towards  the  sofa  which  was  placed  at  the 
feet  of  Corinne,  and  the  gentlemen  stationed  themselves  in 
groups  behind  them.  The  sun  shone  delicately  in(o  the 
room  through  the  white  silk  curtains — delicious  flowers 
scented  the  air— the  quiet  gardens  of  the  Abbaye  stretched  to 
a  sufGcient  distance  beneath  the  windows  to  guard  us  from 
every  Parisian  sound — and,  in  short,  the  whole  thing  was 
perfect.  Can  you  wonder  that  I  was  delighted?  or  that  I  have 
thought  the  occurrence  worth  dwelling  upon  with  some 
degree  of  lingering  fondness? 

The  effect  this  delightful  morning  has  had  on  us  is,  I 
assure  you,  by  no  means  singular :  it  would  be  easy  to  fill  a 
volume  with  the  testimonies  of  delight  and  gratitude  which 
have  been  offered  from  various  quarters  in  return  for  this 
gratification.  Madame  Tastu,  whom  I  have  heard  called  the 
Mrs.  Hemans  of  France,  was  present  at  one  or  more  of  the 
readings,  and  has  returned  thanks  in  some  very  pretty  lines, 
which  conclude  thus  fervently  :— 

"  Ma  tete 
S'lodlne  pour  saisir  jusques  aux  nioiDdres  sons, 
£t  mon  genou  se  ploie  a  demi,  quaud  je  prete, 

Enchantee  et  muette, 

L'oreille  a  vos  le^ns ! " 

Apropos  of  tributary  verses  on  this  subject,  I  am  tempted 
to  conclude  my  unmercifully  long  epistle  by  giving  you  some 
lines  which  have  as  yet,  I  believe,  been  scarcely  seen  by  any 
one  but  the  person  to  whom  they  are  addressed.  They  are 
from  the  pen  of  the  H.  G.  who  so  beautifully  translated  the 
twelve  first  cantos  of  the  '^  Fritliiof  Saga,"  which  was  so 
favourably  received  in  England  last  spring. 

H.  G.  is  an  Englishwoman,  but  from  the  age  of  two  to 
seventeen  she  resided  in  the  United  States  of  America.    Did 
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I  not  tell  you  this,  you  would  be  at  a  loss  to  understand  her 
allusion  to  the  distant  dwelling  of  her  youth. 

This  address,  as  you  will  perceive,  is  not  as  an  acknow- 
ledgment for  having  been  admitted  to  the  Abbaye,  but  an 
earnest  prayer  that  she  may  be  so;  and  I  heartily  hope  it  will 
prove  successful. 

TO  M.  LE  VICOMTE  DE  CHATEAU  BR  lAHD^. 

In  that  distant  region,  the  land  of  the  West, 

Where  my  childhood  and  youth  glided  rapidly  by, 

Ah!  why  was  my  bosom  with  sorrow  oppressed? 
Why  trembled  the  tear-drop  so  oft  in  mine  eye  ? 

No !  'twas  not  that  pleasures  they  told  me  alone 

Were  found  in  the  courts  where  proud  monarchs  reside ; 

My  knee  could  not  bend  at  the  foot  of  a  throne, 
My  heart  could  not  hallow  an  emperor's  pride. 

But,  oh !  'twas  the  thought  that  bright  genius  there  dwelt, 
And  breathed  on  a  few  holy  spirits  its  flame,. 

That  awaken'd  the  grief  which  in  childhood  I  felt, 
When,  Europe!  I  mutter'd  thy  magical  name. 

And  now  that  as  pilgrim  I  visit  thy  shore, 

I  ask  not  where  kings  hold  their  pompous  array ; 

But  I  fain  would  behold,  and  all  humbly  adore. 

The  wreath  which  thy  brows,  Chateaubriand !  display. 

My  voice  may  well  falter — unknown  is  my  name. 
But  say,  must  my  accents  prove  therefore  in  vain  ? 

Beyond  the  Atlantic  we  boast  of  thy  fame, 

And  repeat  that  thy  footstep  has  travened  our  plain. 

II.  7.- 
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Oreat  bardl— then  reject  not  the  prayer  that  I  speak 
With  trembling  emotion,  and  offer  thee  now; 

In  thy  eloquent  page,  oh !  permit  me  to  seek 
The  joys  and  the  sorrows  that  genius  may  know. 

H.  G. 


LETTER    LXI. 

Jardin  des  Plantes.— Not  equal  in  beauty  to  our  Zoological  Gardens^ 
— La  Salp4triere. — Anecdote. — Les  Invalides. — Difficulty  offind^ 
ing  English  Colours  there. — The  Dome. 

Another  long  morning  on  the  other  side  of  the  water  has 
^iven  us  abundant  amusement,  and  sent  us  home  in  a  very 
good  humour  with  the  expedition,  because,  after  very  mature 
and  equitable  consideration,  we  were  enabled  honestly  to 
decide  that  our  Zoological  Gardens  are  in  few  points  inferior, 
in  many  equal,  and  income  greatly  superior,  to  the  long  and 
deservedly  celebrated  Jardin  des  Plantes. 

If  considered  as  a  museum  and  nursery  for  botanists,  we 
•certainly  cannot  presume  to  compare  our  comparatively  new 
institution  to  that  of  Paris;  but,  zoologically  speaking,  it  is 
every  way  superior.  The  coUectron  of  animals,  both  birds 
and  beasts,  is,  I  think,  better,  and  certainly  in  finer  condition. 
I  confess  that  I  envy  them  their  beautiful  giraffe ;  but  what 
else  have  they  which  we  cannot  equal  ?  Then  as  to  our 
superiority,  look  at  the  comparative  degree  of  beauty  of  the 
two  enclosures.  ^^O  England!"  as  I  once  heard  a  ^pen^ 
draper  exclaim  in  the  midst  of  his  shop,  intending  in  his 
march  of  mind  to  quote  Byron-^ 

**  O  England !  with  all  thy  fimlts,  I  can^t  help  loving  thee  still  ** 
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And  I  am  quite  of  the  linen-draper's  mind :  I  cannot  help 
loving  those  smooth-shaven  lawns,  those  untrimmed  flowing 
shrubs,  those  meandering  walks,  now  seen,  now  lost  amidst  a 
cool  green  labyrinth  of  shade,  which  are  so  truly  English. 
You  have  all  this  at  the  Zoological  Gardens— we  have  none  of 
it  in  the  Jatdin  des  Plantes;  and,  therefore,  I  like  the  Zoolo- 
gical Gardens  best. 

We  must  not  say  a  word,  my  friend,  about  the  lectures,  or 
the  free  admission  to  them— that  is  noC  our  forte ;  and  if  the 
bourgeoisie  go  on  much  longer  as  they  do  at  present,  becom- 
ing greater  and  more  powerful  with  every  passing  day,  and 
learning  to  know,  as  their  mercantile  neighbours  have  long 
known,  that  it  is  quite  necessary  both  governments  and  indi- 
viduals should  turn  all  things  to  profit;— 

**  Car  dans  le  siecle  ou  nous  sommes, 
Ob  ne  dooDe  rien  pour  rienf' — 

if  this  happens,  as  I  strongly  suspect  It  will,  then  we  shall  have 
no  more  lectures  gratis  even  in  Paris. 

From  the  Jardin  des  Plantes,  we  visited  that  very  magni- 
ficent hospital,  La  Salp^tri^re.  I  will  spare  you,  however, 
all  the  fine  things  that  might  be  said  about  it,  and  only  give 
you  a  little  anecdote  which  occurred  while  we  stood  looking 
into  the  open  court  where  the  imbecile  and  the  mad  are  per- 
mitted to  take  their  exercise.  By  the  way,  without  at  all 
presuming  to  doubt  that  there  may  be  reasons  which  the 
managers  of  this  establishment  conceive  to  be  satisfactory, 
why  these  wretched  objects,  in  different  stages  of  their  dread- 
ful calamity,  should  be  thus  for  ever  placed  before  each  other's 
eyes,  I  cannot  but  observe,  that  the  effect  upon  the  spectator 
is  painful  beyond  anything  I  ever  witnessed. 

With  my  usual  love  for  the  terrible,  I  remained  immovable 
for  above  twenty  minutes,  watching  the  manner  in  which 
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they  appeared  to  notice  each  other.  If  fency  did  not  cheat 
roe,  those  who  were  least  wildly  deranged  looked  with  a  sort 
of  triumph  and  the  consciousness  of  superiority  on  those  who 
were  most  so :  some  looked  on  the  mad  movements  of  the 
others  and  laughed  distractedly; — in  short,  the  scene  is  ter- 
ribly full  of  horror. 

But  to  return  to  my  anecdote.  A  stout  girl,  who  looked 
more  imbecile  than  mad,  was  playing  tricks,  that  a  woman 
who  appeared  to  have  some  authority  among  them  endea- 
voured to  stop.  The  girl  evidently  understood  her,  but  with 
a  sort  of  dogged  obstinacy  persevered,  till  the  nurse,  or  ma- 
tron, or  whatever  she  was,  took  hold  of  her  arm,  and  en- 
deavoured to  lead  her  into  the  house.  Upon  this  the  girl 
resisted;  and  it  was  not  without  some  degree  of  violence  that 
she  was  at  last  conquered  and  led  away. 

"What  dreadful  cruelty!"  exclaimed  a  woman  who  like 
ourselves  was  indulging  her  curiosity  by  watching  the  pa- 
tients. An  old  crone,  a  very  aged  and  decrepid  pensioner  of 
the  establishment,  was  passing  by  on  her  crutches  as  she  spoke. 
She  stopped  in  her  hobbling  walk,  and  addressing  the  stran- 
ger in  the  gentle  voice  of  quiet  good  sense,  and  in  a  tone  which 
made  me  fancy  she  had  seen  better  days,  said — '^Dreadful 
cruelty  y  good  woman?  .  .  .  She  is  preventing  her  from  doing 
what  ought  not  to  be  done.  If  you  had  the  charge  of  her, 
you  would  think  it  your  duty  to  do  the  same,  and  then  it 
would  be  right.  But  'dreadful  cruelty.''  is  easily  said,  and 
sounds  good-hearted ;  and  those  who  know  not  what  ii  is  ta 
govern,  generally  think  it  is  a  sin  and  a  shame  to  use  authority 
in  any  way."  And  so  saying,  the  old  woman  hobbled  on, 
leaving  me  convinced  that  La  Salp^tri^re  did  not  give  its  shel- 
ter to  fools  only.  ' 

From  this  hospital  we  took  a  very  long  drive  to  another 
going  almost  from  the  extremest  east  to  the  extremest  west 
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of  Paris.  The  Invalides  was  now  our  object ;  and  its  plea- 
sant, easy,  comfortable  aspect  offered  a  very  agreeable  con- 
trast to  the  scene  we  had  left.  We  had  become  taciturn  and 
mdancholy  at  La  SalpStri^re;  but  this  interesting  and  noble 
edifice  revived  our  spirits  completely.  Two  of  the  party  had 
never  been  there  before,  and  the  others  were  eloquent  in 
pointing  out  all  that  their  former  visits  had  shown  them.  No 
place  can  be  better  calculated  to  stimulate  conversation;  there 
is  so  much  to  be  said  about  our  own  Greenwich  and  Queen 
Elizabeth,  versus  Louis  le  Grand  and  the  Invalides.  Then 
we  had  the  statue  of  a  greater  than  he — even  of  Napoleon— 
upon  which  to  gaze  and  moralise.  Some  veteran  had  climbed 
up  to  it,  despite  a  wooden  leg,  or  a  single  arm  perhaps,  and 
crowned  the  still-honoured  head  with  a  fresh  wreath  of 


While  we  stood  looking  at  this,  the  courteous  bow  and  pro- 
mising countenance  of  a  fine  old  man  arrested  the  whole  party, 
and  he  was  questioned  and  chatted  to,  till  he  became  the  hero 
of  his  own  tale,  and  we  soon  knew  exactly  where  he  had  re- 
ceived his  first  wound,  what  were  his  most  glorious  cam- 
paigns, and,  above  all,  who  was  the  general  best  deserving 
the  blessing  of  an  old  soldier. 

Those  who  in  listening  to  such  chronicles  in  France  expect 
to  hear  any  other  name  than  that  of  Napoleon  will  be  disap- 
pointed. We  may  talk  of  his  terrible  conscriptions,  of  poison- 
ings at  Jena,  or  forsakings  at  Moscow,  as  we  will ;  the  simple 
fact  which  answers  all  is,  that  he  was  adored  by  his  soldiers 
when  he  was  with  them,  and  that  his  memory  is  cherished 
with  a  tender  enthusiasm  to  which  history  records  no  parallel. 
The  mere  tone  of  voice  in  which  the  name  of  ^'Napoleon  !" 
or  the  title  of  ^'L'EMPSREURr'  is  uttered  by  bis  veterans,  is 
of  itself  enough  to  prove  what  he  was  to  them.  They  stand 
taller  by  an  inch  when  he  is  named,  and  throw  forward  th^ 
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chest,  and  snuff  the  air,  like  an  old  war-horse  that  hears  the 
sound  of  a  trampet 

But  still,  with  all  these  interesting  speculations  to  amuse 
us,  we  did  not  forget  what  must  ever  be  the  primary  object 
of  a  stranger's  visit  to  the  Invalides— the  interior  of  the  dome. 
But  this  is  only  to  be  seen  at  particular  hours;  and  we  were 
too  late  for  the  early,  and  too  early  for  the  late,  opening  of 
the  doors  for  this  purpose.  Four  o'clock  was  the  hour  we 
had  to  wait  for— as  yet  it  was  but  three.  We  were  invited 
into  the  hall  and  into  the  kitchen ;  we  were  admitted,  too, into 
sundry  little  enclosures,  appropriated  to  some  happy  indivi- 
duals favoured  for  their  skill  in  garden  craft,  who,  turning 
Iheir  muskets  into  hoes  and  spades,  enjoy  their  honourable 
leisure  ten  times  more  than  their  idle  brethren.  In  three 
out  of  four  of  these  miniature  domains  we  found  plaister  Na- 
poleons of  a  foot  higli  stuck  inio  a  box<-tree  or  a  rose-bush : 
one  of  these,  too,  had  a  wreath  of  newiy-gathered  leaves 
twisted  round  thecocked-hat,  and  all  three  were  placed  and 
displayed  with  as  much  attention  to  dignity  and  effect  as  the 
finest  statues  in  the  Tuileries. 

If  the  spirit  of  Napoleon  is  permitted  to  hover  about  Paris, 
to  indulge  itself  in  gathering  the  scattered  laurels  of  his  post- 
humous fame,  it  is  not  to  the  lofty  chambers  of  the  Tuileries 
that  it  should  betake  itself;— nor  would  it  be  greatly  soothed 
by  listening  to  the  peaceful  counsels  of  his  once  warlike  ma- 
r^chals.  No — if  his  ghost  be  well  inspired,  it  will  justglide 
swiftly  through  the  gallery  of  !he  Louvre ,  to  compare  it  with 
his  earthly  recollections ;  balance  itself  for  a  moment  over  the 
statue  of  the  Place  Yenddme,  and  abide,  for  the  rest  of  thetime 
allotted  for  this  mundane  visit,  among  his  faithful  invalids. 
There  only  would  he  meet  a  welcome  that  woukl  please  him. 
The  whole  nation,  it  is  true,  dearly  love  to  talk  of  his  great- 
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ness;  bat  there  is  little  now  left  in  common  between  them  and 
their  sometime  emperor. 

France  with  a  charter,  and  France  without,  differs  not  by 
many  de^ees  so  widely  as  France  military,  and  France  bour- 
geoise  and  boursi^re.  Under  Napoleon  she  was  the  type  of 
successful  war ;  under  Louis-Pilippe,  she  will,  I  think— if  the 
republicans  will  let  ker  alone-^become  that  of  prosperous 
peace :  a  sword  and  a  feather  mighibe  the  emblem  of  the  onC'— 

a  loom  and  a  long  purse  of  the  other. 

♦  ♦♦  +  ♦♦ 

But  still  it  was  not  four  o'clock.  We  were  next  invited  to 
enter  the  chapel ;  and  we  did  so,  determined  to  await  the 
appointed  hour,  reposing  ourselves  on  the  very  comfortable 
benches  provided  for  the  veterans  to  whose  use  it  is  appro- 
priated. 

H^e,  stretched  and  lounging  at  our  ease,  we  challenged 
each  other  to  discover  English  colours  among  the  multitude 
•of  conquered  banners  which  hung  suspended  above  our  heads. 
It  is  hardly  possible  that  some  such  should  not  be  there;  yet 
it  is  a  positive  fact,  that  not  all  our  familiar  acquaintance  with 
the  colours  we  sought  could  enable  us  to  discover  them. 
There  is  indeed  one  torn  and  battered  relic,  that  it  is  just 
possible  might  have  been  hacked  and  sawed  from  the  des- 
perately firm  grasp  of  an  Englishman ;  but  the  morsel  of  rag 
left  is  so  small ,  that  it  was  in  fact  more  from  the  lack  of  tes- 
timony than,  the  presence  of  it  that  we  at  length  came  to  the 
conclusion  that  this  relic  of  a  stick  might  once  have  made 
part  of  an  English  standard. 

Not  in  any  degree  out  of  humour  at  our  disappointment  in 
this  search  after  our  national  banner,  we  followed  the  guide 
who  summoned  us  at  last  to  the  dome,  chatting  and  laughing 
as  cheerily  and  as  noisily  as  if  we  had  not  been  exhausting 
oar  spirits  for  the  last  four  hours  by  sight-seeing.    But  what 
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fatigae  could  not  achieve,  was  the  next  moment  produced  by 
wonder,  admiration,  and  delight.  Never  did  muter  silence 
fall  upon  a  talking  group  than  the  sight  of  this  matchless 
chapel  brought  on  us.  Speech  is  certainly  not  the  first  or 
most  natural  resource  that  the  spirit  resQrts  to,  when  thus 
roused,  yet  chastened  ^enchanted,  yet  subdued. 

I  have  not  yet  been  to  Rome,  and  know  not  how  I  shall 
feel  if  ever  I  find  myself  under  the  dome  of  St.  Peter's.  There, 
I  conceive  that  it  is  a  sense  of  vastness  which  seizes  on  the 
mind ;  here  it  is  wholly  a  feeling  of  beauty,  harmony,  and 
grace.  I  know  nothing  like  it  anywhere :  the  Pantheon  (ci- 
devant  Ste.  Genevieve),  with  all  its  nobleness  and  majesty,- 
is  heavy,  and  almost  clumsy,  when  compared  to  it.  Though 
possessing  no  religious  solemnity  whatever,  and  in  this  respect 
inferior  beyond  the  reach  of  comparison  to  the  choir  of  Co- 
logne, or  King's  College  Chapel  at  Cambridge,  it  nevertheless 
produces  a  stronger  effect  upon  the  senses  than  either  of  th^u. 
This  is  owing,  I  suspect,  to  the  circumstance  of  there  being 
no  mixture  of  objects :  the  golden  tabernacle  seems  to  com- 
plete  rather  than  destroy  its  unity.  If  I  could  give  myself  a 
fgte,  it  should  be,  to  be  placed  within  the  pure,  bright,  lofty 
loveliness  of  this  marble  sanctuary,  while  a  full  and  finished 
orchestra  performed  the  chefs-d'ceuvre  of  Handel  or  Mozart 
in  the  church. 


LETTER    LXII. 

Expedition  to  Moiitmorency. — Rendezvous  in  the  Passage  Delorm«« 
— St.  Denis. — Tomb  prepai-ed  for  Napoleon. — The  Hermitage. — 
Diner  sur  I'herbe. 

It  is  more  than  a  fortnight  ago,  I  think,  that  we  engaged 
ourselves  with  a  very  agreeable  parly  of  twenty  persons  to 
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take  a  long  drive  out  of  Paris,  and  indulge  ourselves  with  a 
very  gay  ^^  diner  sur  Therbe."  But  it  is  no  easy  matter  to 
find  a  day  on  which  twenty  people  shall  all  be  ready  and  wil- 
ling to  leave  Paris.  However,  a  steadfast  will  can  conquer 
most  things.  The  whole  twenty  were  quite  determined  that 
they  would  go  to  Montmorency,  and  to  Montmorency  at  last 
we  have  been.  The  day  was  really  one  of  great  enjoyment, 
but  yet  it  did  not  pass  without  disasters.  One^of  these  which 
occurred  at  the  moment  of  starting  very  nearly  overthrew  the 
whole  scheme.  The  place  of  general  rendez-vous  for  us  and 
our  hampers  was  the  Galerie  Delorme,  and  thither  one  of  the 
party  who  had  undertaken  that  branch  of  the  business  had  or- 
dered the  carriages  to  come.  At  ten  o'clock  precisely,  the  first 
detachment  of  the  party  was  deposited  with  their  belongings 
at  the  southern  extremity  of  the  gallery;  another  and  another 
followed  till  the  muster  roll  was  complete.  Baskets  were 
piled  on  baskets;  and  the  passers-by  read  our  history  in  these, 
and  in  our  anxious  eyes,  which  ceased  not  to  turn  with  ever- 
increasing  anxiety  the  way  the  carriages  should  come. 

What  a  supplice! Every  minute,  every  second,  brought 

the  rolling  of  wheels  to  our  ears,  but  only  to  mock  us  :  the 
wheels  rolled  on— no  carriages  came  for  us,  and  we  remained 
in  statu  quo  to  look  at  each  other  and  our  baskets. 

Then  came  forth,  as  always  happens  on  great  and  tryino" 
occasions,  the  inward  character  of  each.  The  sturdy  and 
firm-minded  set  themselves  down  on  the  packages,  determin- 
ed to  abide  the  eyes  of  all  rather  than  shrink  from  their  in 
tent.  The  timid  and  more  frail  of  purpose  gently  whispered 
proposals  that  we  should  all  go  home  again ;  while  others,  yet 
listening  to 

/*  Hope's  enchanting  measure, 
Which  still  promised  coming  pleasure,*' 
II.  8 
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smiled,  and  looked  forth  from  the  gallery,  and  smiled  again 
—though  still  no  carriage  came. 

It  was,  as  I  suspect,  these  young  hopes  and  smiles  which 
saved  us  from  final  disappointment ;  for  the  young  men  be- 
longing to  the  cortege,  suddenly  rousing  themselves  from 
their  state  of  listless  watching,  declared  with  one  voice  and 
one  spirit,  that  les  demoiselles  should  not  be  disappointed ; 
and  exchanging  eonsignes  which  were  to  regulate  the  num- 
ber and  species  of  vehicles  each  was  to  seek— and  find,  too, 
on  peril  of  his  reputation,—! hey  darted  forth  from  the  gal- 
lery, leaving  us  with  renewed  spirits  and  courage  to  bear  all 
the  curious  glances  bestowed  upon  us. 

Our  half-dozen  aides-de-camp  returned  triumphantly  in 
a  few  minutes,  each  one  in  his  delta  or  his  citadine ;  and  the 
Galerie  Delorme  was  foon  left  far  behind  us. 

It  is  lucky  for  you  that  we  had  not  to  make  a  ^^  voyage  par 
mer"  and  '*  retour  par  terre,'^  or  my  story  might  be  as  long 
—if  resembling  it  in  no  other  way —as  the  immortal  expedi> 
tion  to  St.  Cloud.  I  shall  not  make  a  volume  of  it;  but  I  must 
tell  you  that  we  halted  at  St.  Denis. 

The  church  is  beautiful-*a  perfect  bijou  of  true  Gothic  ar- 
chitecture—light, lofty,  elegant;  and  we  saw  it,  too,  in  a 
manner  peculiarly  advantageous,  fbr  it  had  neither  organ, 
altar,  nor  screen  to  distract  the  eye  from  the  great  and  simple 
beauty  of  the  original  design.  The  repairs  going  on  here  are 
of  a  right  royal  character --on  a  noble  scale  and  in  excellent 
taste.  Several  monuments  restored  from  the  collection  made 
under  the  Empire  aux  Petits  Augustins  are  now  again  the 
glory  of  St.  Denis;  and  some  of  them  have  still  much  remain- 
ing which  may  entitle  them  to  rank  as  very  pure  and  perfect 
specimens  of  highly-antiquated  monumental  sculpture.  But 
the  chiselled  treasures  of  a  thousand  years' standing  cannot 
be  made  to  travel  about,  like  the  scenery  of  strolling  players, 
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in  coDformity  to  the  will  and  whim  of  the  successive  actors 
who  play  the  part  of  king,  without  great  injury.  In  some  in- 
stances the  original  nooks  in  this  venerable  mausoleum  of 
royal  bones  have  again  received  the  effigies  originally  carved 
to  repose  within  them ;  bnt  the  regal  image  lias  rarely  been 
replaced  without  showing  itself  in  some  degree  way-worn.  In 
other  cases,  the  monumental  portrait,  venerable  and  almost 
hallowed  by  its  high  antiquity,  is  made  to  recline  on  a 
whitiened  sepulchre  as  bright  as  Parisian  masonry  can  make  it. 

Having  fully  examined  the  church  and  its  medley  of  old  and 
new  treasures,  we  called  a  council  as  to  the  possibility  of  find- 
ing time  for  descending  to  the  crypts :  but  most  of  the  party 
agreeing  in  opinion  that  we  ought  not' to  lose  the  opportunity 
of  visiting  what  a  wit  amongst  us  happily  enough  designated 
^^  le  Palais  Royal  de  la  Mort,"  we  ordered  the  iron  gates  to  be 
unbarred  for  us,  and  proceeded  with  some  solemnity  of  feel- 
ing into  the  pompous  tomb.  And  here  the  unfortunate  result 
of  that  bold  spirit  of  change  which  holds  nothing  sacred  is 
^li  more  disagreeably  obvious  than  in  the  church.  All  the 
royal  monuments  of  France  that  could  be  collected  are  assem- 
bled in  this  magnificent  vault,  but  with  such  incongruity  of 
dates  belonging  to  different  parts  of  the  same  structure,  as  al- 
most wholly  to  destroy  the  imposing  effect  of  this  gorgeous 
grave. 

But  if  the  spectator  would  seek  farther  than  his  eye  can 
carry  him,  and  inquire  where  the  mortal  relics  of  each  sculp- 
tured monarch  lie,  the  answer  he  will  receive  must  make 
him  believe  that  the  royal  dust  of  France  has  been  scattered 
to  the  four  winds  of  heaven.  NothingI  have  heard  hassonnded 
more  strangely  to  me  than  the  naivete  with  which  oar  gnide 
informed  us  that,  among  all  this  mnltitade  of  regal  tombs, 
there  was  not  one  which  contained  a  single  vestige  of  the 
mortal  remains  of  those  they  commemorate. 
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For  tlie  love  of  good  taste  and  consistency,  these  guardians 
of  the  royal  sepulchre  of  France  should  be  taught  a  more 
poetical  lesson.  It  is  inconceiyable  how,  as  he  spoke,  the 
solemn  memorials  of  the  illustrious  dead,  near  which  my  foot 
had  passed  cautiously  and  my  voice  been  mute,  seemed  sud- 
denly converted  into  something  little  more  sadred  than  the 
show  furnislung  of  a  stone-ma$on's  shop.  The  bathos  was 
perfect. 

I  could  not  hut  remember  with  a  feeling  of  national  pride 
the  contrast  to  this  presented  by  Westminster  Abbey  and 
St.  George's  Chapel.  The  monuments  of  these  two  royal 
fanes  form  a  series  as  interesting  in  the  history  of  art  as  of 
our  royal  line,  and  no  painful  consciousness  of  desecration 
mixesitself  with, the  solemn  reverence  with  which  we  con- 
template the  honoured  tombs. 

The  most  interesting  object  in  the  crypts  of  St.  Denis,  and 
which  comes  upon  the  moral  feeling  with  a  force  increased 
rather  than  diminished  by  the  incongruities  which  surround 
it,  is  the  door  of  the  vault  prepared  by  Napoleon  for  himsetC 
It  is  inscribed,  * 

ICI  EEPQSENT 

LES  DEPOUILLES  MORTELLES 

DE 


This  inscripHon  still  remains,  as  well  as  the  massive  brazen 
gates  with  their  triple  locks,  which  were  designed  to  close  the 
tomb.  These  rich  portals  are  not  suspended  on  hinges,  but 
rest  against  a  wall  of  solid  masonry,  over  which  the  above 
inscription  is  seen.  The  imperial  vault  thus  chosen  by  the 
living  despot  as  the  sanctuary  for  bones  which  it  was  our 
fortune  to  dispose  of  elsewhere  is  greatly  distinguished  by  its 
situation,  being  exactly  under  the  high  altar,  and  in  the  centre 
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of  the  cryptS)  which  follow  the  beautiful  curve  of  the  Lady 
Chapel  above.  It  now  contains  the  bodies  of  Louis  Dix-hult 
and  the  Due  de  Berri^  and  is  completely  bricked  up. 

In  another  vaults  at  one  end  of  the  circular  crypts,  and 
perfectly  excluded  from  the  Ught  of  day,  but  made  visible  by 
a  single  feeble  lamp,  are  two  coffins  enclosing  the  remains  of 
the  two  last  defunct  princes  of  the  blood  royal;  but  I  forget 
their  names.  When  I  inquired  of  our  conductor  why  these 
two  cofBns  were  thus  exposed  to  view,  he  replied,  with  the 
air  of  a  person  giving  information  respecting  what  was  as  un- 
changeable as  the  laws  of  the  Medes  and  Persians,  ^'  G'est 
tooj.ours  ainsi;"  adding,  ^*  When  another  royal  corpse  is 
interred,  the  one  of  these  two  which  was  the  first  deposited 
will  be  removed,  to  be  placed  beneath  its  monument;  but  two 
must  ever  remain  thus." 

"  Always"  and  '*  ever"  are  words  which  tan  seldom  be 
used  discreetly  without  some  reservation;  but  respecting 
anything  connected  with  the  political  state  of  France,  I  should 
think  they  had  better  never  be  used  at  all. 

We  returned  to  the  carriages  and  pursued  our  pretty  drive. 
The  latter  part  of  the  route  is  very  beautiful,  and  we  all 
walked  up  one  long  steep  hill,  as  much,  or  more  perhaps,  to 
enjoy  the  glorious  view,  and  the  fresh  delicious  air,  as  to  assist 
the  horses. 

Arrived  at  the  famous  Cheval  Blanc  at  Montmorency, 
(a  sign  painted,  as  the  tradition  says,  by  no  less  a  hand  than 
that  uf  Gerard,  who,  in  a  youthful  pilgrimage  with  his  friend 
Isabey  to  this  region  consecrated  to  romance,  found  himself 
with  no  other  means  of  defraying  their  bill  than  by  painting 
a  sign  for  bis  host,)  we  quitted  our  wearied  and  wearisome 
cltadines,  and  began  to  seek,  amidst  the  multitude  of  horses 
and  donkeys  which  stood  saddled  and  bridled  around  the 
door  of  the  inn,  for  twenty  well-conditioned  beasts,  besides  a 


171  PARIS 

snmpter-tnale  or  two,  to  carry  us  and  oar  provender  to  the 
forest. 

And,  oh!  the  tumult  and  the  din  that  accompanied  this 
selection!  Maltitndes  of  old  women  and  ragamaffin  boys 
assailed  us  on  alt  sides,—*"  Tenez,  madame;  voil^  mon  line! 
y  a-t-il  une  autre  b^te  comme  la  mienne  ?  .,  J*  "  Non,  non, 
non,  belles  dames !  Ne  le  croyez  pas;  c*est  la  mienne  qn'il 
vous  faut ..."  "  Et  voos,  monsieur — c'est  an  cheval  qui 
vous  manque,  n'est-ce  pas?  en  voild  un  superbe .  . ." 

The  multitude  of  hoarse  old  voices,  and  shrill  yoong  ones, 
joined  to  our  own  noisy  mirth,  produced  a  din  that  brought 
out  half  the  population  of  Montmorency  to  stare  at  us :  but  at 
length  we  were  mounted— and,  what  was  of  infinitely  more 
consequence,  and  infinitely  more  difficulty  also,  our  hampers 
and  baskets  were  mounted  too. 

But  before  we  could  think  of  the  greenwood  tree,  and  the 
gay  repast  to  be  spread  under  it,  we  had  a  pilgrimage  to  make 
to  the  shrine  which  has  given  the  region  all  its  fame.  Hitherto 
we  had  thought  only  of  its  beauty, —who  does  not  know  the 
lovely  scenery  of  Montmorency?— even  without  the  name  of 
Rousseau  to  give  a  fanciful  interest  to  every  path  around  it, 
there  is  enough  in  its  hills  and  dales,  its  forest  and  its  fields, 
to  cheer  the  spirits  and  enchant  the  eye. 

A  day  stolen  from  the  dissipation,  the  dust,  and  the  oise  of 
a  great  city,  is  always  delightful ;  but  when  it  is  enjoyed  in 
the  very  fullest  green  perfection  of  the  last  days  of  May,  when 
every  new-born  leaf  and  blossom  is  fully  expanded  to  the 
delicious  breeze,  and  not  one  yet  fallen  before  it,  the  enjoy- 
ment is  perfect.  It  is  like  seeing  a  new  piece  while  the  dresses 
>and  decorations  are  all  fresh ;  and  never  can  the  mind  be  in  a 
state  to  taste  with  less  of  pain,  and  more  of  pleasure,  the 
thoughts  suggested  by  suqh  a  scene  as  tlie  Hermitage,  I  have, 
however,  no  intention  of  indulging  myself  in  a  burst  of  tender 
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ieeling  over  the  mdancholy  memory  of  Rousseau,  or  of  en- 
thusiastic gratitude  at  the  recoUectioa  of  Giretry,  though  both 
•are  strongly  brought  before  the  mind's  eye  by  the  various 
memorials  of  each  so  carefully  treasured  in  the  little  parlour 
In  which  they  passed  so  many  hours :  yet  it  is  impossible  to 
look  at  the  little  rude  table  on  which  the  first  and  greatest  of 
these  gifted  men  scribbled  the  ''  H^loise,''  or  on  the  broken 
and  untuneable  Iseys  of  the«pinetle  with  which  the  eloquent 
Tisionary  so  often  soothed  his  sadness  and  solitude,  without 
some  feeling  tant  soit  peu  approaching  to  the  sentimental. 

Before  the  window  of  this  small  gloomy  room,  which  opens 
upon  the  garden,  is  a  rose-tree  planted  by  the  hand  of  Rous- 
seau, which  has  furnished,  as  they  told  us,  cuttings  enough  to 
produce  a  forest  of  roses.  The  house  is  as  dark  and  dull  as 
may  be;  but  the  garden  is  pretty,  and  there  is  something  of 
fanciful  in  its  arrangement  which  makes  me  think.it  must  be 
4is.heleftiL 

The  records  of  Gr^try  would  have  produced  more  effect  if 
seen  elsewhere,— at  least  I  thought  so;— yet  the  s\yeet  notes 
of  '^  O  Richard  I  O  mon  roi !"  seemed  to  be  sounding  in  my 
ears,  too,  as  I  looked  at  bis  old  spectacles,  and  several  other 
little  domestic  relics  that  were  inscribed  with  his  name.  But 
the  ^^  Reveries  du  Promeneur  Solitaire''  are  worth  all  the 
notes  that  Gr^try  ever  wrote. 

A  marble  column  stands  in  a  «hady  corner  ot  the  garden, 
beiiring  an  inscription  which  states^hat  her  highness  the  Du* 
chesse  de  Berri  had  visited  Xhe  Hermitage,^  and  taken  ^'  le 
ccenr  de  Gr^try"  under  her  august  protection,  which  had  been 
unjustly  ciakned  %  the  Li^geois  from  his  native  France. 
What  this  means,  -or  where  her  highness  found  the  great 
composer's  heart,  I  could  not  learn. 

We  took  the  objects  of  our  expedition  in  most  judicious  order, 
fiisting  and  fsitigue  being  decidedly  favourable  to  melancholy ; 
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but,  even  with  these  aids,  Icannot  say  that  I  discovered  much 
propensity  to  the  tender  vein  in  the  generality  of  onr  party. 
Sentiment  is  so  completely  out  of  fashion,  that  it  would  re- 
quire a  bold  spirit  to  confess  before  twenty  gay  souls  that  you 
felt  any  touch  of  it.  There  was  one  young  Italian,  however, 
of  the  party  whom  I  missed  from  the  time  we  entered  the 
precincts  of  the  Hermitage;  nor  did  I  seehitn  till  some  time 
after  we  were  all  mounted  again,  and  in  full  chase  for  the 
well-known  chestnut-trees  which  have  thrown  their,  shadow 
over  so  many  alfresco  repasts.  When  he  again  joined  us,  he 
had  a  rose  in  his  button- hole  :  I  felt  quite  certain  that  it  was 
plucked  from  the  tree  the  sad  philosopher  had  planted,  and 
that  he,  at  least,  had  done  homage  to  his  shade,  whoever  else 
had  failed  to  do  so. 

Whatever  was  felt  at  the  Hermitage,  however,  was  now 
left  behind  us,  and  a  less  larmoyante  party  never  entered  the 
Forest  of  Montmorency.  When  we  reached  the  spot  on  which 
we  had  fixed  by  anticipation  for  our  salle-^-manger,  we  de- 
scended from  our  various  montureSy  which  were  immediately 
unsaddled  and  permitted  to  refresh  themselves,  tied  together 
in  very  picturesque  groups,  while  all  the  party  set  to  work 
with  that  indescribable  air  of  contented  confusion  and  happy 
disorder  which  can  only  be  found  at  a  pic-nic.  I  have  heard 
a  great  many  very  sensible  remarks,  and  some  of  them  really 
very  hard  to  answer,  upon  the  extreme  absurdity  of  leaving 
every  accommodation  which  is  considered  needful  for  the  com- 
fort of  a  Christian-like  dinner,  for  the  sole  purpose  of  devour- 
ing this  needful  repast  without  one  of  them.  What  can  be 
said  in  defence  of  such  an  act? . . .  Nothing, — except  perhaps 
that,  for  some  unaccountable  reason  or  other,  no  dinner 
throughout  the  year,  however  sumptuously  served  or  deli- 
cately furnished,  ever  does  appear  to  produce  one  half  so  much 
light-hearted  enjoyment  as  the  cold  repast  round  which  the 
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guests  crouch  like  SO  many  gipsies,  with  the  turf  for  their 
table  and  a  tree  for  their  canopy.  It  is  very  strange-^bnt  it 
is  very  true ;  and  as  long  as  men  and  women  continue  to  ex- 
perience this  singular  accession  of  good  spirits  and  good  hu- 
mour from  circumstances  which  might  be  reasonably  expected 
to  destroy  both,  nothing  better  can  be  done  than  to  let  them 
go  on  performing  the  same  extraordinary  feat  as  long  as  the 
fancy  lasts. 

And  so  wesat  upon  the  grass,  caring  little  for  what  the  wise 
might  say  of  us,  for  an  hour  and  a  half  at  the  very  least.  Our 
attendant  old  women  and  boys,  seated  at  convenient  distance, 
were  eating  as  heartily  and  laughing  as  merrily  as  ourselves ; 
whilst  our  beasts,  seen  through  the  openings  of  the  thicket  in 
which  they  were  stabled,  and  their  whimsical  housings  piled 
up  together  at  the  foot  of  an  old  thorn  at  its  entrance,  com- 
pleted the  composition  of  our  gipsy  festival. 

At  length  the  signal  was  given  to  rise,  and  the  obedient 
troop  were  on  their  feet  in  an  instant.  The  horses  and  the 
asses  were  saddled  forthwith :  each  one  seized  his  and  her 
own  and  mounted.  A  council  was  then  called  as  to  whither 
we  should  go.  Sundry  forest-paths  stretched  away  so  invi- 
tingly in  different  directions,  that  it  was  difficult  to  decide 
which  we  should  prefer.  ''  Let  us  all  meet  two  hours  hence  at 
the  Gheval  Blanc,"  said  some  one  of  brighter  wit  than  all  the 
rest :  whereupon  we  all  set  off,  fancy-led,  by  twos  and  by 
threes,  to  put  this  interval  of  freedom  and  fresh  air  to  the  best 
account  possible* 

I  was  strongly  tempted  to  set  off  directly  for  Eaubonne. 
Though  I  confess  Jean-Jacques'  descriptions  (tant  vant^es !) 
of  some  of  the  scenes  which  occurred  there  between  himself 
and  his  good  friend  Madame  d*Houdetot,  in  which  she  rewards 
his  tender  passion  by  constant  assurances  of  her  own  tender 
passion  for  Saint-Lambert,  have  always  appeared  to  me  the 
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very  reverse  of  the  sublime  and  beaotiful ;  yet  still  the  place 
most  be  redolent  of  the  man  whose  ^^  Reveries"  have  made 
its  whole  region  classic  ground :  and  go  where  I  will,  I  aN 
ways  love  to  bring  the  genius  of  the  place  as  near  to  me  as 
possible.  But  my  wishes  were  effectually  checked  by  the  old 
lady  whose  donkey  carried  me. 

*^  Oh !  dame— il  ne  fant  pas  aller  par44 .....  ce  n'est  pas 
14  le  beau  point  de  voe ;  laissez-moi  faire .  .  .  .et  vous  ver- 
rez .  •  •  • 

And  then  she  enumerated  so  many  charming  points  of  fo- 
rest scenery  that  ought  to  be  visited  by  ^'  tout  ie  niionde," 
that  I  and  my  companions  decided  it  would  be  our  best  course 
to  permit  the  laisser  faire  she  asked  for ;  and  accordingly  we 
set  off  in  the  direction  she  chose.  We  had  no  cause  to  regret 
it)  for  she  knew  her  business  well,  and,  in  truth,  led  us  as 
beautiful  a  circuit  as  it  was  well  possible  to  imagine.  If  I  did 
not  invoke  Rousseau  in  his  bosquet  d'Eaubonne,  or  beside  the 
^^  cascade  dont,"  as  he  says,  *^  je  lui  avals  donn^  Vidity  et 
qu^elle  avait  fait  ex^cuter,"— (Rousseau  had  never  seen  Nia- 
gara, or  he  would  not  have  talked  of  his  Sophie's  having 
executed  his  idea  of  a  cascade ;)-— though  we  did  not  seek  him 
there,  we  certainly  met  him,  at  every  step  of  our  beautiful 
forest  path,  in  the  flowers  and  mosses  whose  study  formed  his 
best  recreation  at  Montmorency.  ^'  Herboriser"  is  a  word 
which,  I  think,  with  all  possible  respect  for  that  modem 
strength  of  intellect  that  has  fixed  its  stigma  upon  sentiment^ 
Rousseau  has  in  some  sort  consecrated.  There  is  something 
so  natural,  so  genuine,  so  delightfully  true,  in  his  expressions, 
when  he  describes  the  pleasure  this  occupation  has  given  him, 
contrasted  as  it  is  with  his  sour  and  querulous  philosophy,  and 
still  more  perhaps  with  the  eloquent  but  unrighteous  bursts 
of  ill-directed  passion,  that  its  impression  on  my  mind  is  in- 
comparably greater  than  any  he  has  produced  by  other  topics. 
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^^  Briliantes  fleurs,  email  des  pr^s !" ....  is  an  exclamation 
a  thoosand  times  more  touching,  oomiog  from  the  poor  soli- 
tary J.-J.  at  sixty-five,  than  any  of  the  most  passionate 
exclamations  which  he  makes  St.  Preax  ntter ;  and  for  this 
reason  the  woods  of  Montmorency  are  more  interesting  from 
their  connection  with  him  than  any  spot  the  neighbourhood 
of  V^vay  could  offer. 

The  Tiew  from  the  Rendez-vous  de  Chasse  is  glorious. 
While  pausing  to  enjoy  it,  our  old  woman  began  talking  po- 
lities to  us.  She  told  us  that  she  had  lost  two  sons,  whoboth 
died  fighting  beside  ^^notre  grand  Empereur,^  who  was  cer- 
tainly '^  le  plus  grand  homme  de  la  terre ;  cependant,  it  was 
a  great  comfort  for  poor  people  to  have  bread  for  onze  sous 
—and  that  was  what  King  Louis-Philippe  had  done  for 
them." 

After  our  halt,  we  turned  our  heads  again  towards  the 
town,  and  were  peacefully  pursuing  our  deliciously  cool  ride 
under  the  trees,  when  a  holla !  from  behind  stopped  us.  It 
proceeded  from  one  of  the  boys  of  our  cort^,  who,  mounted 
upon  a  horse  that  one  of  the  party  had  used,  was  galloping 
and  hallooing  after  us  with  all  his  might.  The  information  he 
brought  was  extremely  disagreeable:  one  of  the  gentlemen 
had  been  thrown  from  his  horse  and  taken  up  for  dead ;  and 
he  had  been  sent,  as  he  said,  to  collect  the  party  together,  to 
know  what  was  to  be  done.  The  gentleman  who  was  with 
our  detachment  immediately  accompanied  the  boy  to  the 
spot ;  but  as  the  unfortunate  sufferer  was  quite  a  stranger  to 
me  and  was  already  surrounded  by  many  of  the  party,  I  and 
my  companion  decided  upon  returning  to  Montmorency,  there 
to  await  at  Le  Cheval  Blanc  the  appearance  of  the  rest.  A 
medical  man,  we  found,  had  been  already  sent  for.  When 
at  length  the  whole  party,  with  the  exception  of  this  unfor- 
tunate young  man  and  a  friend  who  remained  with  him,  were 
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assembled,  we  found,  upon  comparing  notes  together,  tliat  no 
less  than  four  of  our  party  had  been  unhorsed  or  undonkeyed 
in  the  course  of  the  day;  but  happily  three  of  these  were  ac-' 
cidents  followed  by  no  alarming  results.  The  fourth  was 
much  more  serious ;  but  the  report  from  the  Montmorency 
surgeon,  which  we  received  before  we  left  the  town,  assured  as 
that  no  ultimate  danger  was  to  be  apprehended. 

One  circumstance  attending  this  disagreeable  contre-tems 
was  very  fortunate.  The  accident  took  place  at  the  gates  of 
a  ch&teau,  the  owners  of  which  though,  only  returned  a  few 
hours  before  from  a  tour  in  Italy ,. received  the  sufferer  and 
his  friend  with  the  greatest  kindness  and  hospitality.  Thus, 
though  only  eighteen  of  us  returned  to  Paris  to  recount  tlie 
day's  adventures,  we  had  at  least  the  consolation  of  having  a 
very  interesting,  and  luckily  not  fatal,  episode  to  narrate,  in 
which  a  castle  and  most  courteous  knights  and  dames  bore  a 
part,  while  the  wounded  cavalier  on  whom  their  generous 
cares  were  bestowed  had  not  only  given  signs  of  life,  but  had 
been  pronounced,  to  the  great  joy  of  all  the  company,  quite 
out  of  danger  either  of  life  or  limb. 

Son  ended  our  day  at  Montmorency,  which,  spite  of  our' 
manifold  disasters,  was  declared  upon  the  whole  to  have 
l)een  one  of  very  great  enjoyment. 


LETTER    LXIII. 

George  Sand. 


O' 


I  HAVE  more  than  once  mentioned  to  you  my  observations 
on  the  reception  given  in  Paris  to  that  terrible  school  of  comr 
position  which  derives  its  power  from  displaying,  with 
strength  that  exaggerates  the  vices  of  our  nature,  all  that  is 
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worst  and  vilest  in  the  human  heart.  I  have  repeatedly 
dwelt  upon  the  subject,  because  it  is  one  which  I  have  so  often 
heard  treated  unfairly,  or  at  least  ignorantly,  in  England ; 
and  a  love  of  truth  and  justice  has  therefore  led  me  to  assure 
you,  with  reiterated  protestations,  that  neither  these  mischief- 
doing  works  nor  their  authors  meet  at  all  abetter  reception  in 
Paris  than  they  would  in  London* 

It  is  this  same  love  of  truth  and  justice  which  prompts  roe 
■to  separate  from  the  pack  one  whom  nature  never  intended 
should  belong  to  it.  The  lady  who  writes  under  the  signa- 
ture of  George  Sand  cannot  be  set  aside  by  the  sternest  guar- 
dian of  public  morals  without  a  sigh.  With  great—perhaps, 
at  the  present  moment,  with  unequalled  power  of  writing, 

Madame  de  D perpetually  gives  indications  of  a  heart  and 

mind  whicli  seem  to  prove  that  it  was  intended  her  place 
should  be  in  a  very  different  set  from  that  with  which  she  has 
chosen  to  mingle. 

It  is  impossible  that  she  should  write  as  she  has  done 
without  possessing  some  of  the  finest  qualities  of  human  na- 
ture; but  she  is  and  has  been  tossed  about  in[that whirlpool  of 
unsettled  principles,  deformed  taste,  and  exaggerated  feeling, 
in  which  the  distempered  spirits  of  the  day  delight  to  bathe 
and  disport  themselves,  and  she  has  been  stained  and  bruised 
therein.  Yet  she  has  nothing  in  common  with  their  depraved 
feelings  and  distorted  strength;  and  there  is  so  much  of  the 
divine  spirit  of  real  genius  within  her,  that  it  seems  as  if  she 
could  not  sink  in  the  vortex  that  has  engulfed  her  companions. 
She  floats  and  rises  still;  and  would  she  make  one  bold  effort 
to  free  herself  from  this  slough,  she  might  yet  become  one  of 
the  brightest  ornaments  of  the  age. 

Not  her  own  country  only  but  all  the  world  have  claims  on 
her ;  for  genius  is  of  no  nation,  but  speaks  in  a  language  that 
£an  he  heard  and  understood  by  all.    And  is  it  possible  that 
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SQch  a  mind  as  hers  can  be  insensible  to  the  glory  of  enchant- 
ing the  best  and  purest  spirits  in  the  world  ? . . .  Can  she  pre- 
fer the  paltry  plaudits  of  the  obscure  herd  who  scorn  at  de- 
cency,  to  the  universal  hymn  of  love  and  praise  which  she 
must  hear  rising  from  the  whole  earth  to  do  honour  to  the 
holy  muse  of  Walter  Scott  ? 

The  powers  of  this  lady  are  of  so  high  an  order  as  in  htii 
to  withdraw  her  totally,  though  seemingly  against  her  will, 
from  all  literary  companionship  or  competition  with  the  mal- 
titude  of  little  authors  whose  moral  theories  appear  of  the 
same  colour  as  her  own ;  and  in  the  tribute  of  admiration 
which  justice  compels  me  to  pay  her,  my  memory  dwells  only 
on  such  passages  as  none  but  herself  could  write,  and  which 
happily  all  the  world  may  read. 

It  is  sad,  indeed,  to  be  forced  to  read  almost  by  stealth  vo* 
lumes  which  contain  such  passages,  and  to  turn  in  silence 
from  the  lecture  with  one's  heart  glowing  with  admiration  of 
thoughts  that  one  might  so  proudly  quote  and  boast  of  as 
coming  from  the  pen  of  a  woman!  But,  alas!  hervolumefi 
are  closed  to  the  young  and  innocent,  and  one  may  not  dare 
to  name  her  among  those  to  whom  the  memory  clings  with 
gratitude  as  the  giver  of  high  mental  enjoyment. 

One  strong  proof  that  the  native  and  genuine  bent  of  her 
genius  would  carry  her  far  above  and  quite  out  of  sight  of  the 
whole  d^cousu  school  is,  that,  with  all  her  magical  grace  of 
expression,  she  is  always  less  herself,  less  original,  a  thousand 
times  less  animated  and  inspired,  when  she  sets  herself  to 
paint  scenes  of  unchaste  love,  and  of  unnatural  and  hard  in-* 
difference  to  decorum,  than  when  she  throws  the  reins  upon 
the  neck  of  her  own  Pegasus,  and  starts  away  into  the 
bright  region  of  unsoiled  thoughts  and  purely  intellectual  me- 
ditation. 

I  should  be  sorry  to  quote,  the  titles  of  any  books  which 
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ought  never  to  have  been  written,  and  which  had  better  not 
be  read,  even  though  there  should  be  buried  in  them  precious 
gems  of  thought  and  expression  whidi  produce  the  effect  of 
a  ray  of  sunshine  that  has  entered  by  a  crevice  into  a  dark 
chamber ;  but  there  are  some  morsels  by  George  Sand  which 
stand  apart  from  the  rest,  and  which  may  be  cited  without 
mischief.  ^^La  Revue  des  Deux  Mondes"  has  more  than 
once  done  good  service  to  tlie  public  by  putting  forth  in  its 
trustworthy  pages  some  of  her  shorter  works.  Amongst 
these  is  a  little  story  called,  ^'Andr^,"  which,  if  not  quite 
faultless,  may  yet  be  fairly  quoted  to  prove  of  what  its  author 
might  be  capable.  The  character  of  Genevi^ve^  the  heroine 
of  this  simple  natural  little  tale,  is  evidence  enough  that 
George  Sand  knows  what  is  good.  Yet  even  here  what  a 
strange  perversity  of  purpose  and  of  judgment  peeps  out! 
She  makes  this  Genevieve,  whose  character  is  conceived  in  a 
spirit  of  purity  and  delicacy  that  is  realty  angelic,— she 
makes  this  sweet  and  exquisitely  innocent  creature  fell  into 
indiscretion  with  her  lover  before  she  marries  him,  though 
the  doing  so  neither  affects  the  story  nor  changes  the  cata- 
strophe in  the  slightest  degree.  It  is  an  impropriety  d  pure 
perte,  and  is  in  fact  such  a  deplorable  incongruity  in  the  cha- 
racter of  Genevieve,  so  perfectly  gratuitous  and  unnecessary, 
and  so  utterly  out  of  keeping  with  the  rest  of  the  picture,  that 
it  really  looks  as  if  Madame  D might  not  publish  a  vo- 
lume that  was  not  timbr^  with  the  stamp  of  her  clique.  It 
would  not,  I  suppose,  pass  current  among  them  without  it. 

This  story  of  ^^  Andr^"  is  still  before  roe ;  and  though  it 
is  quite  impossible  that  I  should  be  able  to  give  you  any  idea 
of  it  by  extracts,  I  will  transcribe  a  few  lines  to  show  you  the 
tone  of  thought  in  which  its  author  loves  to  indulge. 

Speaking  of  the  universal  power  or  influence  of  poetry. 
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which  eertainly,  like  M.  Jourdain's  prose,  often  exists  in  the 
mind  sans  qu'on  en  sache  rien,  she  says,— 

^^  Les  id6e8  po^tiques  peoTent  s'ajnster  k  la  taiUe  de  tons  les 
horames.  L'un  porte  sa  poesie  sar  son  front,  un  autre  daos 
son  coenr;  celai-ci  la  cherehe  dans  une  promenade  lente  et 
silenciease  an  sein  des  plaines,  celui-1^  la  poursuit  an  ^alop 
de  son  cheval  k  Iravers  les  ravins ;  un  Iroisi^me  I'arrose  sar 
sa  fen6tre,  dans  on  pot  de  talipes.  Au  lieu  de  demander  011 
elle  est,  ne  devrait-on  pas  demander  ou  n'est-elle  pas?  Si 
ce  n'etait  qn'une  langae,  elle  pourrait  se  perdre ;  niais  c'est 
une  essence  qui  se  compose  de  deux  choses,  la  beauts  r($pan- 
due  dans  la  nature  ext^rieure,  et  le  sentiment  d^parti  k  toute 
rintelligence  ordinaire." 

Again  she  shows  the  real  tone  of  her  mind  when,  speaking 
of  a  future  state,  she  says,— 

^^Qni  sait  si,  dans  un  nouveau  code  de  morale,  unnouveau 
catecliisme  religieux,  le  degout  et  la  trlstesse  ne  seront  pas 
fletris  comme  des  vices,  tandis  que  Tamour,  I'espoir  et  Tad- 
miration  seront  recompenses  comme  des  vertus  ? " 

This  is  a  beautiful  idea  of  the  duties  belonging  to  a  happier 
state  of  exisience ;  nay,  I  think  that  if  we  were  only  as  good 
as  we  easily  might  be  here,  even  this  life  would  become 
rather  an  act  of  thanksgiving  than  what  it  too  often  is— a  re- 
cord of  sighs. 

I  know  not  where  I  should  look  in  order  to  find  thoughts 
more  true,  or  fanciful  ideas  more  beautifully  expressed,  than 
I  have  met  with  in-  this  same  story,  where  the  occupations 
and  reveries  of  its  heroine  are  described.  Genevieve  is  by 
profession  a  maker  of  artificial  flowers,  and  the  minute  study 
necessary  to  enable  her  to  imitate  skilfully  her  lovely  models 
has  led  her  to  an  intimate  acquaintance  wiih  them,  the  plea- 
sures of  which  are  described,  and  her  love  and  admiration  of 
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>hein  dwelt  upon,  in  a  strain  that  I  am  quite  persuaded  none 
other  but  George  Sand  could  utter.    It  is  evident,  indeed, 
throughout  all  her  writings,  that  the  works  of  nature  are  the 
idols  she  worships.    In  the  ^'  Lettres  d'un  Yoyageur"— which 
I  trust  are  only  begun,  for  it  is  here  that  the  author  is  perfect, 
unrivalled,  and  irreproachable — she  gives  a  thousand  proofs 
of  a  heart  and  imagination  which  can  only  be  truly  at  home 
wlien  far  from  '^  the  rank  city."    In  writing  to  a  friend  in 
Paris,  whom  she  addresses  as  a  person  devoted  to  tbe  cares 
and  the  honours  of  public  life,  she  says,— ^'  Quand  tu  vois 
passer  un  pauvre  oiseau,  tu  envies  son  essor,  et  tu  regrettes 
les  cieux."    Then  she  exclaims,  '^  Que  ne  puis-je  t'emmener 
avec  moi  sur  Taile  des  vents  inconstans,  te  faire  respirer  )e 
grand  air  des  solitudes  et  t'apprendre  le  secret  des  pontes  et 
des  Bohemiens  ! "    She  has  learned  that  secret,  and  the  use 
she  makes,  of  it  places  her,  in  my  estimation,  wondrous] y 
above  most  of  the  descriptive  poets  that  France  has  ever 
boasted.    Yet  her  descriptions,  exquisite  as  they  sometimes 
are,  enchant  me  less  perhaps  than -the  occasional  shooting,  if 
I  may  so  express  it,  of  a  bold  new  thought  into  the  regions  of 
philosophy  and  metaphysics;  but  it  is  done  so  lightly,  so 
playfully,  that  it  should  seem  she  was  only  jesting  when  she 
appears  to  aim  thus  wildly  at  objects  so  much  beyond  a  wo- 
man's ken.    ^^  Tons  les  trones  de  la  terre  ne  valent  pas  pour 
moi  une  petite  fleur  au  bord  d'un  lac  des  Alpes,"  she  says; 
and  then  starts  off  with  this  strange  query :  *^Une  grande 
question  serait  celle  de  savoir  si  la  Providence  a  plus  d'amour 
et  de  respect  pour  notre  charpente  osseuse,  que  pour  les  pe- 
tales  embaum^s  de  ses  jasmins." 

She  professes  herself  (of  course)  to  be  a  republican;  but 
only  says  of  it,  '^  De  toutes  les  causes  dont  je  ne  me  soucie 
pas,  c'est  la  plus  belle ; "  and  then  adds,  quite  in  her  own 
vein,  '^  Du  moins ,  les  mots  de  patrie  et  de  liberty  sont  har- 
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snenienx— tandisqoeceutdeldgitimit^  et  d'obeissance  soat 
^rossiers ,  mal  sonnans ,  et  fails  poor  des  oreilies  de  geadar- 
flfies/'  . . .  '^  Aduler  une  buche  oooroan^,"  is,  she  declares, 
^  ^  renoncer  k  sa  dignil^  d'homme,  et  se  faire  academicien. " 

However,  she  quizzes  her  political  friend  for  being  **  le  martyr 
■des  nobles  ambitions ; "  adding,  *^Gouvemez^m<M  bien  tons  ces 
vilains  idiots . . . .  je  vais  chanter  au  soleii  snr  une  branche, 
pendant  ce  temps-l^.^' 

In  another  place,  she  says  that  she  is  '^ bonne  k  rien  qa'k 
causer  avec  T^cho,  k  regarder  lever  la  lune,  et  k  composer 
des  chants  m^Iancoliques  ounioqoeurs  pour  les  etudians  pontes 
et  les  ^coliers  amoureux.'^ 

As  a  specimen  of  what  this  writer's  powers  of  description  are, 
I  will  give  you  a  few  lines  from  a  little  story  called  '^  Mattea, " 
—a  story,  by  the  way,  that  is  beautifol,  one  hardly  knows 
why,^just  to  show  you  how  she  can  treat  a  theme  worn 
tlu'eadbare  before  she  was  born.  Is  there,  in  truth,  any  pic^ 
ture  much  less  new  than  that  of  a  gondola,  with  a  guitar  in  it, 
gliding  along  the  canals  of  Venice  ?  But  see  what  she  makes 
of  it. 

''  La  gaitare  est  un  instrument  qui  n'a  sen  existence  veri" 
table  qu'^  Yenise,  la  ville  sileaciense  et  sonore.  Quand  une 
gondole  rasecefleuve  d*encre  phophoresoente ,  ou  chaque 
coup  de  rame  enfonce  un  Eclair,  tandis  qu'une  gpgie  de  pe- 
tites  notes  leg^res,  nettes,  et  feldtres,  bondit  et  rebondit 
sur  les  cordes  que  parcourt  une  main  invisible,  en  vondrait 
arr^ter  et  saisir  cetle  mdodie  faiUe  mais  distincte  qui  agace 
I'oreille  des  passans,  et  qui  foit  le  long  des  grandes  ombres 
des  palais,  comme  pour  appeler  les  belles  aux  fen^tres,  et 
l>asser  en  leur  disant^-Ge  n'est  pas  poor  vous  la  s^nade;  et 
vous  ne  saurez  ni  d'o^  elle  vient,  ni  ou  elle  va. " 

Could  Rousseau  himself  have  chosen  apter  words  ?  Do  they 
«ot  seem  an  echo  to  the  sound-she  describes? 
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The  private  history  of  an  author  ought  never  vte  mix  itself 
wi^  a  jadgment  of  his  works.  Of  that  of  George  Sand  I 
know  but  little;  but  divining  it  from  the  only  source  that  the 
public  has  any  right  to  examine,— namely,  her  writings,—- 
I  should  be  disposed  to  believe  that  her  story  is  the  old  one 
of  affection  either  ill  requited,  or  in  some  way  or  other  un- 
fortunate; and  there  is  justice  in  quoting  the  passages  which 
seem  to  indicate  this,  because  they  are  written  in  a  spirit  that, 
let  the  circumstances  be  what  they  will,  niust  do  her  ho- 
nour. 

In  the  '^Leltres  d'on  Yoyageur"'  already  mentioned,  the 
supposed  writer  of  them  is  clearly  indentilied  with  George 
Sand  by  this  passage  :— ''  Meure  le  petit  George  quand  Dieu 
voudra,  le  monde  n*en  ira  pas  plus  mal  pour  avoir  ignore  sa 
fa^on  de  penser.  Que  veux-tu  que  je  te  disc  ?  II  faut  que  je 
te  parle encore  de  moi,  et  rien  n'est  plus  insipide  qu'une  indi- 
viduality qui  n^a  pas  encore  trouv^  le  mot  de  sa  destine.  Je 
n'aiaucun  int^^t  k  formuler  une  opinion  quelconque.  Quel- 
ques  personnes  qui  lisent  mes  livres  ont  le  tort  de  croire  que 
ma  conduite  est  une  profession  de  foi,  et  le  choix  des  sujets  de 
mes  historiettes  une  sorte  de  plaidoyer  centre  certaines  lois  : 
bien  loin  de  1^,  je  reconnais  que  ma  vie  est  pleine  de  fautes,  et 
je  croirais  commettre  une  14chet^  si  je  me  battais  les  flancs 
ponr  tronver  un  syst^me  d'idees  qui  en  autorisat  I'exemple." 

After  this,  it  is  impossible  to  read,  without  being  touched 
by  it,  this  sublime  phrase  used  in  speaking  of  one  who  would 
retire  into  the  deep  solitudes  of  nature  from  struggling  with 
the  world  : — 

^^Les  asires  etemels  auroni  iaujours  raison,  et  Thomme, 
quelque  grand  qu'il  soit  parmi  les  hommes,  sera  toujours  saisi 
d'^pouvante  quand  il  voudra  interroger  ce  qui  est  au-dessus  de 
lui.  0  silence  effrayanif  rfponse  iloquenteet  terrible  del' i- 
terniur 
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In  another  place,  speaking  with  less  Iightness^  of  tone  than 
is  generally  mixed  throughout  these  charming  leUers  with 
the  gravest  speculations,  George  Sand  says : — 

'^  J'ai  mal  v^u,  j*ai  mal  use  des  biens  qui  me  sont  ^hus, 
j'ai  n^lige  les  oeuvres  de  charite ;  j*ai  v^cu  dans  la  moUesse, 
dans  Fennui,  dans  les  larmes  vaines,  dans  les  folles  amours^ 
dans  les  vains  plaisirs.  Je  me  suis  prostem^  devant  des  idoles 
de  chair  etde  sang,  et  j'ailaiss^  leur  souffle  enivrant  effacer  les 
sentences  aust^res  que  la  sagesse  des  livres  avait  Rentes  sur 
mon  front  dans  ma  jeunesse J'avais  ^te  honndte  autre- 
fois, sais-tu  bien  cela,  Everard  ?  G'est  de  notoridle  bourgeoise 
dans  notre  pays ;  mais  il  y  avait  pen  de  merite,— j'^taisjeune, 
et  les  fonestes  amours  n*etaient  pas  ^clos  dans  mon  sein.  lis 
ont^touffi^  bien  desqualites;  mfiis  je  sais  qu'il  en  est  aux- 
quellesje  n^ai  pas  fait  la  plus  Uq^re  tache  au  milieu  des  plus 
(jrands  revers  de  ma  vie,  et  qu^aucune  des  auires  n^est  perdue 
pour  moi  sans  retour." 

I  could  go  on  very  long  quoting  with  pleasure  from  these 
pages ;  but  I  cannot,  I  think,  conclude  better  than  with  this 
passage.  Who  is  there  but  must  wish  that  all  the  great  and 
good  qualities  of  this  gifted  woman  (for  she  must  have  both) 
should  break  forth  from  whatever  cloud  sorrow  or  misfortune 
of  any  kind  may  have  thrown  over  her,  and  that  the  rest  of  her 
days  may  pass  in  the  tranquil  development  of  her  extraordi- 
nary talents,  and  in  such  a  display  of  them  to  the  public  as 
shall  leave  its  admiration  unmixed? 
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LETTER     LXIV. 

"  Angelo  Tyran  de  Padou." — Burlesque  at  the  Theatre  du  Vaudeville. 
— Mademoiselle  Mars. — Madame  Dorval. — Epigram. 

We  have  seen  and  enjoyed  many  very  pretty,  very  gay 
little  pieces  at  most  of  the  theatres  since  we  have  been  here ; 
but  we  never  till  our  last  visit  to  theTh^dtre  FranQais  enjoyed 
that  uncontrollable  movement  of  merriment  which,  setting 
all  lady-like  nonchalance  at  defiance,  obliged  us  to  yield  our- 
selves up  to  hearty  genuine  laughter;  in  which,  however, 
we  had  the  consolation  of  seeing  many  of  those  around  us  join. 

And  what  was  the  piece,  can  you  guess,  which  produced 
this  effect  upon  us  ?. . .  It  was  "  Angelo ! "  It  was  the  " Tyran 
de  Padoue"— pas  doux  du  tout,  as  the  wits  of  the  parterre 
aver.  But,  in  truth,  I  ought  not  to  assent  to  this  verdict,  for 
never  tyrant  was  so  doux  to  me  and  mine  as  this,  and  never 
was  a  very  long  play  so  heartily  laughed  at  to  the  end. 

But  must  I  write  to  you  in  sober  earnest  about  this  comic 
tragedy  ?  I  suppose  I  must;  for,  except  the  Proems  Monstre, 
nothing  has  been  more  talked  of  in  Paris  than  this  new  birth 
of  M.  Hugo.  The  cause  for  this  excitement  was  not  that  a 
new  play  from  this  sufficiently  well-known  hand  was 
about  to  be  put  upon  the  scene,  but  a  circumstance  which 
has  made  me  angry  and  all  Paris  curious.  This  tragedy;  as 
you  shall  see  presently,  has  two  heroines  who  run  neck  and 
neck  through  every  act,  leaving  it  quite  in  doubt  which  ought 
to  come  in  prima  donna.  Mademoiselle  Mars  was  to  play  the 
part  of  one— but  who  could  venture  to  stand  thus  close  beside 
her  in  the  other  part?— nobody  at  the  Frangais,  as  it  should 
seem :  and  so,  wonderful  to  tell,  and  almost  impossible  to  be- 
lieve, a  lady,  a  certain  Madame  Dorval,  well  known  as  a 
heroine  of  the  Porte  St.  Martin,  I  believe,  was  enlisted  into 
the  corps  of  the  Fran^ais  to  run  a  tilt  with — Mars. 
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This  extraordinary  arrangement  was  talked  of,  and  assert- 
ed, and  contradicted,  and  believed,  and  disbelieved,  till  the 
noise  of  it  filled  all  Paris.  You  will  hardly  wonder,  then,  that 
the  appearance  of  this  drama  has  created  much  sensation,  or 
that  the  desire  to  see  it  should  extend  beyond  the  circle  of 
M.  Hugo's  young  admirers. 

I  have  been  told,  that  as  soon  as  this  arangement  was  pub- 
licly made  known,  the  application  for  boxes  became  ^ery 
numerous.  The  author  was  permitted  to  examine  the  list  of 
all  those  who  had  applied,  and  no  boxes  were  positively  pro- 
mised till  he  had  done  so.  Before  the  night  for  the  first 
representation  was  finally  iixed,  a  large  party  of  friends  and 
admirers  assembled  at  the  poet's  house,  and,  amongst  them, 
expunged  from  this  list  the  names  of  all  such  persons  as  were 
either  known  or  suspedted  to  be  hostile  to  him  or  his  school. 
Whatever  deficiencies  this  exclusive  system  produced  in  the 
box-book  were  supplied  by  bis  particular  partisans.  The 
result  on  this  first  night  was  a  brilliant  success. 

'^  L'auteur  de  Cromwell,"  says  the  Revue  desDeux  Mondes, 
*^  a  proclam^  d'une  voix  dictatoriaie  la  fusion  de  la  comedie  et 
de  la  trag^die  dans  le  drame. "  It  is  for  this  reason,  perhaps, 
that  M.  Hugo  has  made  his  last  tragedy  so  irresistibly  comic. 
The  dagger  and  the  bowl  bring  on  the  catastrophe,-  there- 
fore, sans  contredirty  it  is  a  tragedy :  but  his  playful  spirit 
^as  arranged  the  incidents  and  constructed  the  dialogue, — 
therefore,  sans  faute,  it  is  a  comedy. 

In  one  of  his  exquisite  prefaces,  M.Hugo  says,  that  he  would 
not  have  any  audience  quit  the  theatre  without  carrying 
"with  them  '^quelque  morality  austere  et  profonde;"  «nd  I 
will  now  make  it  my  task  to  pouit  out  to  you  how  well  he  has 
redeemed  this  promise  in  the  present  instance.  In  order  to 
«hake  off  all  the  old-fashioned  trammels  which  might  encum- 
her  his  genius,  M.  Hugo  has  composed  his  '^  Angelo"  in  prose, 
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—prose  sacli  as  old  women  love— (wicked  old  women  I  mean,) 
— ^lengthy,  mystical,  gossiping,  and  mischievoas.  I  will  give 
you  some  extracts ;  and  to  save  the  trouble  of  describing  the 
different  characters,  I  will  endeavour  so  to  select  these  ex- 
tracts that  they  shall  do  it  for  me.  Angelo^  Tyran  de  Padoue, 
thus  speaks  of  himself : — 

'^  Oni . . .  je  suis  le  podesta  que  Yenise  met  sur  Padoue .  .  . 
Et  savez-vous  ce  que  c'est  que  Venise  ? . . . .  C'est  le  conseil 
des  dix.  Oh !  le  conseil  des  dix ! . . . .  Sonvent  la  nuit  je  me 
dresse  sur  mon  sdant,  j'^coute,  et  j'entends  des  pas  dans  mon 
mur  ....  Oui,  (fest  ainsi,  Tyran  de  Padoue,  esclave  de  Ve- 
nise.   Je  suis  bien  surveill6,  allez.    Oh !  le  conseil  des  dix !" 

This  gentleman  has  a  young,  beautiful,  and  particularly 
estimable  wife,  by  name  Gatarina  Bragadini  (which  part  is 
enacted  on  the  boards  of  the  Theatre  Frangais  by  Madame 
Dorval,  from  the  Thedlre  de  la  Porte  St.  Martin),  but  unfor- 
tunately he  hates  her  violently.  He  could  not,  however,  as 
he  philosophically  observes  himself,  avoid  doing  S9,  and  he 
shall  again  speak  for  himself  to  explain  this. 

^^  ANGELO. 

"  La  haine  c'est  dans  notre  sang.  II  faut  toujours  qu'un 
Malipieri  haisse  quelqu'un.  Moi,  c'est  cette  femme  que  je 
hais.  Je  ne  vaux  pas  mieux  qu'elle,  c'est  possible— mais  11 
faut  qu'elle  menre.    C'est  une  ndcessit^  —  une  resolution 

prise." 

This  necessity  for  hating  does  not,  however,  prevent  the 
Podesta  from  falling  very  violently  in  love  with  a  strolling 
actress  called  La  Tisbe  (personated  by  Mademoiselle  Mars). 
The  Tisbe  also  is  a  very  remarkably  virtuous,  amiable,  and 
high-minded  woman,  who  listens  to  the  addresses  of  the  Ty- 
rant pas  doox,  but  hates  him  as  cordially  as  he  hates  his 
4ady-wife,  bestowing  all  her  tenderness  and  private  caresses 
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upon  a  Iravelling  gentleman,  who  is  a  prince  in  disguise,  but 
whom  she  passes  off  upon  the  Tyrant  for  her  brother.  La 
Tisbe,  too,  shall  give  yon  her  own  account  of  herself. 


« 


LA  TISBE  {addressing  Angelo). 


*'  Yous  savez  qui  je  suis? . . .  rien,  une  fille  dn  peuple,  une 
comedienne  ...  Eh  bien!  si  peu  que  jesuis,  j'ai  eu  une  m^re; 

savez-vous  ce  que  c'est  que  d'avoir  une  mere?    En  avez-vou« 

eu  une,  vous? .  .  .  Eh  bien!  j'avais  une  m^re,  moi." 

TJiis  appears  to  be  a  species  of  refinement  upon  the  old  say- 
ing, "  It  is  a  wise  child  that  knows  its  own  father."  The 
charming  Tisbe  evidently  piques  herself  upon  her  sagacity  in 
being  quite  certain  that  she  had  a  mother  ;—but  she  has  not 
yet  finished  her  story. 

*^  G'^tait  une  pauvre  femme  sans  mari,  qui  chantait  des 
chansons  dans  les  places  publiques."  (The  *'  delicate  Esme- 
ralda again.)  Un  jour,  un  senateur  passa.  II  regarde,  il  en- 
lendit,"  (she  must  have  been  singing  the  pa  ira  of  ^549,)  "et 
dit  au  capitaine  qui  le  suivait— A  la  potence  cette  femme !  Ma 
mere  fut  saisie  sur-le-champ— elle  ne  dit  rien  ,  .  ,  k  quoi 
bon  ?  .  .  .  .  m'embrassa  avec  une  grosse  larme,  pril  son  cru- 
cifix et  se  laissa  garotter.  Je  le  vols  encore,  ce  crucifix'^en  cui- 

vre  poll,  mon  nom  Tisbe  ^crit  en  has Mais  il  y  avait 

avec  le  senateur  une  jeune  fille  ....  Elle  se  jeta  aux  pieds 

du  senateur  et  obtint  la  grsice  de  ma  m^re Quand 

ma  m^re  fut  d^liee,  elle  prit  son  crucifix,  ma  m^re,  et  le 
donna  a  la  belle  enfant,  en  lui  disant :  Madame,  gardez  ce 
crucifix— il  vous  portera  bonheur." 

Imagine  Mademoiselle  Mars  uttering  this  trash  I . . .  .  Oh, 
it  was  grievous !  And  if  I  do  not  greatly  mistake,  she  ad- 
mired her  part  quite  as  litlle  as  I  did,  though  she  exerted  all 
her  power  to  make  it  endurable,— and  there  were  passages^ 
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certainly,  in  which  she  succeeded  in  making  one  forget  every- 
thing bat  herself,  her  voice,  and  her  action. 

But  to  proceed.  On  this  crucifix  de  caivre  poli,  inscribed 
with  the  name  of  Tisbe,  hangs  all  the  little  plot.  Catarina 
Bragadini,  the  wife  of  the  Tyrant,  and  the  most  ill-used  and 
meritorious  of  ladies,  is  introduced  to  us  in  the  third  scene  of 
the  second  day  (new  style — acts  are  out  of  fashion),  lamenting 
to  her  confidential  femme  de  chambre  the  intolerable  long 
absence  of  her  lover.  The  maid  listens,  as  in  duty  bound, 
wiih  the  most  respectful  sympathy,  and  then  tells  her  that 
another  of  her  waiting-maids  for  whom  she  had  inquired  was 
at  prayers.  Whereupon  we  have  a  morsel  of  naivete  that  is 
impayable. 

''  CATARINA. 

^^  Laisse-Ia  prier.— Helas!  .  .  .  moi,  celanemelait  rien 
de  prier !" 

This,  I  suspect,  it  what  iscalled  "  the  natural  vein,"  in  which 
consists  the  peculiar  merit  of  this  new  style  of  writing.  After 
this  charming  burst  of  natural  feeling,  the  Podesta's  virtuous 
lady  goes  on  with  her  lament. 

"catarina. 


(( 


II  y  a  cinq  semaines-— cinq  semaines  eternelles  que  je  ne 
Tai  vu !  .  .  .  .  Je  suis  enferm^e,  gard^e,  en  prison.  Je  le 
voyais  une  heure  de  temps  en  temps :  cette  heure  si  ^troite  et 
si  vite  ferm^e,  c'etait  le  seul  soupirail  {')  par  on  entrait  un 
peu  d*air  et  de  soleil  dans  ma  vie.  Maintenant  tout  est  mure... 
O  Rodolpho !  .  .  .  Dafn^,  nous  avons  passe,  lui  et  moi,  de 
bien  douces  heures !  .  .  .  Est-ce  que  c'est  coapable  tout  ce 
que  )je  dis  \k  de  lui  ?  Non,  n'est-ce  pas  ?" 
Now  you  must  know,  that  this  Signor  Rodolpho  plays  the 

(•)  Veni  hole. 
II.  9 
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part  of  gallant  taboth  these  ladies,  and,  though  intended  by 
the  author  for  another  of  his  estimable  personages,  is  certainly, 
by  his  own  showing,  as  great  a  rascal  as  can  well  be  imagined. 
He  loves  only  the  wife,  and  not  the  mistress  of  Angelo ;  and 
though  he  permits  her  par  complaisance  to  be  his  mistress  too, 
he  addresses  her  upon  one  occasion,  when  she  is  giving  way 
to  a  fit  of  immoderate  fondness,  with  great  sincerity. 

'^RODOLPHO. 

^^  Prenez  garde,  Tisbe,  ma  famille  est  une  fimiille  fiitale. 
II  y^a  sur  nous  une  predion,  une  destim^  qui  s'accomplit 
presque  inevitablement  de  p^re  en  fils.  Nous  tuons  qui  nous 
aime." 

From  this  passage ,  and  one  before  quoted,  it  should  seem, 
I  think,  that  notwithstanding  all  the  innovations  of  M.  Hugo, 
he  has  still  a  lingering  reverence  for  the  immutable  power 
of  destiny  which  overhangs  the  classic  drama.  How  other- 
wise can  he  explain  these  two  mystic  sentences?—"  Ma  fa- 
mille est  une  famille  fetale.  U  y  a  sur  nous  une  destin^e  qui 
s'accomplit  de  p^re  en  fils."  And  this  other  :  ^'  La  haine 
c'est  dans  notre  sang  :  il  fant  toujours  qn'on  Malipieri  haisse 
quelqu'un." 

The  only  other  character  of  importance  is  a  very  myste- 
rious one  called  Homodei ;  and  I  think  I  may  best  describe 
him  in  the  words  of  the  excellent  burlesque  which  has  already 
been  brought  out  upon  this  "Angelo''  at  the  Yaudeville. 
There  they  make  one  of  the  dramatis  personae,  \^hen  describing 
this  very  incomprehensible  Homodei,  say  of  him,— 

**  C  est  le  plus  grand  dormeiir  de  France  et  de  Navarre.** 

In  effect,  he  Car  out-sleeps  the  dozing  sentinels  in  the  "Critic;" 
for  he  goes  on  scene  after  scene  sleeping  apparently  as  sound 
as  a  lop,  till  all  on  a  sudden  he  starts  up  wide  awake,  and 
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gives  08  to  understand  that  he  too  is  exceedingly  in  love  with 
Madame Ja  Podesta,  bat  that  he  has  been  rejected.  He  there 
fore  determines  to  do  her  as  much  mischief  as  possible, 
observing  that  '^  Un  Shire  ( for  such  is  his  humble  rank )  qui 
aime  est  bien  petit— un  Sbire  qui  se  venge  est  bien  grand." 
This  great  but  rejected  Sbire,  however,  is  not  contented 
with  avenging  himself  on  Catarina  for  her  scorn,  but  is 
pushed,  by  his  destiny,  I  presume,  to  set  the  whole  company 
together  by  the  ears. 

He  first  brings  Rodolpho  into  the  bed-room  of  Catarina, 
then  brings  the  jealous  Tisbe  there  to  look  at  them,  and 
finally  contrives  that  the  Tyrant  himself  should  find  out  his 
wife's  little  innocent  love  affair — for  innocent  she  declares 
it  is. 

Fortunately,  during  this  unaccountable  reunion  in  the 
chamber  of  Madame,  la  Tisbe  discovers  that  her  mother  the 
ballad-singer's  crucifix  is  in  the  possession  of  her  rival  Gata-* 
rina;  whereupon  she  not  only  decides  upon  resigning  her 
claim  upon  the  heart  of  Signer  Rodolpho  in  her  favour,  bat 
determines  upon  saving  her  life  from  the  fury  of  her  jealous 
husband ,  who  has  communicated  to  the  Tisbe,  as  we  have 
seen  above,  his  intention  of  killing  his  wife,  because  '^  U  f^ut 
toujours  qu'un  Malipieri  haisse  quelqa'un." 

Fortunately,  again,  it  happens  that  the  Tisbe  has  commu- 
nicated to  her  lover  the  Tyrant,  in  a  former  conversation,^the 
remarkable  fact  that  another  lover  still  had  once  upon  a  time 
made  her  a  present  of  two  phials— one  black,  the  other  white 
—one  containing  poison,  the  other  a  narcotic.  After  he  has 
discovered  Catarina's  innocent  weakness  for  Rodolpho,  he 
informs  the  Tisbe  that  the  time  is  come  for  him  to  kill  his 
lady,  and  that  he  intends  to  do  it  by  cutting  her  head  off  pri- 
vately. The  Tisbe  tells  him  that  Uiis  is  a  bad  plan,  and  that 
poison  would  do  much  better. 
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"  ANGELO. 


^'Oui!  le  poison  vaudrait  mienx.    Mais  il  faudrait  un 
poison  rapide,  et,  vous  ne  me  croirez  pas,  je  n'en  ai  pas  ici» 


^^  J'en  ai,  moi. 

"Ou? 

"  Chez  moi. 

'<  Quel  poison  ? 


LA  TISBE. 

^*  ANGELO. 

^^  LA  TISBE. 

"  ANGELO. 


'^  LA  TISBE. 


*^  Le  poison  Malispine,  vous  savez :  eette  boite  que  nf a 
envoys  le  primicier  de  Saint  Marc." 

After  this  satisfactory  explanation,  Angelo  accepts  her 
offer,  and  she  trots  away  home  and  brings  him  the  phial  con- 
taining the  narcotic. 

The  absurdity  of  the  scene  that  takes  place  when  Angelo 
and  the  Tisbe  are  endeavouring  to  persuade  Gatarina  to 
consent  to  be  killed  is  such,  that  nothing  but  transcribing  the 
whole  can  give  you  an  idea  of  it :  but  it  is  too  long  for  (his. 
Believe  me,  we  were  not  the  only  part  of  the  audience  that 
laughed  at  this  sc^ne  ii  gorge  diployie.  » 

Angelo  begins  by  asking  if  she  is  ready. 

"  GATARINA. 

"Prfiteaquoi? 


"  A  ipourir. 


"angelo. 


"  GATARINA. 


^' . . .  Monrir !  Non ,  je  ne  snis  pas  pr^te.    Je  ne  suis  pas 
prdte.    Je  ne  suis  pas  pr6te  du  tout,  monsieur ! 
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''  AN6BL0. 


**  Gombien  de  temps  voas  faut-il  pour  vous  preparer  ? 


^'gatarina. 


^^  Oh !  je  ne  sais  pas^beaoconp  de  temps !" 
Angelo  tells  her  she  shall  have  an  hour,  and  then  leaves  her 
alone  :  upon  which  she  draws  aside  a  curtain  and  discovers  a 
block  and  an  axe.    She  is  naturally  exceedingly  shocked  at 
this  spectacle ;  her  soliloquy  is  sublime ! 

'*  CATARiNA  {replacing  the  cwrtain), 

"  Derri^re  moi !  c'est  derri^re  moi.  Ah !  vous  voyez  bien 
que  ce  n'est  pas  nn  r^ve,  et  que  c'est  bien  rdel  ce  qui  se  passe 
lei,  puisque  voiUk  des  choses  IH  derrUre  It  HdeauV 

Gorneille!  Racine!  Voltaire !— This  is  tragedy,— tragedy 
played  on  the  stage  of  the  Th^lltre  Frangais— tragedy  which 
it  has  been  declared  in  the  face  of  day  shall  'Mift  the  ground 
from  under  you ! "    Such  is^  the  march  of  mind ! 

After  this  glorious  soliloquy,  her  lover  Rodolpho  pays 
Catarina  a  visit — again  in  her  bed-room,  in  her  guarded 
palace,  surrounded  by  spies  and  sentinels.  How  he  gets 
there,  it  is  impossible  to  guess :  but  in  the  burlesque  at  the 
Yaudeville  they  make  this  matter  much  clearer  ;-~for  there 
these  unaccountable  entries  are  managed  at  one  time  by  the 
falling  down  of  a  wall;  at  another,  by  the  lover's  rising 
through  the  floor  like  a  ghost;  and  at  another,  by  his  coming 
flying  down  on  a  wire  from  an  opening  in  the  ceiling  like  a 
Cupid. 

The  lovers  have  a  long  talk ;  but  she  does  not  tell  him  a 
word  about  the  killing,  for  fear  it  should  bring  him  into 
mischief, — though  where  he  got  in,  it  might  be  easy  enough 
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for  her  to  get  out.  However,  slie  ^ys  nothing  about  ^'  lei 
choses**  behind  the  curtain,  but  gives  him  a  kiss,  and  sends 
him  away  in  high  glee. 

No  sooner  does  he  disappear,  than  Angelo  and  the  Tisbe 
enter,  and  a  conversation  ensues  between  the  thi^ee  on  the 
manner  of  the  doomed  lady's  death  that  none  but  M.  Victor 
Hugo  could  have  written.  He  would  represent  nature,  and 
he  makes  a  high-born  princess,  pleading  for  her  life  to  a 
sovereign  who  is  her  husband,  speak  thus :  ^^  Parlous  simple- 
ment.  Tenez....  vous  dtes  inf;lmes....  et  puis,  commevons 
mentez  toujours,  vous  ne  me  croirez  pas.  Tenez,  vraiment 
je  vous meprise :  vous  m'avez  epous^  pour  mon  argent..." 

Then  she  makes  a  speech  to  the  Tisbe  in  the  same  exquisite 
tone  of  nature;  with  now  and  then  a  phrase  or  expression 
which  is  quite  beyond  «ven  the  fun  of  the  Vaudeville  to 
travestie ;  as  for  instance — ^'  Je  suis  toujours  rest^  honn^te-^ 
vous  me  comprenez,  vous — mais  je  ne  puis  dire  cela  4  mon 
mari.  Lips  hommes  ne  veulent  jamais  nous  croire^  vous 
savez;  cependant  nous  leur  disons  quelquefois  des  chosesbien 
vraies...." 
At  last  the  Tyrant  gets  out^t  patience. 

"  ANGELO. 

^'  C'en  est  trop!  Gatarina  Bragadina,  le  crime  fait  vent  un 
chdtiment ;  la  fosse  ouverte  veut  un  cercueil ;  le  mari  outrage 
veut  une  femme  morte.  Tu  perds  ioutes  les  paroles  qui  sor^ 
tent  de  ta  houcke  (montrant  le  poison). 

"  Voulez-vous,  madame  ? 

"  GATARINA. 

"Non! 

"  ANGELO. 

"**  Non? ...  J 'en  reviens  4  ma  premiere  id^e  alors.    Les 
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^peesl  les  ^pees !    Troilo !  qu'on  aille  me  chereher. . .  J'y 
vais ! " 

« 

Now  we  all  know  that  his  premiere  idee  was  not  to  stab  her 
^ith  one  or  more  swords,  but  to  cat  her  head  off  on  a  block 
—and  that  les  choses  are  all  hid  ready  for  it  behind  the 
curtain.  But  this  '*  J'y  vais"  is  part  of  the  machinery  of  the 
fable ;  for  if  the  Tyrant  did  not  go  away,  the  Tisbe  could  have 
found  no  opportunity  of  giving  her  rival  a  hint  that  the 
poison  was  not  so  dangerous  as  she  believed.  So  when 
Angelo  returns,  the  Tisbe  tells  him  that  ^'  elle  se  r^signe  au 
poison." 

Gatarina  drinks  the  potion,  falls  into  .a  trance,  and  is 
buried.  (Victor  Hugo  is  always  original,  they  say.)  The 
Tisbe  digs  her  up  again,  and  lays  her  upon  a  bed  in  her  i>wn 
house,  carefully  drawing  the  curtains  round  her.  Then 
comes  the  great  catastrophe.  The  lover  of  the  two  ladies 
uses  his  privilege,  and  enters  the  Tisbe'«  apartment, 
determined  to  fulQl  his  destiny  and  murder  her,  because  she 
loves  him — ^as  written  in  the  book  of  fate — and  also  because 
she  has  poisoned  his  other  and  his  favourite  love  Gatarina. 
The  Signor  Rodolpho  knows  that  she  brought  the  phial,  be- 
cause one  of  the  maids  told  him  so :  this  is  another  instance 
of  the  ingenious  and  skilful  machinery  of  the  table.  Rodolpho 
tells  the  poor  woman  what  he  is  come  for;  adding,  '^  Yons 
avez  un  quart  d'heure  pour  vous  preparer  k  la  mort,  ma- 
dame!" 

There  is  something  in  this  which  shows  that  M.  Hugo, 
notwithstanding  he  has  some  odd  decousu  notions,  is  aware 
of  the  respect  which  ought  to  be  paid  to  married  ladies, 
beyond  what  is  due  to  those  who  are  not  so.  When  the 
Podesta  announced  the  same  intention  to  his  wife,  he  says — 
^  *'  Vous  avez  devant  vous  une  heure^  madame."    At  the  Y an  • 
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deviJle,  however,  they  give  another  turn  to  this  variation 
in  the  time  allowed  under  circumstances  so.  similar  :  they 
say— 

'<  Catarina  eut  une  heure  au  moins  de  son  mari : 
Le  temps  depuis  tant6t  est  doDc  bien  rencheri." 

The  unfortunate  Tisbe,  on  receiving  this  communication 
from  her  dear  Rodolpho,  exclaims— ^^  Ah!  vous  me  tuez! 
Ah!  c'est  la  premiere  idee  qui  vous  vient?" 

Some  farther  conversation  takes  place  between  them.  On 
one  occasion  he  says—like  a  prince  as  he  is—^'Mentez  un 
peu,  voyons !"— and  then  he  assures  her  that  he  never  cared 
a  farthing  for  her,  repeating  very  often,  because,  as  he  says, 
it  is  her  suppUce  to  hear  it,  that  he  never  loved  anybody  but 
Catarina.  During  the  whole  scene  she  ceases  not,  however, 
to  reiterate  her  passionate  protestations  of  love  to  him,  and 
at  last  the  dialogue  ends  by  Rodolpho's  stabbing  her  to  the 
heart. 

I  never  beheld  anything  on  the  stage  so  utterly  disgusting 
as  this  scene.  That  Mademoiselle  Mars  felt  weighed  down 
by  the  part  I  am  quite  certain :  it  was  Uke  watching  the 
painful  efforts  of  a  beautiful  racer  pushed  beyond  its  power — 
distressed,  yet  showing  its  noble  nature  to  the  last.  But  even 
her  exquisite  acting  made  the  matter  worse.  To  hear  the 
voice  of  Mars  uttering  expressions  of  love,  while  the  ruffian 
she  addresses  grows  more  murderous  as  she  grows  more  ten- 
der, produced  an  effect  at  once  so  hateful  and  so  absurd,  that 
one  knows  not  whether  to  laugh  or  storm  at  it.  But  what 
was  the  most  terrible  of  all,  was  to  see  Mars  exerting  her 
matchless  powers  to  draw  forth  tears,  and  then  to  look  round 
the  house  and  see  that  she  was  rewarded  by — a  smiie ! 

After  Tisbe  is  stabbed,  Catarina  of  course  comes  to  life ; 
and  the  whole  farce  concludes  by  the  dying  Tisbe's  telling  the 
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lovers  that  she  had  ordered  horses  for  them,  adding  tenderly, 
^^EUe  est  ddi^ — (how?)— morte  pour  le  podestat,  vivante 
pour  toi.  Trouves-tu  eela  bien  arrange  ainsi  ?  "  Then  Ro- 
dolpho  says  to  Gatarina  ^'  Par  qui  as-tu  ^te  saav^e  ? " 

"  LA  TiSBE  {in  reply). 

"Par  moi,  pour  loi!" 

M.  Hugo,  in  a  note  at  the  end  of  the  piece,  apologises  for 
not  concluding  with  these  words— "Par  moi,  pour  toi," 
which  he  seems  to  think  particularly  effective.  Nevertheless, 
for  some  reason,  which  he  does  not  very  clearly  explain,  he 
concludes  thus: — 

"  LA  TISBE. 

"Madame,  permettez-moi  de  lui  dire  encore  une  fois,  Mon 
Rodolpho.  Adieu,  mon  Rodolpho !  partez  vite  k  pr^nt.  Je 
meurs.    Vivez.    Je  te  benis ! " 


It  is  impossible  in  thus  running  through  the  piece  to 
you  any  adequate  idea  of  the  loose,  weak,  trumpery  style  in 
which  it  is  written.  It  really  seems  as  if  the  author  were 
determined  to  try  how  low  he  might  go  before  the  boys  and 
grisettes  who  form  the  chorus  of  his  admirers  shall  find  out 
that  he  is  quizzing  them.  One  peculiarity  in  the  plot  of  "this 
fine  tragedy  "  is,  that  the  hero  Angelo  never  appears,  nor  is 
even  alluded  to,  after  the  scene  in  which  he  commissions  la 
Tisbe  to  administer  the  poison  to  Madame.  His  sudden  dis- 
appearance is  thus  commented  upon  at  the  Vaudeville.  The 
Tyran^there  makes  his  appearance  after  it  is  all  over,  exclaim- 
ing— 

"  Je  veux  en  ^tre,  moi .  .  .  Ton  osera  peut-etre 
Flnir  un  m^lodrame  en  absence  du  traitre? 
Suis-je  un  hors-d'oeuvre,  un  inutile  article, 
Une  cinquieme  roueajoutee  au  tricycle?" 


^'o; 
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In  the  pre&ce  to  this  immortal  performaiice  there  is  this 
passage  :— 

^'  Dans  r^tat  oil  sont  aujonrd'hoi  tootes  ces  qaestions  pro- 
fondes  qui  touchent  aox  racines  m^mes  de  la  soci^t^,  il 
semblait  depuis  long-temps  k  Tanteor  de  ce  drame  qu'il 
poorrait  y  avoir  utilite  et  grandeur"  (utility  et  grandeur !)  "  k 
d^Telopper  sur  le  theatre  quelque  chose  de  pareil  k  Vld6e  que 


voici " 


And  then  follows  what  he  calls  his  idea ;  but  this  preface 
must  be  read  from  beginning  to  end,  if  you  wish  to  see  what 
sort  of  stuff  it  is  that  humbug  and  impudence  can  induce  the 
noisiest  part  of  a  population  to  pronounce  "  fine !"  But  you 
must  hear  one  sentence  more  of  this  precious  preface,  for  fear 
"  the  work''  may  not  fell  into  your  hands. 

"  Le  drame,  comme  Tauteor  de  cet  ouyrage  le  voudrait 
feire,  doit  donner  i  la  foule  une  philosophic ;  aux  idto ,  une 
formule;  k  la  po^sie,  des  muscles,  du  sang,  et  de  la  vie;  k 
eeux  qui  pensent,  une  explication  d^sint^ress^e;  aux  kmes 
all^rdes  un  breuvage,  aux  plaies  secretes  un  baume^i^  cha- 
cun  un  conseil,  k  tons  une  loi."  ( ! ! ! ! ) 

He  concludes  thus  :— 

"  Au  si^cle  ou  nous  vivons,  I'horizon  de  I'art  est  bien  ^largi. 
Autrefois  lepo^  disait,  le  piiblic;  aujourd'hui  le  poete  dil, 
le  peuple." 

Is  it  possible  to  conceive  affected  sublimity  and  genuine 
nonsense  carried  farther  than  this  ?  Let  us  not,  however,  sit 
down  with  the  belief  that  the  capiul  of  France  is  quite  in  the 
condition  he  describes ;— let  us  not  receive  it  quite  as  gospel 
that  the  raptures,  the  sy^^)athy  of  this  "  foule  sympathique  et 
eclair^e,"  that  he  talks  of,  in  his  preface  to  "Angelo,"  as  com- 
ing nightly  to  the  theatre  to  do  him  honour,  exists--or  at  lea^ 
that  it  exists  beyond  the  very  narrow  limits  of  his  own  clique. 
The  men  of  France  do  not  symphathise  with  Victor  Hugo, 
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whatever  the  boys  may  do.  He  has  made  himself  a  name, 
it  is  trae,— but  it  is  not  a  good  on6;  and  in  forming  an  esti- 
mate of  the  present  state  of  literature  in  France,  we  shall 
greatly  err  if  we  assume  as  a  faot  that  Hugo  is  an  admired 
writer. 

I  would  notl)e  unjustly  severe  on  any  one;  but  here  is  a 
gentleman  who  in  early  life  showed  considerable  ability;— 
he  produced  some  light  pieces  in  Terse,  which  are  said  to  be 
written  with  good  moral  feeling,  and  in  a  perfectly  pure  and 
correct  literary  taste.  We  have  therefore  a  right  to  say  that 
M.  Hugo  turned  his  talents  thus  against  his  fellow-creatures, 
not  from  ignorance— not  from  simple  folly — but  upon  calcu- 
lation. For  is  it  possible  to  believe  that  any  man  who  has 
once  shown  by  his  writings  a  good  moral  feeling  and  a  cor- 
rect taste,  "can  expose  to  the  public  eye  such  pieces  as  '^  Lu- 
crtee  Borgia,"  "  Le  Roi  s'amuse,"  "  Angelo,"  and  the  rest,  in 
good  faith,  believing  the  doing  so  to  be,  as  he  says,  ^^nne  tdche 
«ainte  ?"  Is  this  possible  ?. . .  and  if  it  be  not,  what  follows?. . . 
Why,  that  the  author  is  making  a  job  of  corrupting  human 
hearts  and  human  intellects.  He  has  found  out  that  the  mind 
of  man,  particularly  in  youth,  eagerly  seeks  excitement  of  any 
kind :  he  knows  that  human  beings  will  go  to  see  their  fellows 
hanged  or  guillotined  by  way  of  an  amusement,  and  on  this 
knowledge  he  speculates. 

But  as  the  question  relates  to  France,  we  have  not  hitherto 
treated  it  fairly.  I  am  persuaded  that  had  our  stage  no  cen- 
sorship, and  were  dramas  such  as  those  of  Dumas  and  Victor 
Hugo  to  be  produced,  they  would  fill  the  theatres  at  least  as 
much  as  tliey  do  here.  Their  very  absurdity— the  horror- 
nay,  even  the  disgust  they  in^ire,  is  quite  enough  to  produce 
this  effect;  but  it  would  be  unwise  to  argue  thence  that  such 
trash  had  become  the  prevailing  taste  of  the  people. 
That  the  speculation,  as  such,  has  been  successful,  I  have 
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no  doubt.  This  play,  for  instance,  has  been  very  generally 
talked  of,  and  many  have  gone  to  see  it,  not  only  on  its  own 
aoooont,  but  in  order  to  behold  the  novel  spectacle  of  Made- 
moiselle Mars  an  luite  with  an  actress  from  La  Porte  St.  Mar- 
tin. As  for  Madame  Dorval,  I  imagine  she  mast  be  a  very 
effective  melodramatic  performer  when  seen  in  her  proper 
place ;  hot  however  it  may  have  flattered  her  vanity,  I  do  not 
think  it  can  have  added  to  her  fame  to  bring  her  into  this  dan- 
gerous competition.  As  an  actress,  she  is,  I  think,  to  Made- 
moiselle Mars  much  what  Victor  Hugo  is  to  Racine,— and  per- 
haps we  shall  hear  that  she  has  ^^  heaved  the  ground  from 
under  her." 

Among  various  stories  floating  about  on  the  subject  of  the 
new  play  and  its  author,  I  heard  one  which  came  from  a  gen- 
tleman who  has  long  been  in  habits  of  intimacy  with  M.  Hugo. 
He  went,  as  in  duty  bound,  to  see  the  tragedy,  and  had  im^ 
mediately  afierwards  to  face  his  friend.  The  embarrassment 
of  the  situation  required  to  be  met  by  presence  of  mind  and  a 
coup  de  main :  he  showed  himself,  however,  equal  to  the 
exigency ;  he  spoke  not  a  word,  but  rushing  towards  the  au- 
thor, threw  his  arms  round  him  and  held  him  long  in  a  close 
and  silent  embrace. 

Another  pleasantry  on  the  same  subject  reached  me  in  the 
shape  of  four  verses,  which  are  certainly  droll  enough;  but  I 
suspect  that  they  must  have  been  written  in  honour,  not  of 
*'Angelo,"  but  of  some  one  of  the  tragedies  in  verse—"  Le 
Roi  s'amuse,"  perhaps,  for  they  mimic  the  harmony  of  some  of 
the  lines  to  be  found  there  admirably. 

'<Ou,  6  Hugo!  huchera-t-on  ton  nom? 
Justice  encor  rendu  que  ne  t*a-t<on  ? 
Quand  done  au  corps  qn'academique  on  nomme, 
Grimperas-tu  de  roc  en  roc,  rare  homme?" 
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And  now  farewell  to  Victor  Hugo !  I  promise  to  trouble 
you  with  him  no  more^  but  the  consequence  which  has  been 
given  to  his  name  in  England  has  induced  me  to  speak  thus 
fully  of  the  estimation  in  which  I  find  him  held  in  France. 


^'Rare  Homme! 


u 


LETTER    LXV. 

Boulevard  des  Italiens.^-Tortoni's. — Thunder-storm. — Church  of 
the  Madeleine. — Mrs.  Butler*8  "Journal." 

All  the  world  has  been  complaining  of  the  tremendous  heat 
of  the  weather  here.    The  thermometer  stands  at. ...  I  forget 
what,  for  the  scale  is  not  my  scale ;  but  I  know  that  the  sun 
has  been  shining  without  mercy  during  the  last  week,  and  that 
all  the  world  declare  that  they  are  baked.    Of  all  the  cities  of 
the  earth  to  be  baked  in,  surely  Paris  is  the  best.    I  have  been 
reading  that  beautiful  story  of  George  Sand's  about  nothing  at 
all,  called  ^^LaYinia,"and  chose  for  my  study  the  deepest  shade 
of  the  Tuileries  Garden.    If  we  could  but  have  sat  there  all 
day,  we  should  have  felt  no  inconvenience  from  the  sun,  but, 
on  the  contrary,  only  have  watched  him  from  hour  to  hour  ca- 
ressing the  flowers,  and  trying  in  vain  to  find  entrance  for  one 
of  his  beams  into  the  delightful  covert  we  had  chosen :  but  there 
were  people  to  be  seen,  and  engagements  to  be  kept ;  and  so 
here  we  are  at  home  again,  looking  forward  to  a  large  party 
for  the  evening ! 

The  Boulevard  as  we  came  along  was  prettier  than  ever ; 
—stands  of  delicious  flowers  tempting  one  at  every  step—a 
rose,  and  a  bud,  and  two  bits  of  mignonette,  and  a  sprig  of 
myrtle,  for  five  sous;  but  all  arranged  so  elegantly,  that  the 
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little  boaquet  was  worth  a  dozen  lied  up  less  tastefully.    I 
never  saw  so  many  sitters  in  a  morning ;  the  people  seemed 
as  if  ihey  were  reposing  from  necessity—  as  if  they  sat  because 
they  could  walk  no  farther.    As  we  passed  Tortoni's,  we 
were  amused  by  a  group,  consisting  of  a  very  pretty  woman 
and  a  very  pretty  man,  who  were  seated  on  two  chairs  close 
together,  and  flirting  apparently  very  much  to  their  own 
satisfaction;  while  the  third  figure  in  the  group,  a  little  Sa- 
voyard, who  had  probably  begun  by  asking  charity,  seemed 
spellbound,  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  elegant  pair  as  if  stu- 
dying a  scene  for  the  gate  science^  of  which,  as  he  carried  a 
mandoline,  I  presume  he  was  a  disciple.    We  were  equally 
entertained  by  the  pertinacious  staring  of  the  little  minstrel, 
and  the  utter  indifference  to  it  manifested  by  the  objects  of 
his  admiration. 

A  few  steps  farther^  our  eyes  were  again  arrested  by  an 
exquisite,  who  had  taken  off  his  hat,  and  was  deliberately 
combing  his  coal-black  curls  as  he  walked.  In  a  brother 
beau,  I  doubt  pot  he  would  have  condemned  such  a  degree  of 
laisser-fdler;  but  in  himself,  it  only  served  to  relever  the  beauty 
of  his  forehead  and  the  general  grace  of  his  movements.  I  was 
glad  that  no  fountain  or  limpid  lake  opened  beneath  his  feet, 
—the  fate  of  Narcissus  would  have  been  inevitable. 

Last  night  we  had  intended  to  make  a  farewell  visit  to  the 
Feydeau,— Feydeau  no  longer,  however, — to  the  Op^ra  Co* 
mique,  I  should  say.  But  fortunately  we  had  not  secured  a 
box^  and  therefore  enjoyed  the  privilege  of  changing  our 
mmds,— a  privilege  ever  dear,  but  in  such  weather  as  this 
inestimable.  Instead  of  going  to  the  theatre,  we  remained 
at  home  till  it  began  to  grow  dark  and  cool— cooler  at  least 
by  some  degrees,  but  still  most  heavily  fultry.  We  then 
sallied  forth  to  eat  ices  at  Tortoni's.  All  Paris  seemed  t<>  be 
assembled  upon  the  Boulevard  to  breathe:  it  was  like  a  very 
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crowded  night  at  Yaaxhall,  and  hundreds  of  chairs  seemed 
to  have  sprung  np  from  the  ground  to  meet  the  exigences  of 
the  moment,  for  double  rows  of  sitters  occupied  each  side  of 
the  pavement. 

Frenchwomen  are  so  very  lovely  in  their  evening  walking- 
dress,  that  I  would  rather  see  them  thus  than  when  full- 
dressed  at  parties.  A  drawing-room  full  of  elegantiy-dressed 
women,  all  looking  prepared  for  a  bal  pare,  is  no  unusual 
sight  for  English  eyes;  but  truth  obliges  me  to  confess  that  it 
would  be  in  vain  at  any  imaginable  evening  promenade  in 
London  to  look  for  such  a  spectacle  as  the  Italian  Boulevard 
showed  us  last  night.  It  is  the  strangest  thing  in  the  world 
that  it  should  be  so— for  it  is  certain  that  neither  the  bonnets, 
nor  the  pretty  faces  they  shelter,  are  in  any  way  inferior  in 
England  to  any  that  can  be  seen  elsewhere ;  but  Frenchwomen 
have  more  the  habit  andiheknack  of  looking  elegantly-dressed 
without  being  full-dressed.  It  is  impossible  to  enter  mto 
detail  in  order  to  explain  this— nothing  less  skilful  than  a 
milliner  could  do  this;  and  I  think  that  even  the  most  skilful 
of  the  profession  would  not  find  it  easy.  I  can  only  state  the 
fact,  that  the  general  effect  of  an  evening  promenade  in 
Paris  is  more  elegant  than  it  is  in  London. 

We  were  fortunate  enough  to  secure  the  places  of  a  large 
party  that  were  leaving  a  window  in  the  upper  room  at  Tor- 
toni's  as  we  entered  it :  and  here  again  is  a  scene  as  totally 
un*English  as  that  of  a  restaurant  in  the  Palais  Royal.  Both 
the  rooms  above,  as  well  as  those  below,  were  quite  full  of  gay 
company,  each  party  sitting  round  their  own  little  marble 
table,  with  the  large  carafe  of  ice— -for  so  it  may  well  be  call- 
ed, for  it  only  melts  as  you  want  it— the  very  sight  of  which, 
even  if  you  venture  not  to  drain  a  draught  from  the  slowly 
yielding  mass,  creates  a  feeling  of  delicious  coldness.  Then 
the  incessant  entrees  of  party-coloured  pycamids,  with  their- 
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accompaniment  of  gaufres,— the  brilliant  light  within,  the 
hamming  crowd  without,— the  refreshing  coolness  of  the  de- 
licate regale,  and  the  light  gaiety  which  all  the  world  seem  to 
share  at  this  pleasant  hour  of  perfect  idleness,— all  areincon- 
testably  French,  and,  more  incontestably  still,  not  English. 

While  we  were  still  at  our  window,  amused  by  all  within 
and  all  without,  we  were  started  by  some  sharp  flashes  of 
lightning  which  began  to  break  through  a  heavy  cloud  of 
most  portentous  blackness  that  I  had  been  for  some  time  ad- 
miring, as  forming  a  beautiful  contrast  to  the  blaze  of  light 
on  the  Boulevard.  No  rain  was  as  yet  falling,  and  I  proposed 
to  my  party  a  walk  towards  the  Madeleine,  which  I  thought 
would  give  us  some  fine  effects  of  light  and  darkness  on  such 
a  night  as  this.  The  proposal  was  eagerly  accepted,  and  we 
wandered  on  till  we  left  the  crowd  and  the  gas  behind  us. 
We  walked  to  the  end  of  the  Rue  Royale,  and  then  turned 
round  slowly  and  gradually  to  approach  the  church.  The 
effect  was  infinitely  finer  than  anything  I  had  anticipated  : 
the  moon  was  only  a  few  days  past  the  full ;  and  even  when 
hid  behind  the  heavy  clouds  that  were  gathering  together  as 
it  seemed  from  all  parts  of  the  sky,  gave  light  enough  for  us 
dimly,  yet  distinctly,  to  discern  the  vast  and  beautiful  propor- 
tions of  the  magnificent  portico.  It  looked  like  the  pale  spectre 
of  a  Grecian  temple.  With  one  accord  we  all  paused  at  the 
point  where  it  was  most  perfectly  and  most  beautifully  vi- 
sible ;  and  I  assure  you,  that  with  the  heavy  ominous  mass  of 
black  clouds  above  and  behind  it— with  the  faint  light  of  the 
^'  inconstant  moon,"  now  for  a  moment  brightly  visible,  and 
now  wholly  hid  behind  a  driving  cloud,  reflected  from  its  co- 
lumns, it  was  the  most  beautiful  object  of  art  that  I  ever 
looked  at. 

It  was  some  time  before  we  could  resolve  to  leave  it,  quite 
sure  as  we  were  that  it  never  could  be  our  chance  to  behold 
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it  in  sach  perfection  again;  and  while  we  stayed,  the  storm 
advanced  rapidly  towards  ns,  adding  the  distant  rumbling  of 
its  angry  voice  to  enhance  the  effect  of  the  spectacle.  Yet  still 
we  lingered ;  and  were  rewarded  for  our  courage  by  seeing 
the  whole  of  the  vast  edifice  burst  upon  our  sight  in  such  a 
blaze  of  sudden  brightness,  that  when  it  passed  away,  I  thought 
for  an  instant  that  I  was  struck  blind .  Another  flash  followed 
—another  and  another.  The  spectacle  was  glorious ;  but  the 
danger  of  being  drenched  to  the  skin  became  every  moment 
more  imminent,  and  we  hastily  retreated  to  the  Boulevard. 
As  we  emerged  from  the  gloom  of  the  Madeleine  Boulevard 
to  the  glaring  gas-light  from  the  caf^s  which  illuminated  the 
Italian,  it  seemed  as  if  we  had  got  into  another  atmosphere 
and  another  world.  No  rain  had  as  yet  fallen;  and  the 
crowd,  thicker  than  ever,  were  still  sitting  and  lounging 
about,  apparently  unconscious  of  the  watery  danger  which 
threatened  them.  So  great  is  the  force  of  example,  that, 
before  we  got  to  the  end  of  the  promenade,  we  seemed  un- 
conscious of  it  too,  for  we  turned  with  the  rest.  But  we  were 
soon  punished  for  our  folly :  the  dark  canopy  burst  asunder, 
and  let  down  upon  us  as  pelting  a  shower  as  ever  drove  fea- 
thers and  flowers,  and  ribbons  and  gauze,  to  every  point  of  the 
compass  in  search  of  shelter. 

I  have  sometimes  wondered  at  the  short  space  of  time  it 
required  to  clear  a  crowded  theatre  of  its  guests ;  but  the 
vanishing  of  the  crowd  from  the  Boulevard  was  more  rapid 
still.  What  became  of  them  all.  Heaven  knows;  but  they 
seemed  to  melt  and  dissolve  away  as  the  rain  fell  opon  them. 
We  took  shelter  in  the  Passage  de  TOp^ra ;  and  after  a  few 
minutes  the  rain  ceased,  and  we  got  safely  home. 

In  the  course  of  our  excursion  we  encountered  an  English 
friend,  who  returned  home  with  us;  and  though  it  was  eleven 
•o'clock,  he  looked  neither  shocked  nor  surprised  when  I 

II.  9. 
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ordered  tea,but  ev^n  cdtisented  to  stay  and  paVtake  of  it  with  us. 
Our  tea-table  gossip  was  concerning  a  book  that  all  the  world 
—all  the  English  world  at  least— had  been  long  eagerly  look* 
ing  for,  and  which  we  had  received  two  days  before.    Oot 
English  friend  had  made  it  his  travelling- companion,  and 
having  jast  completed  the'pepasal  of  it,  could  talk  of  nothing 
else.     This  book  was  Mrs.  Butler's  ^'  Journal."    Happily  for 
the  tranquillity  of  our  tea-table,  we  were  dl  perfectly  well 
agreed  in  opinion  respecting  it :  for,  by  his  account,  parties 
for  and  against  it  have  been  running  very  strong  amongst  you. 
I  confess  I  heard  this  with  astonishment ;  for  it  appears  to  me 
that  all  that  can  be  said  against  the  book  lies  so  completely  on 
^the  surface,  that  it  must  be  equally  visible  to  all  the  world, 
and  that  nobody  can  fail  to  perceive  it.    Bat  these  obvious 
defects  once  acknowledged— and  they  must  be  acknowledged 
%Y  ^U,  I  should  have  thought  that  there  was  no  possibility  left 
for  much  difference  of  opinion,— I  should  have  thought  the 
genius  of  its  author  would  then  have  carried  all  before  it,  leaving 
no  one  sufficiently  cold-blooded  and  reasonable  to  remember 
^that  it  contained  any  faults  at  all. 

It  is  certainly  possible  that  my^amiliarity  with  the  scenes 

^she  describes  may  give  her  spirited  sketches  a  charm  and  a 

^alue  in  my  eyes  that  they^ay  not4ave  for  those  who  know 

not  their  truth.    But  this  is  not  all  their  merit;  the  glow  of 

feeling,  the  Warm  eloquence,  the  poetic  fervour  with  which 

she  describes  all  that  is  beautiful,  and  gives  praise  to  all  that 

is  good,  must  make  its  way  to  every  heart,  and  inspire  every 

imagination  with  pOwer  to  appreciate  the  graphic  skill  of  her 

descriptions,  even  though  they  may  have  no  power  to  judge  of 

their  accuracy* 

I  have  been  one  among  those  who  have  deeply  regretted 
the  loss,  the  bankruptcy,  which  the  stage  has  sustained  in  the 
tragic  branch  of  its  business  by  the  accession  of  this  lady';  but 
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her  book,  in  my  opinion,  demonstrates  sueh  lextraordinar^ 
powers  of  writing,  that  I  am  willing  to  flatter  myself  that  we 
shall  have  gained  eyentnally  rather  than  lost  by  her  having 
forsaken  a  profession  too  fatiguing,  too  exhausting  to  the 
spirits,  and  necessarily  occupying  too  much  time,  to  have  per- 
mitted her  doing  what  now  we  may  fairly  hope  she  will  do, 
— namely,  devote  herself  to  literature.    There  are  some  pas- 
sages of  her  hastily-written,  and  too  hastily-published  journal, 
which  evidently  indicate  that  her  mind  was  at  worknpoH 
composition.    She  appears  to  judge  herself  and  her  own 
efforts  so  severely,  that,  when  speaking  of  the  scenes  of  an 
unpublished  tragedy,  she  says  '^  they  are  not  bad/'— which 
is,  I  think,  the  phrase  she  uses*:    I  feel  quke  persuaded  that 
they  are  admirable.    Then  again  she  says,  '^  Began  writing  a 
novel. . ."  I  would  that  «he  would  finish  it  Ibo !—  and  as  I 
hold  it  to  be  impossible  that  .such  a  mind  as  hers  can  remain 
inactive,  I  comfort  myself  with  the  belief  that  we  shall  soon 
again  receive  some  token  of  her  English  recollections  handed 
to  us  across  the  Atlantic.    That  her  next  production  will  be 
less  faulty  than  her  last,  none  can  doubt,  because  the 
blemishesare  exactly  of  a  nature  to  be  found  in  the  journal  of 
a  heedless  young  traveller,  who  having  caught,  in  passing,  a 
multitude  of  unseemly  phrases,  puts  them  forth  in  jest,  un- 
mindful—much too  unmindful  certainly~«of  the  risk  she  ran 
that  they  might  be  fixed  upon  her  as  her  own  genuine  indivi- 
dual style  of  expression.    'But  we  have  only  to  read  those 
passages  where  she  certainly  is  not  jesting — where  poetry, 
feeling,  goodness,  and  piety  glow  in  every  line— to  know 
what  her  language  is  when  she  is  in  earnest    On  these 
occasions  her  power  of  expression  is  worthy  of  the  thoughts  of 
which  it  is  the  vehicle,— and  I  can  give  it  no  higher  praise. 
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LETTER    LXVI. 

A  pleasant  Party. — Discussion  between  an  Englishman  and  a  French- 
man.— National  Peculiarities. 

I  TOLD  you  yesterday  that,  notwithstanding  the  tremendous 
heat  of  the  weather,  we  were  going  to  a  large  party  in  the 
evening.  We  courageously  kept  the  engagement ;  though,  I 
assure  you,  I  did  it  in  trembling.    But,  to  our  equal  surprise 

and  satisfaction,  the  rooms  of  Mrs.  M proved  to  be  delici- 

ously  cool  and  agreeable.  Her  receiving-apartment  consists 
of  three  rooms.  The  first  was  surrounded  and  decorated  in 
all  possible  ways  with  a  profusion  of  the  most  beautiful  flowers, 
intermixed  with  so  many  large  glass  vases  for  gold  fish,  that 
I  am  sure  thelbir  was  much  cooled  by  evaporation  from  the 
water  they  contained.  This  room  was  lighted  wholly  by  a 
large  lamp  suspended  from  the  ceiling,  which  was  enclosed  in 
a  sort  of  gauze  globe,  just  sufficiently  thick  to  prevent  any- 
painful  glare  of  light,  but  not  enough  so  to  injure  the  beautifu  i 
effect  always  produced  by  the  illumination  of  flowers.  The 
large  crois^es  were  thrown  open,  with  very  slight  muslin 
curtains  over  them ;  and  the  whole  effect  of  the  room — its 
cool  atmosphere,  its  delicious  fragance,  and  its  subdued  light 
—was  so  enchanting,  that  it  was  not  without  difficulty  we 

passed  on  to  pay  our  compliments  to  Mrs.  M ,  who  was  in 

a  larger  but  much  less  fascinating  apartment. 

There  were  many  French  persons  present,  but  the  majority 
of  the  company  was  English.  Having  looked  about  us  a  little, 
we  retreated  to  the  fishes  and  the  myrtles;  and  as  there  was  a 
veiy  handsome  man  singing  buffa  songs  in  one  of  the  other 
rooms,  with  a  score  of  very  handsome  women  looking  at  and 
listening  to  him,  the  multitude  assembled  there ;  and  we  had 
the  exUeme  felicity  of  finding  fresh  air  and  a  sofa  ii  noire  dis- 
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position,  wilh  the  additional  satisfaction  of  accepting  or 
refusing  ices  every  time  the  trays  paraded  before  us.  You 
will  believe  that  we  were  not  long  left  without  companions, 
in  a  position  so  every  way  desirable;  and  in  truth  we  soon 
had  about  us  a  select  committee  of  superlatively  agreeable  peo- 
ple; and  there  we  sat  till  considerably  past  midnight,  with  a 
degree  of  enjoyment  which  rarely  belongs  to  hours  devoted  to 
a  very  large  party  in  very  hot  weather. 

And  what  did  we  talk  about?— I  think  it  would  be  easier 
to  enumerate  the  subjects  we  did  not  touch  upon  than  those 
we  did.  Every-body  seemed  to  think  that  it  would  be  too  fa- 
tiguing to  run  any  theme  far ;  and  so,  rather  in  the  style  of 
idle  pampered  lap-dogs,  than  of  spirited  pointersand  setters, 
we  amused  ourselves  by  skittishly  pursuing  whatever  was 
started,  just  as  it  pleased  us,  and  then  turned  round  and  re- 
posed till  something  else  darted  into  view .  The  whole  circle, 
consisting  of  seven  persons,  were  English,  with  the  exception 
of  one;  and  that  one  was— he  must  excuse  me,  for  I  will  not 
name  him— that  one  was  a  most  exceedingly  clever  and  su- 
perlatively agreeable  young  Frenchman. 

As  wei  had  snarled  and  snapped  a  little  here  and  there  in 
some  of  our  gambols  after  the  various  objects  which  had  passed 
before  us,  this  young  man  suggested  the  possibility  of  his 
being  de  trop  in  the  coterie.  *'  Are  you  nol.g6n6s,"  said  he, 
^'  by  my  being  here  to  listen  to  ail  that  you  and  yours  may 
be  disposed  to  say  of  us  and  ours  ? . . .  Shall  I  have  the  amia- 
bility to  depart  ?" 

A  general  and  decided  negative  was  put  upon  this  propo- 
sition; but  one  of  the  party  moved  an  amendment.  ^'Let 
us,"  said  he,  *'  agree  to  say  everything  respecting  France  and 
the  French  with  as  much  unreserve  as  if  you  were  on  the  lop 
of  Notre  Dame;  and  do  you,  who  have  been  for  three  months 
in  England,  treat  us  exactly  in  the  same  manner ;  and  see 
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what  we  shall  make  of  each  other.  We  are  all  mnch  too 
lan^id  to  suffer  oar  patriotism  to  moont  up  to  ^spirit-boil/ 
and  so  there  is  no  danger  whatever  that  we  should  qnarrel." 

'^I  would  accept  the  partie  instantly ,**  said  the  Frenchman, 
^'  were  it  not  so  unequal.  But  six  to  one !  ...  is  not  this  too 
hard?" 

''No!  .  . .  not  the  least  in  the  ^orld,  if  we  take  it  in  the 
quizzing  vein,"  replied  the  other;  ''  for  it  is  well  known  that 
a  Frenchman  can  out-quiz  six  Englishmen  at  any  time.'' 

''Ehbienr.  .  .  said  the  complaisant  Parisian  with  a  sigh, 
*^  I  will  do  my  best.    Begin,  ladies,  if  you  please." 

''  No !  no!  M  I"  exclaimed  several  female  voices  in  a  breath ; 
^'^we  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  it;  fight  it  out  between 
yourselves  :  we  will  be  the  judges,  and  award  the  kononrsof 
Che  field  to  him  who  hits  the  hardest.'' 

''This  is  worse  and  worse,"  cried  our  laughing  enemy  : 
""if  this  be  the  arrangement  of  the  combat,  the  judgment,  a 
eoup  sdr,  will  be  given  against  me.  How  can  you  expect  such 
blind  confidence  from  me?'' 

We  protested  against  this  attack  upon  our  justice,  promised 
10  be  as  impartial  as  Jove,  and  desired  the  champions  to  enter 
the  lists. 

^  "So  then,"  said  the  Engli^man,  '^  am  to  enact  the  part 
of  St.  George  . . .  and  God  defend  the  fight  !*' 

"And  I,  that  of  St.  Denis,"  replied  the  Frenchman,  his 
right  hand  upon  his  breast  and^his  left  gracefully  sawing  the 
air.    "  Mon  bras .  • .  non .  .  . 

^*  Ma  langue  a  ma  patrie. 
Mod  coeur  a  mon  amie, 
Mourir  gaiement  pour  la  gloire  et  Tamour, 
Cest  la  devise  d'un  vaiilant  troubadour." 

Allons !.. .  Jlf  ow  tell  me,  St.  George,  ^whatsay  you  in  defence 
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of  the  English  mode  oT  suffering  ladies— the  ladies  of  Britain 
— the  most  lovely  Jadies  in  the  world,  n'est-oe  pasP-^to  rise 
from  table,  and  leave  the  room  and  the  gentlemen — alone— 
with  downcast  eyes  and  timid  step— without  a  single  preux 
chevalier  to  offer  them  his  protection  or  (o  bear  them  company 
on  their  melancholy  way— banished,  turned  ont— exiled  from 
the  banquet-board !— I  protest  to  yon  that  I  have  suffered 
martyrdom  when  this  has  happened,  and  I,  for  my  sins,  been 
preseitt  to  witness  it.    Croyez-moi,  I  Would  have  joyfully 
submitted  to  make  my  exit  k  quatre  pattes,  so  I  might  buthave 
followed  them.    Ah !  you  know  not  what  it  is  for  a  French^ 
man  to  remain  still,  when  forced  to  behold  such  a  spectacle 
as  this!  . . .  Alas!  I  felt  as  if  I  had  disgraced  myself  for  life^ 
but  I  was  more  than  spell-bound— I  was  promise-bonnd ;  the 
friend  who  accompanied  me  to  the  party  where  I  witnessed 
this  horror  had  previously  told  me  what  I  should  have  to  en- 
dure—I did  endul-e  it — but  I  have  not  yet  forgiven  myself  for 
particjpalingin  so  outrageous  a  barbarism." 

*^The  gentlemen  only  remain  to  drink  the  fair  ladies^ 
health,"  said  our  St.  George  very  coolly;  ''and  I  doubt  not 
all  todies  would  tell  you,  did  they  speak  sincerely,  that  they 
were  heartily  glad  to  get  rid  of  you  for  half  an  hour  or  so. 
Ypuhave  no  idea,  my  good  fellow,  what  an  agreeable  interlude 
this  makes  for  them:  they  drink  coffee,  sprinkle  their  fans 
with  esprit  de  rose,  refresh  tlieir  wit,  repair  their  smiles,  and 
are  ready  to  set  off  again  upon  a  fresh  campaign,  certain  of 
fresh  conquests.  But  what  can  St.  Denis  say  in  defence  of  a 
Frenchman  who  makes  love  to  three  women  at  once-^as  I 
positively  declare  I  saw  yon  do  last  night  at  the  Opera  ?" 

''Yon  mistook  the  matter  altogether,  mon  cher;  I  did  not 
make  love— I  only  offered  adoration :  we  are  bound  to  adore 
the  whole  sex,  and  all  the  petits  soins  offered  in  public  are 
4)at  the  ceremonies  of  this  our  national  worship We  never 
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make  love  in  public,  my  dear  friend— ce  n*est  pas  dans  nos 
mamrs.  Bat  will  you  explain  to  me  un  pen,  why  English- 
men indulge  themsnlves  in  the  very  extraordinary  habit  of 
taking  their  wives  to  market  with  that  vilaine  corde  au  coa 
that  it  is  so  dreadful  to  mention,  and  there  sell  them  for  the 
mesquine  somme  de  trois  francs?...  Ah!  be  very  sure  that 
were  there  a  single  Frendiman  present  at  your  terrible  Smiths 
field  when  this  happened,  he  would  buy  them  all  up,  and  give 
them  their  liberty  at  once." 

The  St.  George  laughed— but  then  replied  very  gravely, 
that  the  custom  was  a  very  useful  one,  as  it  enabled  an  English- 
man to  get  rid  of  a  wife  as  soon  as  he  found  that  she  was  not 
worth  keeping.  ^ *  But  will  you  tell  me,"  he  continued ,  '^how 
it  is  that  you  can  be  so  inhuman  as  to  take  your  innocent 
young  daughters  and  sisters,  and  dispose  of  them  as  if  they 
were  Virginian  slaves  born  on  your  estates,  to  the  best  bidder, 
without  asking  the  charming  little  creatures  themselves  one 
single  word  concernini;  their  sentiments  on  the  subject?" 

''We  are  too  careful  of  our  young  daughters  and  sisters," 
replied  the  champion  of  France,  ''not  to  provide  them  with  a 
suitable  alliance  and  a  proper  protector  before  they  shall  have 
run  the  risk  of  making  a  less  prudent  selection  for  themselves : 
but,  what  can  put  it  into  the  heads  of  English  parents  to  send 
out  whole  ship-loads  of  young  English  demoiselles — si  belles 
qu'elles  sont  !•— to  the  other  side  of  the  earth,  in  order  to  pro- 
vide them  with  husbands?*' 

Our  knight  paused  for  a  moment  before  he  answered,  and  I 
believe  we  all  shook  for  him ;  but  at  length  he  replied  very 
sententiously — 

"When  nations  spread  their  conquests  to  the  other  side  of 
the  earth  f  and  send  forth  their  generals  and  their  judges  to  take 
and  to  hold  possession  for  them,  it  is  fitting  that  their  distant 
honours  should  be  shared  by  their  fair  countrywomen.    Bnit 
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will  you  explain  to  me  why  it  is  that  the  venerable  grand- 
mothers of  France  think  it  necessary  to  figure  in  a  contre" 
danse — nay,  even  in  a  wallz,  as  long  as  they  think  that  they 
have  strength  left  to  prevent  their  falling  on  their  noses?" 

^'  'Vive  la  bagatelle!'  is  the  first  lesson  we  learn  in  our 
nurses'  arms— and  Heaven  forbid  we  should  any  of  us  live 
long  enough  to  forget  it!"  answered  the  Frenchman.  ^^But 
if  the  question  be  not  too  indiscreet,  will  you  tell  me,  most 
glorious  St.  George,  in  what  school  of  philosophy  it  was. that 
Englishmen  learned  to  seek  satisfaction  for  their  wounded 
honour  in  the  receipt  of  a  sum  of  money  from  the  lovers  of 
their  wives?" 

'^Most  puissant  St.  Denis,"  replied  the  knight  of  England, 
^^  I  strongly  recommend  yon  not  to  touch  upon  any  theme 
connected  with  the  marriage  state  as  it  exists  in  England ; 
because  I  opine  that  it  would  take  you  a  longer  time  to  com- 
preiiend  it  than  you  may  have  leisure  to  give.  It  will  not 
take  you  so  long  perhaps  to  inform  me  how  it  happens  that  so 
gay  a  people  as  the  French,  whose  first  lesson,  as  you  say,  is 
'Vive  la  bagatelle!'  should  make  so  frequent  a  practice  as 
they  do  of  inviting  either  a  friend  or  a  mistress  to  enjoy  a 
tete-^-tSte  over  a  pan  of  charcoal,  with  doors,  windows,  and 
vent-holes  of  all  kinds  carefully  sealed,  to  prevent  the  least 
possible  chance  that  either  should  survive?" 

^'It  has  arisen,"  replied  the  Frenchman,  ^'from  our  great 
intimacy  with  England— where  the  month  of  November  is 
passed  by  one  half  of  the  population  in  hanging  themselves, 
and  by  the  other  half  in  cutting  them  down.  The  charcoal 
system  has  been  an  attempt  to  improve  upon  your  insular 
mode  of  proceeding ;  and  I  believe  it  is,'  on  the  whole,  consi- 
dered preferable.  But  may  i  ask  you  in  what  reign  the  law 
was  passed  which  permits  every  Englishman  to  beat  his  wife 
with  a  stick  as  large  as  his  thumb;  and  also  whether  the  law 
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has  made  any  provision  for  the  case  of  a  man's  having  the 
goat  in  that  member  to  such  a  degree  as  to  swell  it  to  twice 
its  ordinary  size?" 

''It  has  been  decided  by  a  jary  of  physicians,"  said  oar  able 
advocate,  ''  that  in  all  such  cases  of  gout,  the  decrease  of 
strength  is  in  exact  proportion  to  the  increase  of  size  in  the 
pattern  thomb,  and  therefore  no  especial  law  has  passed  oar 
senate  concerning  its  possible  variation.  As  to  the  law  itself, 
these  is  not  a  woman  in  England  who  will  not  tell  you  that  it 
is  as  laudable  as  it  is  venerable." 

''The  women  of  England  must  be  angels!"  cried  the 
champion  of  France,  suddenly  starting  from  his  chair  and 
clasping  his  hands  together  with  energy, — "angels!  and 
nothing  else,  or"  (looking  round  him)  "  they  could  never 
smile  as  you  do  now,  while  tyranny  so  terrible  was  discussed 
before  them!" 

What  the  St.  Denis  thus  politely  called  a  smile,  was  in 
efTect  a  very  hearty  laugh— which  really  and  bond  fide  seemed 
to  puzzle  him,  as  to  the  feeling  which  gave  rise  to  it.  "I  will 
tell  yon  of  what  you  all  remind  me  at  this  moment,"  said  he, 
reseating  himself:  "  Did  you  ever  see  or  read  '  Le  M^ecin 
malgr^  lui'  ?*' 

We  answered  in  the  affirmative. 

"Eh  bien ! ...  do  you  remember  a  certain  scene  in  which 
a  certain  good  man  enters  a  house  whence  have  issued  the 
cries  of  a  woman  grievously  beaten  by  her  husband?" 

We  all  nodded  assent. 

"  Ell  bien !...  and  do  you  remember  how  it  is  that  Martine, 
the  beaten  wife,  receives  the  intercessor?— 'Etjeveuxqu'il 
me  batte,  moi.'  Yoyez'vous,  mesdames,  I  am  thatpityingindi- 
vidual— that  kind-hearted  M.  Robert;  and  you^you  are 
every  one  of  you  most  perfect  Martines." 

"You  are  positively  getting  angry,  Sir  Champion,"  said 
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one  of  the  ladies :  '^  and  if  that  happens,  we  shall  incontesta- 
bly  declare  you  vanquished." 

"  Nay,  I  am  vanquished— I  yield— I  throw  op  the  partie— 
I  see  clearly  that  I  know  nothing  about  the  matter.  What  I 
conceived  to  be  national  barbarisms,  you  evidently  cling  to  as 
national  privileges.    Allons ! . . .  je  me  rends!" 

^'  We  have  not  given  any  judgment,  however,"  said  I. 
"  But  perhaps  you  are  more  tired  than  beaten  ?— you  only 
want  a  little  repose,  and  you  will  then  be  ready  to  start  anew." 

^*  Non !  absolumentnon !— buti  will  willingly  change  sides, 
and  tell  you  how  greatly  I  admire  England. . . ." 

The  conversation  then  started  off  in  another  direetion,  and 
ceased  not  till  the  number  of  parties  who  passed  us  in  making 
their  exit  roused  us  at  length  to  the  necessity  of  leaving  our 
flowery  retreat,  and  making  ours  also. 
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LETTER    LXVII. 

Chamber  of  Deputies. — Panishment  of  Journalists. — Institute  for 
the  Encouragement  of  Industrj.-<— Men  of  Genius. 

Of  all  th^  ladies  in  the  world,  the  English,  I  believe^  are 
the  most  anxious  to  enter  a  representative  chamber.  The 
reason  for  this  is  sufficiently  obvious,— they  are  the  only  ones 
who  are  denied  this  privilege  in  their  own  country ;  though 
I  believe  that  they  are  in  general  rather  disposed  to  consider 
this  exclusion  as  a  compliment,  inasmuch  as  it  evidently  mani-^ 
fests  something  like  a  fear  that  their  conversation  might  be 
found  sufficiently  attractive  to  draw  the  Solonsand  Lycurguses 
from  their  duty. 

But  however  well  they  may  bedisposed  to  submit  to  the  pri^ 
vationat  home,  it  is  a  certain  fact  that  Englishwomen  dearly 
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loTe  to  find  themseWes  in  a  legislatiTe  assembly  abroad. 
There  cerlainly  is  something  more  than  commonly  exciliog 
in  the  interest  inspired  by  seeing  the  moral  strength  of 
a  great  people  collected  together,  an^  in  the  act  of  exert- 
ing their  jadgment  and  their  power  for  the  well-being  and 
safety  of  millions.  I  suspect,  however,  that  the  sublimity 
of  the  spectacle  would  be  considerably  lessened  by  a  too  great 
familiarity  wiih  it.;  and  that  if,  instead  of  being  occasionally 
hoisted  ouiside  a  lantern  to  catch  an  ancertain  sight  and  a 
broken  sound  of  what  was  passing  within  the  temple,  we  were 
in  the  constant  habit  of  being  oshered  into  so  commodious  a 
tribune  as  we  occupied  yesterday  at  the  Chamber  of  Deputies, 
we  might  soon  cease  to  experience  the  sort  of  reverence  with 
which  we  looked  down  from  thence  upon  the  collected  wisdom 
of  France. 

Nothing  can  be  more  agreeable  than  the  arrangement  of  this 
chamber  for  spectators.  The  galleries  command  the  whole 
of  it  perfectly;  and  the  orator  of  the  hour,  if  he  can  be  heard 
by  any  one,  cannot  fail  of  being  heard  by  those  who  occupy 
them.  Another  peculiar  advantage  for  strangers  is,  that  the 
position  of  every  member  is  so  distinctly  marked,  that  yon 
have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  at  a  glance  where  to  find  the 
brawling  republican,  the  melancholy  legitimatist,  and  the  ac- 
tive doctrinaire.  The  ministers,  too,  are  as  much  distin- 
guished by  their  place  in  the  Chamber  as  in  the  Red  Book, 
(or  whatever  may  be  the  distinctive  symbol  of  that  important 
record  here,)  and  by  giving  a  franc  at  the  entrance,  for  a 
sort  of  map  that  they  call  a  ^^  Table  figurative^'  of  the  Cham- 
ber, you  know  the  name  and  constituency  of  every  member 
present. 

This  greatly  increases  the  interest  felt  by  a  stranger.  It  is 
very  agreeable  to  hear  a  man  speak  with  fervour  and  eloquence, 
let  him  be  who  he  may ;  but  it  enhances  the  pleas^ure  prodi- 
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giously  to  know  at  the  same  time  who  and  what  he  is.  If  he 
be  a  minister,  every  woi*d  has  either  more  or  less  weight 
according  .  .  .  to  circumstances;  and  if  he  be  in  opposition, 
one  is  also  more  an  fait  as  to  the  positive  valae  of  his  senti- 
ments from  being  acquainted  with  the  fact. 

The  business  before  the  honse  when  we  were  there  was 
stirring  and  interesting  enough.  Is  was  on  the  subject  of  the 
fines  and  imprisonment  to  be  imposed  on  those  journalists 
who  had  outraged  law  and  decency  by  their  inflammatory 
publications  respecting  the  trials  going  on  at  the  Luxembourg. 
General  Bugeaud  made  an  excellent  speech  upon  the  abuse 
of  the  freedom  of  the  press;  a  subject  which  certainly  has 
given  birth  to  more  ^^  cant,"  properly  so  called,  than  any 
other  I  know  of.  To  so  strange  an  extent  has  (his  been  car- 
ried, that  it  really  requires  a  considerable  portion  of  moral 
courage  to  face  the  question  fairly  and  honestly,  and  boldly 
to  say,  that  this  unrestricted  power,  which  has  for  years  been 
dwelt  upon  as  the  greatest  blessing  which  can  be  accorded  to 
the  people,  is  in  tiuth  a  most  fearful  evil.  If  this  unrestricted 
power  had  been  advocated  only  by  demagogues  and  malcon- 
tents, the  difficulties  respecting  the  question  would  be  slight 
indeed,  compared  to  what  they  are  at  present;  but  so  many 
good  men  have  pleaded  for  it,  that  it  is  only  with  the  greatest 
caution,  and  the  strongest  conviction  from  the  result  of  expe- 
rience, that  the  law  should  interfere  to  restrain  it. 

Nothing,  in  fact,  is  so  plausible  as  the  sophistry  withwhich  a 
young  enthusiast  for  liberty  seeks  to  show  that  the  unrestrained 
exercise  of  intellect  must  not  only  be  the  birthright  of  every 
man,  but  that  its  exercise  must  also  of  necessity  be  beneficial 
to  the  whole  human  race.  How  easy  is  it  to  talk  of  the  loss 
which  the  ever-accumulating  mass  of  human  knowledge  must 
sustain  from  stopping  by  the  strong  hand  of  power  the  diffu- 
sion of  speculation  and  experience !    How  very  easy  is  it  to 


7 


3»  PARIS 

paiot  in  odiotn  ootoars  the  tyranny  that  would  dieck  the  divin  e 
efforta  of  the  immortal  mind  !-~And  yet  it  is  as  clear  as  the 
bright  light  of  heaven,  that  not  all  the  sufferings  which  all 
the  tyrants  who  ever  cursed  the  earth  have  brought  on  man 
can  compare  to  those  which  the  malign  influence  of  an 
unchecked  press  is  calculated  to  inflict  upon  him. 

The  influence  of  the  press  is  unquestionably  the  most  awful 
engine  that  Providence  has  permilted  the  hand  of  man  to 
wield.  If  used  for  good,  it  has  the  power  tifraismg  us  higher 
in  the  intellectual  scale  than  Plato  ever  dreamed ;  but  if  em- 
ployed  for  evil^  the  Prince  of  Darkness  may  throw  down  his 
arms  before  its  unmeasured  strength— he  has  no  weapon 
like  it. 

What  are  the  temptations — the  seductions  of  the  world 
which  the  zealous  preacher  deprecates,  which  the  watchful 
parent  dreads,  compared  to  the  corruption  that  may  glide  like 
an  envenomed  snake  into  the  bosom  of  innocence  from  this 
insidious  agency  ?  Where  is  the  retreat  that  can  be  secured 
from  it?  Where  is  the  shelter  that  can  bafile  its  assaults  ? — 
Blasphemy,  treason,  and  debauchery  are  licensed  by  the  act 
of  the  legislature  to  do  their  worst  upon  the  morals  of  every 
people  among  whom  an  unrestricted  press  is 'established  by 
law. 

Surely,  but  perhaps  slowly,  will  this  truth  become  visible 
to  all  men ;  and  if  society  still  hangs  together  at  all,  our 
grandchildrem  will  probably  enjoy  the  blessing  without  the 
curse  of  knowledge.  The  head  of  the  serpent  has  been 
bruised,  and  therefore  we  may  hope  for  this,-^bnt  it  is 
not  yet. 

The  discussions  in  ihe  Chamber  en  this  important  subject, 
•not  only  yesterday,  but  on  several  occasions  since  the  ques- 
tion of  these  flnes  has  been  started^  have  been  very  animated^ 
and  very  interesting.    Never  was  the  right  and  the  wrong 
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in  an  argument  more  ably  brought  out  than  by  some  of  the 
speeches  on  this  business ;  and,  on  the  other  hand,  never  did 
effrontery  go  farther  than  in  some  of  the  defences  which  have 
been  set  up  for  the  accused  g^rans  of  the  journals  in  question. 
For  instance,  M.  Raspail  expresses  a  very  grave  astonishment 
that  the  Chamber  of  Peers,  instead  of  objecting  to  the  liberties 
Ttrhich  have  been  taken  with  them,  do  not  rather  return 
thanks  for  the  useful  lesson  they  have  received.  He  states 
loo  in  this  same  defence,  as  he  is  pleased  to  call  it,  that  the 
■conductors  of  the  ^'  Reformateur*'  have  adopted  a  resolution 
to  publish  without  restriction  or  alteration  every  arlicle 
addressed  to  them  by  the  accused  parties  or  their  defenders. 
This  resolution,  then,  is  to  be  pleaded  as  an  excuse  for  what* 
^ver  their  columns  may  contain !  The  concluding  argument 
of  this  defence  is  put  in  the  form  of  a  declaration,  purporting 
that  whoever  dooms  a  fellow-creature  to  the  horrors  of  im- 
prisonment ought  to  undergo  the  same  punishment  for  the 
-term  of  twenty  years  as  an  expiation  of  the  crime.  This  is 
logical. 

There  is  a  tone  of  vulgar  insolent  defiance  in  all  that 
is  recorded  of  the  manner  and  language  adopted  by  the 
partisans  of  these  Lyons  prisoners,  which  gives  what  must, 
I  think,  be  considered  as  very  satisfactory  proof  that  the 
party  is  not  one  to  be  greasy  feared.  After  the  vote  had 
passed  the  Chamber  of  Peers  for  bringing  to  account  the 
persons  who  subscribed  the  protest  against  their  proceed- 
ings, two  individuals  who  were  not  included  in  this  vote 
of  reprobation  sent  in  a  written  petition  that  they  might 
be  so.  What  was  the  official  answer  to  this  piece  of  bravado, 
w  whether  it  received  any,  I  know  not;  but  I  was  told  that 
-some  one  present  proposed  that  a  reply  should  be  returned  as 
/ollows  :— 

^'The  court  cegrets  that  the  request  cannot  be  granted, 
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inasmach  as  the  sentence  has  been  already  passed  on  those 
whom  it  concerned ;— bat  that  if  the  gentlemen  wished  it, 
they  might  perhaps  contrive  to  get  tliemselves  included  in  ihe 
next  indictment  for  treason." 

In  the  evening  we  went  to  the  Institute  for  the  encourage- 
ment of  Industry.  The  meeting  was  held  in  the  Salle 
St.  Jean,  at  the  H6tel  de  Yille.  It  was  extremely  full,  and 
was  altogether  a  display  extremely  interesting  to  a  stranger. 
The  speeches  made  by  seyeral  of  the  members  were  in 
excellently  good  taste  and  extremely  to  the  purpose:  I  heard 
nothing  at  all  approaching  to  that  popular  strain  of  eloquence 
which  has  prevailed  of  late  so  much  in  England  upon  all 
similar  occasions,— nothing  that  looked  like  an  attempt  to 
bamboozle  the  respectable  citizens  of  the  metropolis  into  the 
belief  that  they  were  considered  by  wise  men  as  belonging  to 
the  first  class  in  society. 

The  speeches  were  admirably  calculated  to  exdte  in- 
genuity, emulation,  and  industry;  and  I  really  believe  that 
there  was  not  a  single  word  of  nonsense  spoken  on  the  occa- 
sion. Several  ingenious  improvements  and  inventions  were 
displayed,  and  the  meeting  was  considerably  egay^  by  two 
or  three  pieces  exceedingly  well  played  on  a  piano-forte  of 
an  improved  construction. 

Many  prizes  were  bestowed,  and  received  with  that  sort  of 
genuine  pleasure  which  it  is  so  agreeable  to  witness;  but 
these  were  all  for  useful  improvements  in  some  branch  of 
practical  mechanics,  and  not,  as  I  saw  by  the  newspapers  had 
recently  been  the  case  at  a  similar  meeting  in  London,  for 
essays !  One  of  the  prize  compositions  was,  as  I  perceived, 
''The  best  Essay  on  Education,"  from  the  pen  of  a  young 
bell-hanger !  Next  year,  perhaps,  the  best  essay  on  medicine 
may  be  produced  by  a  young  tinker,  or  a  gold  medal  be 
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awarded  to  Betty  the  housemaid  for  a  digest  of  the  laws  of 
the  land.  Our  long-boasted  common  sense  seems  to  have 
emigrated,  and  taken  up  its  abode  here ;  for,  spite  of  tlieir 
recent  revolutioi!!,  you  hear  of  no  such  stuff  on  this  side  the 
water; — mechanics  are  mechanics  still,  and  though  they  some 
of  them  make  themselves  exceeding  busy  in  politics,  and 
discuss  their  different  kings  with  ranch  energy  over  a  bottie 
of  small  wine,  I  have  not  yet  heard  of  any  of  the  ^^  operative 
classes"  throwing  aside  their  files  and  their  hammers  to  writ€ 
essays. 

This  queer  mixture  of  occupations  reminds  me  of  a  conver- 
sation I  listened  to  the  other  day  upon  the  best  manner  in 
which  a  nation  could  recompense  and  encourage  her  literary 
men.  One  English  gentleman,  with  no  great  enthusiasm  of 
manner  or  expression,  quietly  observed  that  he  thought  a 
moderate  pension,  sufficient  to  prevent  the  mind  from  being 
painfully  driven  from  speculative  to  practical  difOcnlties, 
would  be  the  most  fitting  recompense  that  the  country  could 
offer. 

^^Is  it  possible  you  can  really  think  so,  my  dear  sir?" 
replied  another,  who  is  an  amateur,  and  a  connoisseur,  and 
a  bel  esprit,  and  an  antiquary,  and  a  fiddler,  and  a  critic,  and 
a  poet.  ^^  I  own  my  ideas  on  the  subject  are  very  different. 
Good  God!....  what  a  reward  for  a  man  of  genius!...  Why, 
what  would  you  do  for  an  old  nurse?" 

*'  I  would  give  her  a  pension  too,"  said  the  quiet  gen- 
tleman. 

'*•  I  thought  so  I "  retorted  the  man  of  taste.  ''And  do  you 
really  feel  no  repugnance  in  placing  the  immortal  efforts  of 
genius  on  a  par  with  rocking  a  few  babies  to  sleep  ? — Fie  on 
such  philosophy ! " 

"  And  what  is  the  recompense  which  you  would  propose, 
sir?"  inquired  the  advocate  for  the  pension. 
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^^  I,  sir?— I  wonld  give  the  first  offices  and  the  first 
honours  of  the  state  to  our  men  of  genius  :  by  so  doing,  a 
country  ennobles  itself  in  the  face  of  the  whole  earth." 

^' Yes,  sir...  But  the  first  offices  of  the  state  are  attended 
with  a  good  deal  of  troublesome  business,  which  might,  I 
think,  interfere  with  Che  intellectual  labour  you  wish  to 
encourage.  I  should  really  be  very  sorry  to  see  Dr.  Southey 
made  secretary-at-war, — and  yet  he  deserves  something  of 
his  country  too." 

''  A  man  of  genius,  sir,  deserves  everything  of  his  coun- 
try... It  is  not  a  paltry  pension  can  pay  him.  He  should  be 
put  forward  in  parliament.*,  he  should  be..." 

^'  I  think,  sir,*he  «hould  be  put  at  his  ease :  depend  upon  it, 
this  would  suk  him  better  ihan  being  returned  knight  of  the 
shire  for  any  country  in  England. " 

^Good  Heaven,  sir!"...  resumed  the  enthusiast;  but  he 
looked  up  and  his  opponent  was  gone. 


LETTER    LX\7IIL 

Walk  to  the  Ularch^  des  Innocens.— Escape  of  a  Canary  Bird. — A 
Street  Orator. — Burying-place  of  the  Victims  of  July. 

I  MUST  give  you  to-day  an  account  of  the  adventures  I  have 
encountered  in  a  course  d  pied  to  the  March^  des  Innocens. 
You  must  know  that  there  is  at  one  of  the  corners  of  this  said 
Marche  a  shop  sacred  to  the  ladies,  which  debits  all  those  un- 
classable  articles  that  come  under  the  comprehensive  term  of 
haberdashery,— -a  term,  by  the  way,  which  was  once  inter- 
preted to  me  by  a  celebrated  etymologist  of  my  acquaintance 
to  signify  "  avoir  d'acheter,*'  My  magasin  "  A  la  M^re  de 
Famille"  in  the  March^  des  Innocens  fully  deserves  this  de- 
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scriptioB,  for  there  are  few  female  wants  in  which  it  fails  to 
^^  avoir  d'acheter."  It  was  to  this  oompendium  of  utilities 
that  I  was  notably  proceeding  when  I  saw  before  me,  exactly 
on  a  spot  that  I  was  obliged  to  pass,  a  throng  of  people  that 
at  the  first  glance  I  really,  thought  was  a  prodigious  mob ;  but 
at  the  second,  I  confess  that  they  shrank  and  dwindled  con- 
siderably. Nevertheless,  it  looked  ominous;  and  as  I  was 
alone,  I  felt  a  much  stronger  inclination  to  turn  back  than  to 
proceed.  I  paused  to  decide  which  I  should  do;  and  observ- 
ing,-as  I  did  so,  a  very  respectable-looking  woman  at  the 
door  of  a  shop  very  near  the  tumult,  I  ventured  to  address 
an  inquiry  to  her  respecting  the  cause  of  this  unwonted  as> 
sembling  of  the  people  in  so  peaceable  a  part  of  the  town ; 
but,  unfortunately,  I  used  a  phrase  in  this  inquiry  which 
brought  upon  me  more  evident  quizzing  than  one  often  gets 
from  the  civil  Parisians.  My  words,  I  think,  were, — "  Pour- 
riez-vous  me  dire,  madame,  ceque  signifie  tout'cemonde?..> 
JSst-ce  qu'il  y  a  quelque  mouvement  ?" 

This  unfortunate  word  mouvement  amused  her  infinitely ; 
•for  it  is  in  fact  the  phrase  used  in  speaking  of  all  the  real  po- 
litical hubbubs  that  have  taken  place,  and  was  certainly  on 
this  occasion  as  ridiculous  as  if  some  one,  on  seeing  forty  or 
iifty  people  collected  together  around  a  pickpocket  or  a  bro< 
ken-down  carriage  in  London,  were  to  gravely  inquiry  of  his 
4ieighbour  if  the  crowd  he  saw  indicated  a  revolution. 

''  Mouvement !"  she  repeated  with  a  very  speaking  smile  : 
^'est-ceque  madameest  effrayee?  .  .  .  Mouvement  .  .  .  . 
oui,  madame,  il  y  a  beaucoup  de  mouvement;  mais  cepen- 
dant  c'est  sans  mouvement  .  .  .  G'est  tout  bonnement  le  pe- 
•tit  serin  de  la  marchande  de  modes  U-bas  qui  vient  de  s'en- 
voler.  Je  puis  vous  •assurer  la  chose,"  she  added,  laughing, 
"  carje  Tai  vu  partir." 


22»  PABIS 

''  Is  that  all  ?"  said  I.  ''  Is  it  possible  that  the  escape  of  a 
bird  can  havebroaglit  all  these  people  together?" 

^^  Qui,  madame,  rien  autre  chose  .  .  .  Mais  regardez — 
voil^  les  agens  de  police  qui  s'approchent  pour  voir  ce  que 
c'esl — lis  en  saisissent  un,  je  crois.  ...  Ah !  ils  ont  une  ma- 
Di^re  si  ^toniiante  de  reconnaitre  leur  monde  I" 

This  last  hint  quite  decided  my  return,  and  I  thanked  the 
obliging  bonneti^re  for  her  commnnicatioiis. 

*'  Bonjour,  madame/'  she  replied  with  a  very  mystifying 
sort  of  smile,— ^^  bonjoor;  soyez  tranquiile— il  n'y  a  pasde 
danger  d'un  mouvement" 

1  am  quite  sure  she  was  the  wife  of  a  doctrinaire ;  for  no- 
thing affronts  the  whole  party,  from  the  highest  to  the  lowest, 
so  much  as  to  breathe  a  hint  that  you  think  it  possible  any 
riot  should  arise  to  disturb  their  dear  tranquillity.  On  this 
occasion,  however,  I  really  had  no  such  matter  in  my  thoughts, 
and  sinned  only  by  a  blundering  phrase. 

I  returned  home  to  look  for  an  escort ;  and  having  enlisted 
one,  set  forth  again  for  the  March^  des  Innocens,  which  I 
reached  this  time  without  any  other  adventure  than  being 
splashed  twice,  and  nearly  run  over  thrice.  Having  made  my 
purchases,  I  was  setting  my  face  towards  home  again,  when 
my. companion  proposed  that  we  should  go  across  the  market 
to  look  at  the  monuments  raised  over  some  half-dozen  or  half- 
score  of  revolutionary  heroes  who  fell  and  were  buried  on  a 
spot  at  no  great  distance  from  the  fountain,  on  the  29th  July 
4830. 

When  we  reached  the  little  enclosure,  we  remarked  a  man, 
who  looked,  I  thought,  very  much  like  a  printer's  devil,  lean- 
ing against  the  rail,  and  haranguing  a  girl  who  stood  near 
him  with  her  eyes  wide  open  as  if  she  were  watching  for,  as 
well  as  listening  to,  every  word  which  should  drop  from  his 
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oracular  lips.  A  lillie  boy,  almost  equally  attentive  to  his 
eloquence,  occupied  the  space  between  thena,  and  completed 
the  ^roup. 

I  felt  a  strong  inclination  to  hear  what  he  was  saying,  and 
stationed  myself  doocement,  doucement  at  a  short  distance, 
looking,  I  believe,  almost  as  respectfully  attentive  as  the  girl 
for  whose  particular  advantage  he  was  evidently  holding  forth. 
He  perceived  our  approach,  but  appeared  nowise  annoyed  by 
it;  on  the  con»rary,  it  seemed  to  me  that  he  was  pleased  to 
have  an  increased  audience,  for  he  evidently  threw  more 
energy  into  his  manner,  waved  his  right  hand  with  more  dig- 
nity, and  raiseii  his  voice  higher. 

I  will  not  attempt  to  give  you  his  discourse  verbatim,  for 
some  of  his  phrases  were  so  extraordinary,  or  at  least  so  new 
to  me,  that  I  cannot  recall  them ;  but  the  general  purport  of 
it  made  an  impression  both  on  me  and  my  companion,  from 
its  conUining  so  completely  the  very  soul  and  essence  of  the 
parly  to  which  he  evidently  belonged.  The  theme  was  tlie 
cruel  treatment  of  the  amiable,  patriotic,  and  noble-minded 
prisoners  at  the  Luxembourg.  ''  What  did  we  fight  for  ?"... 
said  he,  pointing  to  the  tombs  within  the  enclosure  :  **  was  it 
not  to  make  France  and  Frenchmen  free?  ....  And  do  they 
call  it  freedom  to  be  locked  up  in  a  prison  .  .  .  actually  lock- 
ed up?  ..  .  What!  can  a  slave  be  worse  than  that?  Slaves 
have  got  chains  on  .  .  .  qu'est-ce  que  cela  fail?  ...  .  If 
a  man  is  locked  up,  he  cannot  go  farther  than  if  he  was 
diained— c'est  dair  ....  it  is  all  one,  and  Frenchmen  are 
again  slaves This  it  what  we  have  got  by  our  revo- 
lution. ..." 

The  girl,  who  continued  to  stand  looking  at  him  with 
audeviating  attention,  and,  as  I  presume,  with  proportionate 
admiration,  turned  every  now  and  then  a  glance  our  way,  to 
see  what  effect  it  produced  on  us.    My  attention,  at  least,  was 
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quite  as  mnch  riveted  on  the  speaker  as  her  own ;  and  I  would 
willingly  have  remained  listening  to  his  reasons,  which  were 
quite  as  ^'plentiful  as  blackberries,"  why  no  Frenchman  in 
the  world,  let  him  do  what  he  would  (except,  I  suppose,  when 
they  obey  their  king,  like  the  unfortunate  victims  of  popular 
tyranny  at  Ham),  should  eferbe  restricted  in  his  freedom,  be- 
cause freedom  was  what  they  fought  for,  and  being  in  prison  was 
not  being  free — and  so  on  round  and  round  in  his  logical  circle. 
But  as  his  vehemence  increased,  so  did  his  audience;  and  as 
I  did  not  choose  to  be  present  at  a  second  '^mouvement"  on 
the  same  day,  or  at  any  rate  of  running  the  risk  of  again  seeing- 
the  police  approaching  a  throng  of  which  I  made  one,  I  walked 
off.  The  last  words  I  heard  from  him,  as  he  pointed  piteoosly 
to  the  tombs,  were— *^V'ld  les  restes  de  notre  revolution  de 
Juillet!"  In  truth,  this  fellow  talked  treason  so  glibly,  that  I 
felt  very  glad  to  get  quietly  away;  but  I  was  also  glad  to  have 
fallen  in  with  such  an  admirable  display  of  popular  eloquence, 
with  so  little  trouble  or  inconvenience. 

We  lingered  long  enough  within  reach  of  the  tombs,  while 
listening  to  this  man,  for  me  to  read  and  note  the  inscription  on 
one  of  them.  The  name  a  Ad  description  of  the  '^  victime  de 
Juillet"  who  lay  beneath  it  was,  ^'Hapel,  du  d^partement  de 
la  Sarthe,  tu^  le  29  Juillet  4850." 

Nothing  can  be  more  trumpery  than  the  appearance  of  this 
fourying-place  of  ^'the  immortals,"  with  its  flags  and  its 
foppery  of  spears  and  halberds.  There  is  another  similar  to 
it  in  the  most  eastern  court  of  the  Louvre,  and,  I  believe,  in 
several  other  places.  If  it  be  deemed  advisable  to  leave 
memorials  upon  these  unconscerated  graves,  it  would  be  in 
lietter  taste  to  make  them  of  such  dignity  as  might  excuse 
their  erection  in  these  conspicuous  situations;  but  at  present 
the  effect  is  dicidedly  ludicrous.  If  the  bodies  of  those  who 
fell  are  really  deposited  within  these  fantastical  enclosures,  it 
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would  show  much  more  reverence  for  them  and  their  cause 
if  they  were  all  to  receive  Christian  burial  at  P^re  Lachaise, 
wilh  all  such  honours,  due  or  undue,  as  might  suit  the  feelings 
of  the  time;  and  over  them  it  would  be  well  to  record,  as  a 
matter  of  historical  interest,  the  time  and  manner  of  their 
death.  This  would  look  like  the  result  of  national  feeling, 
and  have  something  respectable  in  it ;  which  certainly  cannot 
be  said  of  the  faded  flaunting  flags  and  tassels  which  now 
wave  over  them,  so  much  in  the  style  of  decorations  in  the 
barn  of  a  strolling  company  of  comedians. 

As  we  left  the  spot,  my  attention  was  directed  to  the  Rue 
de  la  Feronnerie,  which  is  close  to  the  Marchd  des  Innocens^ 
and  in  which  street  Henri  Quatre  lost  bis  Ufe  by  the  assassin 
hand  of  Ravaillac.  It  struck  me  as  we  talked  of  this  event, 
and  of  the  many  others  to  which  the  streets  of  this  beautiful 
but  turbulent  capital  have  been  witness,  that  a  most  interesting 
•—and,  if  accompanied  by  good  architectural  engravings,  a 
most  beautiful — work  might  be  compiled  on  the  same  plan, 
or  at  least  following  the  same  idea  as  Mr.  Leigh  Hunt  has 
taken  in  his  work  on  the  interesting  localities  of  London.  A 
histoiy  of  the  streets  of  Paris  might  contain  a  mixture  of 
tragedy,  comedy,  and  poetry— of  history,  biography,  and 
romance,  that  might  furnish  volumes  of  '^  entertaining 
knowledge,''  which,  being  the  favourite  genre  amidst  the 
swelling  mass  of  modern  literature,  could  hardly  fail  of 
meeting  with  success. 

How  pleasantly  might  an  easy  writer  go  on  anecdotizing 
through  century  after  century,  as  widely  and  wildly  as  he 
pleased,  and  yet  sufficiently  tied  together  to  come  legitimately 
under  one  common  title ;  and  how  wide  a  grasp  of  history 
might  one  little  spot  sometimes  contain!  Where  some  scattered 
traces  of  the  stones  may  still  be  seen  that  were  to  have 
been  reared  into  a  palace  for  the  King  of  Rome,  once  stood 
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the  convent  of  ihe  '^  Visitation  de  Sainte  Marie,"  founded  by 
Henriette  the  beautiful  and  the  good,  after  the  death  of  her 
martyred  husband,  our  first  Charles;  within  whose  church 
were  enshrined  her  heart,  and  those  of  her  daughter,  and  of 
James  the  Second  of  England.  Where  English  nuns  took  re- 
fuge from  English  proteslamism,  is  now— most  truly  English 
stiil~*a  manufactory  for  spinning  cotton.  Where  stood  the 
most  holy  altar  of  Le  Yerbe  Incarne,  now  stands  a  caserne. 
In  short,  it  is  almost  impossible  to  take  a  single  step  in  Paris 
without  discovering,  if  one  does  but  take  the  trouble  of  in- 
quiring a  little,  some  tradition  attached-  to  it  that  might  con- 
tribute information  to  such  a  work. 

I  have  often  thought  that  a  history  of  the  convents  of  Paris 
during  that  year  of  barbarous  profanation,  4790,  would 
make,  if  the  materials  were  well  collected,  one  of  the  most 
interesting  books  in  the  world.  The  number  of  nuns  re- 
turned upon  the  world  from  the  convents  of  that  city  alone 
amounted  to  many  thousands  ;  and  when  one  thinks  of  all 
the  varieties  of  feeling  which  this  act  must  have  occasioned, 
differing  probably  from  the  brightest  joy  for  recovered  hope 
and  life,  to  the  deepest  desolation  of  wretched  helplessness,  it 
seems  extraordinary  that  so  little  of  its  history  has  reached  ns. 

Paris  is  delightful  enough,  as  every  otie  knows,  to  all  who 
look  at  it,  even  with  the  superficial  glance  that  seeks  no  far- 
ther than  its  external  aspect  at  the  present  moment;  but  it 
would,  I  imagine,  be  interesting  beyond  all  other  cities  of  the 
niodern  world  if  carefully  travelled  through  with  a  consum- 
mate antiquarian  who  had  given  enough  learned  attention  to 
the  subject  to  enable  him  to  do  justice  to  it.  There  is  some- 
thing so  piquant  in  the  contrasts  offered  by  some  localities 
between  their  present  and  their  past  conditions,— such  re- 
cords furnished  at  every  corner  of  the  enormous  greatness  of 
the  human  animal,  and  his  most  ch^if  want  of  all  stability 
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—traces  of  such  wit  and  such  weakness,  such  piety  and  pro- 
fanation, such  bland  and  soft  politeness,  and  such  ferocious 
barbarism,— that  I  do  not  believe  any  other  page  of  human 
nature  could  fiirnish  the  like. 

I  am  sure,  at  least,  that  no  British  records  could  furnish 
pictures  of  native  manners  and  native  acts  so  dissimilar  at 
different  times  from  each  other  as  may  be  found  to  have  ex- 
isted here.  The  most  striking  contrast  that  we  can  show  is 
between  the  effects  of  Oliver  Cromwell's  rule  and  that  of 
Charles  the  Second ;  but  this  was  unity  and  concord  com- 
pared to  the  changes  in  character  which  have  repeatedly 
taken  place  in  France.  That  this  contrast  with  us  was, 
speaking  of  the  general  mass  of  the  population,  little  more 
than  the  mannerism  arising  from  adopting  the  style  of  '^  the 
court"  for  the  time  being,  is  proved  by  the  wondrously  easy 
transition  from  one  tone  to  the  other  which  followed  the  resto- 
ration. This  was  chiefly  the  affair  of  courtiers,  or  of  public 
men,  who  as  necessarily  put  on  the  manners  of  their  master 
as  a  domestic  servant  does  a  livery ;  but  Englishmen  were 
still  in  all  essentials  the  same.  Not  so  the  French  when  they 
threw  themselves  headlong,  from  one  extremity  of  the  conn- 
try  to  the  other,  into  all  the  desperate  religious  wildness 
which  marks  the  history  of  the  Ligue ;  not  so  the  French  when 
from  the  worship  of  their  monarchs  they  suddenly  turned  ^s 
at  one  accord  and  flew  at  theip  throats  like  bloodhounds. 
Were  they  then  the  same  people? — did  they  testify  any  single 
trait  of  moral  affinity  to  what  the  world  thought  to  be  their 
national  character  one  short  year  before  ?  Then  again  look 
at  them  under  Napoleon,  and  look  at  them  under  Louis-Phi- 
lippe. It  is  a  great,  a  powerful,  a  magnificent  people,  let 
them  put  on  what  outward  seeming  they  will;  but  I  doubt  if 
there  be  any  nation  in  the  world  that  would  so  completely 
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throw  oat  a  theDrist  who  wUhed  to  establish  the  doctrine  of 
distinct  races  as  the  French. 

You  will  think  that  I  have  made  a  very  circuitous  ramble 
rom  the    Marchd  des  Innocens ;  but  I  have  only  given  yon 
•the  results  of  the  family  speculation  we  fell  into  after  return- 
ing thence,  which  arose,  I  l)elieve,  from  my  narrating  ho.w  t 
had  passed  from  the  tombeaux  of  the  victimes  de  JuUlet  to 
he  place  whe  re  Henri  Quatre  received  his  death.    This  set 
us  to  meditate  on  the  different  political  objects  of  the  slain*; 
and  we  all  agreed  that  it  was  a  much  easier  task  to  define  those 
of  the  ki  ng  than  those  ot  the  subject.    There  is  every  reason 
in  the  world  to  believe  that  the  royal  Henri  wished  the  hap^ 
piness  and  prosperity  of  France ;  but  the  guessing  with  any 
appearance  of  correctness^  what  might  be  the  especial  wish 
and  desire  of  the  Sieur  Hapel  dn  d^partement  de  la  Sarthe,  is 
a  matter  infinitely  more  difficult  to  decided 
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\  Philosophical  Spectator.— Collection  of  Baron  Sylve^tre. — ^^llotcl 
des  Monnaies. — Musee  d'Artillef ie. 

We  have  been  indebted  to  M.  J'^'*^'*^'^'*^,  the  same  obliging  and 
amiable  friend  of  whom  I  have  before  spoken,  iTor  one  or  two 
more  very  delightful  mornings.  We  saw  many  things,  and 
we  talked  of  many  more. 

M.  J"^^*  is  inexhaustible  in  piquant  and  original  observa- 
tion, and  possesses  such  extensive  knowledge  on  all  those  sub- 
jects which  are  the  most  intimately  connected  with  the  internal 
history  of  France  during  the  last  eventful  forty  years,  as  to 
make  every  word  he  utters  not  only  interestmg,  -but  really 
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precioQS.  When  I  converse  with  him,  I  fed  (hat  I  have 
opened  a  rich  vein  of  information,  which  if  I  had  bat  time  and 
opportunity  to  derive  from  it  all  it  could  give,  would  posi- 
tively leave  me  ignorant  of  nothing  I  wish  to  know  respecting 
(he  country. 

The  Memoirs  of  such  a  man  as  M.  j'^'*^'*^^'^  would  be  a  work 
of  no  common  value.  The  military  history  of  the  period  is 
as  familiar  to  all  the  world  as  the  marches  of  Alexander  or  the 
conquests  of  Caesar;  the  political  history  of  the  country  dur- 
ing the  same  interval  is  equally  well  known ;  its  literary  his- 
tory speaks  for  itself  :  but  such  Memoirs  as  I  am  sure  M.  J^'^'^ 
could  write,  would  furnish  a  picture  that  is  yet  wanting. 

We  are  not  without  full  and  minute  details  of  all  the  great 
events  which  have  made  France  the  principal  object  for  all 
Europe  to  stare  at  for  the  laM  half-century;  but  these  details 
have  uniformly  proceeded  from  individuals  who  have  either 
been  personally  engaged  in  or  neapJy  connected  with  these 
stirring  events;  and  they  are  accordingly  all  tinctured  more 
or  less  with  such  strong  party  feeling,  as  to  give  no  very  im- 
partial colouring  to  every  circumstance  they  recount.  The 
inevitable  consequence  of  this  is,  that,  with  all  our  extensive 
reading  on  the  subject,  we  are  still  far  from  having  a  correct 
impression  of  the  internal  and  domestic  state  of  the  country 
throughout  this  period. 

We  know  a  great  deal  about  old  nobles  who  have  laid  down 
their  titles  and  become  men  of  the  people,  and  about  new  no- 
bles who  have  laid  down  their  muskets  to  become  men  of  the 
court,— of  ministers,  ambassadors,  ana  princes,  who  have 
dropped  out  of  sight,  and  of  parvenus  of  all  sorts  who  have 
started  into  it;  but,  meanwhile,  what  do  we  know  of  the  mass 
— not  of  the  people— of  them  also  we  know  quite  enough, — 
but  of  the  gentlemen,  who,  as  each  successive  change  cam 
round,  ^felt  called  qpon  by  no  especial  daty  to  quit  their  ho- 
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noarable  and  peaceable  profeisions  in  order  to  resist  or  ad- 
vance them  ?  Yet  of  these  it  is  certain  there  mnst  be  hundreds 
who,  on  the  old  principle  that 'Mookers-on  see  most  of  the 
game,"  are  more  capable  of  telling  us  what  eflect  these  mo« 
metitous  changes  really  produced  than  any  of  those  who 
bellied  to  cause  them. 

M.  J*'^^*  is  one  of  these ;  and  I  could  not  but  remark,  while 
listening  to  him|  how  completely  the  tone  in  which  he  spoke 
of  all  the  public  events  he  had  witnessed  was  that  of  a  phiio* 
sophical  spectator.  He  seemed  disposed,  beyond  any  French- 
man I  have  yet  conversed  with,  to  give  to  each  epoch  its  jost 
character,  and  to  each  individual  his  jost  value.  I  never  be* 
fore  had  the  good  fortune  to  hear  any  citizen  of  the  Great 
Nation  converse  freely,  calmly,  reasonably,  without  prejudice 
or  partiality,  of  that  most  marvellous  individual  Napoleon. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  attempt  recalling  the  precise  expressions 
used  respecting  him;  for  the  general  impression  left  on  my 
mind  is  much  more  deeply  engraven  than  the  language 
which  conveyed  it :  besides,  it  is  possible  that  my  inferences 
may  have  been  more  conclusive  and  distinct  than  I  had  any 
right  to  make  them,  and  yet  so  sincerely  the  result  of  the 
casual  observations  scattered  here  and  there  in  a  conversation 
that  was  anything  but  sutvte,  that,  were  I  to  attempt  to  repeat 
the  words  which  conveyed  them,  I  might  be  betrayed  into 
involuntary  and  unconscious  exaggeration. 

The  impression,  then,  which  I  received  is,  that  he  was  a 
most  magnificent  tyrant.  His  projects  seem  to  have  been 
conceived  with  thevastness  and  energy  of  a  moral  giant,  even 
when  they  related  to  the  internal  regulation  only  of  the  vast 
empire  he  had  seized  upon;  but  the  mode  in  which 
he  brought  them  into  action  was  unifomly  marked  by 
barefaced,  unshrinking,  uncompromising  tyranny.  The 
fomous  Ordonnances  of  Charles  Dix  were  no  more  to  be 
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compared,  as  an  act  of  arbitral^  power,  to  the  daily  deeds  of 
Napoleon,  than  the  action  of  a  dainty  pair  of  golden  sagar- 
ton^  to  that  of  the  firmest  vice  that  ever  Vulcan  forged.  Bot 
this  enormous,  this  tremendous  power,  was  never  wantonly 
employed ;  and  the  country  when  under  his  dominicn  had 
more  frequent  cause  to  exclaim  in  triumph — 

*'  *Tis  excellent  to  have  a  giaot^s  strength,*' 

than  to  add  in  suffering, 

*'But  tyrannous  to  use  it  like  a  giant.'' 

It  was  the  conviction  of  this— the  firm  belief  that  the  glory 
of  France  was  the  object  of  her  autocrat,  which  consecrated 
and  confirmed  his  power  while  she  bent  her  proud  neck  to 
his  yoke,  and  which  has  since  and  will  for  ever  make  his  name 
sound  in  the  ears  of  her  children  like  a  paean  to  their  own 
glory.  What  is  there  which  men,  and  most  especially  French* 
men,  will  not  suffer  and  endure  to  hear  that  note  ?  Had  Na- 
poleon  been  granted  to  them  in  all  his  splendour  as  their 
emperor  for  ever,  they  would  for  ever  have  remained  his 
willing  slaves. 

When  however,  he  was  lost  to  them,  there  is  every  reason 
to  believe  that  France  would  gladly  have  knit  together  the 
severed  thread  of  her  ancient  (rlory  with  her  hopes  of  future 
greatness,  had  the  act  by  which  it  was  to  be  achieved  been 
her  own :  but  it  was  the  hand  of  an  enemy  that  did  it-^ 
the  hand  of  a  triumphant  enemy;  and  though  a  host  of  pow- 
erful, valiant,  noble,  and  loyal-hearted  Frenchmen  welcom- 
ed the  son  of  St.  Louis  to  his  lawful  throne  with  as  deep  and 
sincere  fidelity  as  ever  warmed  the  heart  of  man,  there  was 
still  a  national  feeling  of  wounded  pride  which  gnawed  the 
hearts  of  the  multitude,  and  even  in  the  brightest  days  of  the 
Restoration  prevented  their  rightful  king  from  being  in  their 
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interest  in  my  eyes,— and  the  Baron  de  SyWestre  has  many 
sacfa ;  but  it  was  his  own  air  of  comfortable  domestic  intimacy 
with  every  scrap,  however  small,  on  the  lofty  and  thickly-stad- 
ded  walls  of  this  room,  which  delighted  me ; — it  reminded  me 
of  Denon,  who  many  years  ago  showed  me  his  large  and  very 
miscellaneous  collection  with  equal  enlhosiasm.  I  dearly  love 
to  meet  with  people  who  are  really  and  truly  in  earnest. 

On  the  same  morning  that  we  made  this  agreoable  acquaint- 
ance, we  passed  an  hour  or  two  at  the  Hdtel  des  Monnaies, 
which  is  situated  on  the  Quai  Conti,  and,  I  believe,  on  the 
exact  spot  where  the  old  Hdtel  de  Conti  formerly  stood.  The 
Iniitding,  like  all  the  public  establishments  in  France,  is  very 
magnificent,  and  we  amused  ourselves  very  agreeably  with 
oar  intelligent  and  amiable  cicisbeo  in  examining  an  immense 
collection  of  coins  and  medals.  This  collection  was  formerly 
placed  at  the  Louvre,  but  transferred  to  this  hdtel  as  soon  as 
its  erection  was  completed.  The  medals,  as  usual  in  all  such 
examinations,  occupied  the  greater  part  of  our  time  and  at- 
tention. It  is  quite  a  gallery  of  portraits,  and  many  of  them 
of  the  highest  historical  interest ;  but  perhaps  our  amusement 
was  as  much  derived  from  observing  how  many  ignoble  heads, 
who  had  no  more  business  there  than  so  many  turnips,  had 
found  place  nevertheless,  by  the  outrageous  vanity  either  of 
themselves  or  their  friends,  amidst  kings,  heroes,  poets,  and 
philosophers.  It  is  perfectly  astonishing  to  see  how  many 
such  as  these  have  sought  a  bronze  or  brazen  immortality  at 
the  Hdtel  des  Monnaies :  every  medal  struck  in  France  has  an 
impression  preserved  here,  and  it  is  probably  the  knowledge 
of  this  fact  which  has  tempted  these  little  people  so  preposte- 
rously to  distinguish  themselves. 

On  another  occasion  we  went  with  the  same  agreeable  escort 
to  visit  the  national  museum  of  ancient  armour.  This  Mus^e 
d*ArtiIlerie  is  not  quite  so  splendid  a  spectacle  as  the  same 
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species  of  exhibition  at  the  Tower ;  but  there  are  a  great  many 
beaatiful  things  there  too.  Some  exquisitely-finished  muskets 
and  arquebuses  of  considerable  antiquity,  and  splendid  with 
a  profusion  of  inlaid  ivory,  mother*of-pearl,  and  precious 
stones,  are  well  arranged  for  exhibition,  as  are  likewise  some 
complete  suits  of  armour  of  various  dates;— among  them  is 
one  worn  in  battle  by  the  unfortunate  Maid  of  Orleans. 

But  this  is  not  only  a  curious  antiquarian  exhibition, — it  is 
in  truth  a  national  institution  wherein  military  men  may  study 
the  art  of  war  from  inmost  its  first  barbarous  simplicity  up  to 
its  present  terrible  perfection.  The  models  of  all  manner  of 
slaughtering  instruments  are  beautifully  executed,  and  must 
be  of  great  interest  to  all  who  wish  to  study  the  theory  of 
that  science  which  may  be  proved  '^parraison  demonstra- 
tive," asMoli^re  observes,  to  consist  wholly  'Vdansrartde 
donner  tt  ne  pas  recevoir."  But  I  believe  the  object  which 
most  amused  me  in  the  exhibition,  was  a  written  notice,  re- 
peated at  intervals  along  all  the  racks  on  which  were  placed 
the  more  modern  and  ordinary  muskets,  to  this  effect : — 

''  Manquant,  au  second  rang  de  ce  ratelier  d'armes,  environ 
quatre-vingts  carabines  k  rouet,  omiesd'incrtLSiaiion  d^woire 
et  de  nacre,  dans  U  genre  de  celles  du  premier  rang.  Toutes 
celles  qu'on  voil  ici  ont  servi  dans  les  joum^es  de  Juillet,  et 
ont  ete  rendues  apr^.  Les  personnes  qui  auraient  encore 
celles  qui  manquent  sont  prito  de  les  apporier." 

There  is  such  a  superlative  degree  of  6on/iomie  in  the  belief 
that  because  all  the  ordinary  muskets  which  were  seized  upon 
by  the  July  patriots  were  returned,  those  also  adorned  with  ^'  in- 
crustations d'ivolre  et  de  nacre  "  would  be  returned  too,  that  it 
was  quite  impossible  to  restrain  a  smile  at  it.  Such  unwearied 
confidence  and  hope  deserve  abetter  reward  than,  I  fear,  they 
will  meet :  the  'Mnscrustations  d'ivoire  et  de  nacre"  are,  I 
doubt  not,  in  very  safe  keeping,  and  have  been  converted,  by 

n.  it 
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the  patriot  hands  that  seized  them,  to  other  purposes,  as  dear 
to  the  hearts  they  belonged  to  as  that  of  firing  at  the  Royal 
Guard  over  a  barricade.  Our  doctrinaire  friend  himself  con- 
fessed that  he  thought  it  was  time  these  naive  notices  should 
be  removed. 

It  was,  I  think,  in  the  course  of  this  excursion  that  our 
friend  gave  me  an  anecdote  which  I  think  is  curious  and  cha- 
racteristic.  Upon  some  occasion  which  led  to  a  private 
interview  between  Charles  Dix  and  himself,  some  desultory 
conversaton  followed  the  discussion  of  the  business  which  led 
to  the  audience.  The  name  of  Malesherbes,  the  intrepid 
defender  of  Louis  Seize,  was  mentioned  by  our  friend.  The 
monarch  frowned. 

"Sire!"— was  uttered  almost  involuntarily. 

^'  II  nous  a  fait  beaucoop  de  mal,''  said  the  king  in  reply  to 
the  exclamation-padding,  with  emphasis,  ^^  Mais  il  I'a  paye 
par  sa  t£te ! " 


LETTER    LXX. 

Concert  in  the  Champs  Elysees. — Horticultural  Exhibitioo. — Forced 
Flowers. — Republican  Hats. — Carlist  Hats. — Jiute-Milieu  Hats. — 
Popular  Funeral. 

The  advancing  season  begins  to  render  the  atmosphere  of 
the  theatres  insupportable,  and  even  a  crowded  soiree  is  not 
so  agreeable  as  ithas  been ;  so  last  night  we  sought  our  amuse- 
ment in  listening  to  the  concert  *^en  plein  air"  in  the 
Champs  Elysees.  I  hear  that  you  too  have  been  enjoying 
this  new  delight  of  al-fresco  music  in  London.  France  and 
England  are  exceedingly  like  tJie  interlocutors  of  an  eclogue, 
where  first  one  puts  forth  all  bis  power  and  poetry  to  encl^nt 
the  world,  and  then  the  other  *'  takes  up  ihe  wondrous  tale,'' 
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«ind  does  his  utmost  to  exceed  and  excel,  and  so  go  on,  each 
straining  every  nerve  to  oatdo  the  other. 

Thus  it  is  with  the  two  great  rivals  who  perform  their 
various  feats  k  Venn  Tun  de  Tautre  on  the  opposite  sides  of 
the  Channel.  No  sooner  does  one  burst  out  with  some  new 
and  bright  idea  which,  like  a  newly -kindled  torch,  makes  for 
awhile  all  other  lights  look  dim,  than  the  oiher  catches  it, 
finds  out  some  ingenious  way  of  making  it  his  own,  and  then 
grows  as  proud  and  as  fond  of  it  as  if  it  had  been  truly  the 
offspring  of  his  own  brain.  But  in  this  strife  and  this  stealing 
neither  party  has  any  right  to  reproach  the  other,  for  the 
exchange  is  very  nearly  at  par  between  them. 

A  very  few  years  ago,  half  a  dozen  scraping  fiddlers,  and 
now  and  then  a  screaming  ^'sir^ne  ambulante,"  furnished 
all  the  music  of  the  Champs  Elys^es ;  but  now  there  is  the 
prettiest  ^' salon  de  concert  en  plein  air'^  imaginable. 

By  the  way,  I  confess  that  this  phrase  ^'  salon  de  concert  en 
plein  air"  has  something  rather  paradoxical  in  it.*  neverthe- 
less, it  is  perfectly  correct;  the  concerts  of  the  Champs  Ely- 
sees  are  decidedly  en  plein  air,  and  yet  they  are  enclosed 
within  what  may  very  fairly  be  called  a  salon.  The  effect  of 
this  fanciful  arrangement  is  really  very  pretty ;  and  if  you 
have  managed  your  echo  of  this  agreeable  fantasia  as  skilfully, 
an  idle  London  summer  evening  has  gained  much.  Shall  I 
tell  you  how  it  has  been  done  in  Paris? 

In  the  lower  part  of  the  Champs  EIys6es,  a  round  space 
is  enclosed  by  a  low  rail.  Within  this,  to  the  extent  of  about 
fifteen  or  twenty  feet,  are  ranged  sundry  circular  rows  of 
chairs  that  are  sheltered  by  a  light  awning.  Within  tiese,  a 
troop  of  graceful  nymphs,  formed  of  white  plaster,  but  which 
a  spectator  if  he  be  amiably  disposed  may  take  for  white 
marble,  stand,  each  one  with  a  lamp  upon  her  head,  forming 
altogether  a  delicate  halo,  which,  as  daylight  fades,  throws  a 
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faint  but  sufficient  degree  of  illumination  upon  the  company. 
In  the  centre  of  the  endosnre  rises  a  stage,  covered  by  a  tent- 
like  canopy,  and  brilliant  aslamps  can  make  it.  Here  the  band  is 
stationed,  which  issufficiently  good  and  sufiiciently  full  to  pro> 
duce  a  very  delightful  eflect :  it  must  indeed  be  very  Tillainoos 
music  which,  listened  to  while  the  cool  breeze  of  a  summer's 

*  evening  refreshes  the  spirit,  should  not  be  agreeable.  The 
whole  space  >  between  the  exterior  awning  and  the  centre 
pavilion  appropriated  to  the  band  is  filled  with  chairs,  which, 
though  so  very  literally  en  plein  air,  were  all  filled  with 
company,  and  the  effect  of  the  whole  thing  was  quite 
delightful. 

The  price  of  entrance  to  all  this  prettiness  is  one  franc ! 
This,  by  the  by,  is  a  part  of  the  arrangement  which  I  suspect 
is  not  rivalled  in  England.  Neither  will  you,  I  believe,  soon 
learn  the  easy  sort  of  unpremeditated  tone  in  which  it  is  re- 
sorted to.  It  is  ten  to  one,  I*  think,  that  no  one — no  ladies  at 
least— will  ever  go  to  your  al-fresco  concert  without  arranging 
a  party  beforehand;  and  there  will  be  a  question  of  whether 
it  shall  be  before  tea  or  after  tea,  in  a  carriage  or  on  foot, etc. 
But  here  it  is  enjoyed  in  the  very  spirit  of  sans  souci :— you 
take  your  evening  ramble — the  lamps  sparkle  in  the  distance, 

.  or  the  sound  of  the  instruments  reaches  your  ears,  and  this  is 
all  thepreparation  required.  And  then,as  you  may  always  be 
perfectly  sure  that  everybody  yon  know  in  Paris  is  occupied 
as  well  as  yourself  in  seeking  amusement,  the  chances  are 
greatly  in  your  favour  that  you  will  not  reach  the  little  bu-. 
reau  at  the  gate  without  encountering  some  friend  or  friends 
whom'^ou  may  induce  to  promener  their  idleness  the  same  | 

way. 

I  often  marvel,  as  I  look  around  me  in  our  walks  and  drives, 
where  all  the  sorrow  and  suffering  which  we  know  to  be  the 
lot  of  man  contrives  to  hide  itself  at  Paris.    Everywhere  else 
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yoQ  see  people  looking  anxious  and  busy  at  least,  if  not  quite 
woe-begone  and  utterly  miserable:  but  here  the  glanee  of 
every  eye  is  a  gay  one ;  and  even  though  this  may  perhaps 
be  only  worn  in  the  sunshine  and  put  on  just  as  other  people 
put  on  their  hats  and  bonneis,  the  effect  is  ddightfuUy  cheer- 
ing to  the  spirits  of  a  wandering  stranger. 

It  was  we,  I  think,  who  set  the  example  of  an  annual  public 
exhibition  by  an  horticultural  society.  Is  has  been  followed 
here,  but  not  as  yet  upon  the  same  splendid  scaleas  in  London 
and  its  neighbourhood.  The  Orangery  of  the  Louvre  is  the 
scene,  of  this  display,  which  is  employed  for  the  purpose  as 
soon  as  the  royal  trees  that  pass  their  winters  in  it  are  taken 
out  to  the  Gardens  of  the  Tuileries.  I  never  on  any  occasion 
remember  having  been  exposed  to  so  oppressive  a  degree  of 
heat  as  on  the  morning  that  we  visited  this  exhibition.  The 
son  shone  with  intolerable  splendour  upon  the  long  range  of 
windows,  and  the  place  wasso  full  of  company,  that  it  was  with 
the  greatest  difficulty  we  crept  on  an  inch  at  a  time  from  one 
extremity  of  the  hall  to  the  other.  Some  of  the  African  plants 
were  very  fine ;  but  in  general  the  show  was  certainly  not  very 
magnificent.  I  suspect  that  the  extreme  heat  of  the  apart- 
ment had  considerably  destroyed  the  beauty  of  some  of  the 
more  delicate  flowering  plants,  for  there  were  scarcely  any 
of  the  frail  blossoms  of  our  hothouse  treasures  in  perfection. 
The  collection  of  geraniums  was,  compared  to  those  I  haveseen 
in  England,  very  poor,  and  so  little  either  of  novelty  or  splen- 
dour about  them,  that  I  suspect  the  cultivation  of  this  lovely 
race,  and  tlie  production  of  a  new  variety  in  it,  is  not  a  mat- 
ter of  so  great  interest  in  France  as  in  England. 

The  climate  of  France  is  perhaps  more  congenial  to  delicate 
flowers  than  our  own ;  and  yet  it.  appears  to  me  that,  with 
some  few  exceptions,  such  as  oranges  and  the  laurier-rose,  I 
have  seen  nothing  in  Paris  this  year  equal  to  the  specimens 
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found  at  the  first-rate  florists'  round  London.  Even  in  tli6 
decoration  of  rooms,  though  flowers  are  often  abundant  here, 
they  are  certainly  less  choice  than  with  us;  and,  excepting  in 
one  or  two  instances,  I  hare  observed  no  plants  whatever 
forced  into  premature  bloom  to  gratify  the  pampered  taste  of 
the  town  amateur.  I  do  not,  however,  mention  this  as  a  de- 
fect ;  on  the  contrary,  I  perfectly  agree  in  the  truth  of  Rous- 
seau's observation,  that  such  impatient  science  by  no  means 
increases  the  sum  of  the  year's  enjoyment.  ^'  Ce  n'est  pas 
parer  Thiver,"  he  says, — "c'est  deparer  le  printemps ;"  and 
the  truth  of  this  is  obvious,  not  only  in  the  indifference  with 
which  those  who  are  accustomed  to  receive  this  unnatural  and 
precodons  produce  welcome  the  abounding  treasures  of  that 
real  spring-time  which  comes  when  it  pleases  Heaven  to  send 
it,  but  also  in  the  worthless  weakness  of  the  untimely  product 
itself*  I  certainly  know  many  who  appear  to  gaze  wilfa  te- 
stacy on  the  pale  hectic-looking  bloom  of  a  frail  rose-tree  in  the 
month  of  February,  who  can  walk  unmoved  in  the  spicy  even- 
ings of  June  amidst  thousands  of  rich  blossoms  all  opening 
their  bright  bosoms  to  the  breeze  in  the  sweet  healthy  fresh- 
ness of  unforced  nature :  yet  I  will  not  assert  that  this  pro- 
ceeds from  affectation— indeed,  I  verily  believe  that  fine  ladies 
do  in  all  sincerity  think  that  roses  at  Christmas  are  really 
much  prettier  and  sweeter  things  than  roses  in  June;  but,  at 
least,  I  may  confess  th^t  I  think  otherwise. 

Among  the  numerous  company  assembled  to  look  at  this 
display  of  exotics,  was  a  figure  perhaps  the  most  remarkably 
absurd  that  we  have  yet  seen  in  the  grotesque  extremity  of 
his  republican  costume.  We  watched  him  for  some  time  with 
considerable  interest,— and  the  more  so,  as  we  perceived  that 
he  was  an  object  of  curiosity  to  many  besides  ourselves.  In 
truth,  his  pointed  hat  and  enormous  lapels  out-Heroded  He- 
rod ;  and  I  presume  the  attention  he  excited  was  occasioned 
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more  by  the  extravagant  excess  than  the  unosoai  style  of  his 
costume.  A  gentleman  who  was  with  us  at  the  Orangery 
told  me  an  anecdote  respecting  a  part  of  this  sort  of  symbolic 
attire,  which  had  become,  he  said,  the  foundation  of  a  vaude- 
ville, but  which,  nevertheless,  was  the  record  of  a  circumstance 
which  actually  occurred  at  Paris. 

A  young  provincial  happened  to  arrive  in  the  capital  just  at 
the  time  that  these  hieroglyphic  habiliments  were  first  brought 
iQto  use,  and  having  occasion  for  a  new  hat,  repaired  to  the 
magasin  of  a  noted  chapelier,  where  everything  of  the  newest 
invention  was  sure  to  b^  found.  The  young  man,  alike  in- 
nocent of  politics  and  ignorant  of  its  symbols,  selected  a 
hat  as  high  and  as  pointed  as  that  of  the  toughest  round* 
head  at  the  court  of  Cromwell,  and- sallied  forth,  proud 
of  being  one  of  the  first  in  a  new  foshion,  to  visit  a  young 
relative  who  was  en  pension  at  an  establishment  rather 
celebrated  for  its  freely^roclaimed  Garlist  propensities.  His 
young  cousin,  he  was  told,  was  enjoying  the  hour  of  re- 
creation with  his  schoolfellows  in  the  play-ground  behind  the 
mansion.  He  desired  to  be  led  to  him ;  and  was  accordingly 
shown  the  way  to  the  spot,  where  about  fifty  young  legitima- 
tists  were  assembled.  No  sooner,  however,  had  he  and  his 
hat  obtained  the  entr^  to  this  enclosure,  than  the  most  vio- 
lent and  hideous  yell  was  heard  to  issue  from  every  part  of  it. 

At  first  the  simple-minded  provincial  smiled,  from  believing 
that  this  uproar,  wild  as  it  was,  might  be  intended  to  express 
a  juvenile  welcome;  and  having  descried  his  young  kinsman 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  enclosure,  he  walked  boldly  for- 
ward to  reach  him.  But,  before  he  had  proceeded  half  a 
dozen  steps,  he  was  assailed  on  all  sides  by  pebbles,  tops, 
flying  hoops,  and  well-directed  handfuls  of  mud.  Startled, 
astounded,  and  totally  unable  to  comprehend  the  motives  for 
so  violent  an  assault,  he  paused  for  a  moment,  uncertain 
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whether  to  adrance  boldly,  or  shelter  himself  by  flight  from 
an  attad^  which  seem^  every  moment  to  increase  in  violence. 
Ere  he  had  well  decided  what  coarse  to  pursue,  his  bold- 
hearted  little  relative  nished  up  to  him,  screaming,  as  loud 
as  his  young  voice  would  allow,— ^'  Sauve-toi,  mon  cousin  ! 
sauve-toi !  Ote  ton  vilain  chapeau !....  G'est  le  chapeao !  le 
m^hant  chapeau !" 

The  young  man  again  stopped  short,  in  the  hope  of  being 
able  to  comprehend  the  vociferations  of  his  little  friend ;  but 
the  hostile  missives  rang  about  his  ears  with  such  efRsct,  that 
he  suddenly  came  to  the  decision  at  which  Falstaff  arrived 
before  him,  and  feeling  that,  at  least  on  the  present  occasion, 
discretion  was  the  better  part  of  valour,  he  turned  round,  and 
made  his  escape  as  speedily  as  possible,  muttering,  however, 
as  he  went,  ^^  Qu'est-ce  que  c'est  done  qu'un  chapeau  ^-la- 
mode  pour  en  faire  ce  vacarme  de  diable  ?" 

Having  made  good  bis  retreat,  he  repaired  without  delay  to 
the  hatter  of  whom  he  had  purchased  this  offensive  article, 
described  the  scene  he  had  passed  through,  and  requested  an 
explanation  of  it. 

^'Mais,  monsieur,"  replied  the  unoffending  tradesman, 
^'c*est  tout  bonnement  un  chapeau  r^publicain ; "  adding, 
that  if  he  had  known  monsieur's  principles  were  not  in  ac- 
cordance with  a  high  crown,  he  would  most  certainly  have 
pointed  out  the  possible  inconvenience  of  wearing  one.  As 
he  spoke,  he  uncovered  and  displayed  to  view  one  of  those 
delicate  light-KSolouted  hats  which  are  known  at  Paris  to  speak 
the  loyal  principles  of  the  wearer. 

^^This  hat,"  said  he,  gracefully  presenting  it,  ''may  be 
safely  worn  by  monsieur  even  if  he  chose  to  take  his  seat  in 
the  extremest  corner  of  the  c6t^  droit." 

Once  more  the  inexperienced  youth  walked  forth ;  and  thif^ 
time  he  directed  his  step  towards  the  stupendous  plaster  ele- 
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phant  on  the  Plaee  de  la  Bastille,  now  and  ever  the  favonrite 
object  of  country  curiosity.  He  had  taken  correct  instruct 
tlons  for  his  route,  and  proceeded  securely  by  the  ^ay  sue* 
cession  of  BoulcTards  towards  the  spot  he  sought.  |'or  some 
time  he  pursued  his  pleasant  walk  without  any  adventure  or 
interruption  whatever ;  but  as  he  approached  the  region  oi 
the  Porte  St.  Martin  sundry  little  sifflemens  became  audible, 
and  ere  he  had  half  traversed  the  Boulevard  du  Temple  he 
became  fully  convinced  that  whatever  fate  might  have  await- 
ed his  new,  new  hat  at  the  pensionnat  of  his  little  cousin, 
both  he  and  it  ran  great  risk  of  being  roUied  in  the  mud  which 
stagnated  in  sullen  darkness  near  the  spot  where  once  stood 
the  awful  Temple. 

No  sooner  did  he  discover  that  the  covering  of  his  unlucky 
head  was  again  obnoxious,  than  he  hastened  once  more  to  the 
treacherous  hatter,  as  he  now  fully  believed  Mm  to  be,  and 
in  no  measured  tone  expressed  his  indignation  of  a  line  of 
conduct  which  had  thus  twice  exposed  the  tranquillity— nay, 
perhaps  the  life— of  an  unoffending  individual  to  the  fury  of 
the  mob.  The  worthy  hatter  with  all  possible  respect  and 
civility  repelled  the  charge,  declaring  that  his  only  wish  and 
intention  was  to  accommodate  every  gentleman  who  did  him 
the  honour  to  enter  his  magasin  with  Exactly  that  species  of 
hat  which  might  best  accord  with  his  taste  and  principles. 
*'If,  however,"  he  added  with  a  modest  bow,  ''monsieur 
really  intended  to  condesc^d  so  far  as  to  ask  his  advice  as  to 
which  species  of  hat  it  was  best  and  safest  to  wear  at  the  pre- 
sent time  in  Paris,  he  should  beyond  the  slightest  shadow  of 
doubt,  respectfully  recommend  the  juste  milieu"  The 
young  provincial  followed  his  advice ;  and  the  moral  of  the 
story  is,  that  he  walked  in  peace  and  quietness  through  the 
streets  of  Paris  as  long  as  he  stayed. 
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On  oor  way  home  this  morning  we  met  a  most  magnifi- 
cent funeral  array.  I  reckoned  twenty  carriages,  bnt  the 
pUtons  were  beyond  counting.  I  forget  the  name  of  the  in- 
dividaal,  hot  it  was  some  one  who  had  made  himself  rery 
popular  among  the  people.  There  was  not,  however,  the 
least  appearance  of  riot  or  confusion ;  nor  were  there  any 
military  to  protect  the  procession,  a  dignity  which  is  always 
accorded  by  this  thoughtful  government  to  every  person 
whose  funeral  is  likely  to  be  honoured  by  too  great  a  demon- 
stration of  popular  affection.  Every  man  as  it  passed  took  ofT 
his  hat ;  but  this  they  would  have  done  had  no  cortege  ac- 
companied the  hearse,  for  no  one  ever  meets  a  funeral  in 
France  without  it. 

Rut  though  everything  had  so  peaceful  an  air,  we  still  felt 
disposed  to  avoid  the  crowd,  and,  to  effect  this,  turned  from 
th«  quay  down  a  street  that  led  to  the  Palais  Royal.  Here 
there  was  no  pavement;  and  the  improved  cleanliness  of 
Paris,  which  I  had  admitted  an  hour  before  to  a  native  who 
had  remarked  upon  it,  now  appeared  so  questionable  to  some 
of  my  party,  that  I  was  challenged  to  describe  what  it  bad 
been  before  this  improvement  took  place.  But  notwithstand-^ 
ing  this  want  of  faith,  which  was  perhaps  natural  enough  iit 
the  Rue  des  Bons  Enfiins,  into  whicli  we  had  blundered,  it  is 
nevertheless  a  positive  fact  that  Paris  is  greatly  improved  in 
this  respect ;  and  if  the  next  seven  years  do  as  much  towards 
its  purification  as  the  last  have  done,  we  may  reasonably 
hope  that  in  process  of  time  it  will  be  possible  to  drive — nay, 
even  walk— through  its  crowded  streets  without  the  aid  either 
of  aromatic  vinegar  or  can  de  Cologne.  Much,  however, 
still  remains  to  be  done ;  and  done  it  undoubtedly  will  be, 
from  one  end  of  the  '^  belle  ville"  to  the  other,  if  no  barri- 
cades arise  to  interfere  with  the  purifying  process.  Bift 
English  noses  must  still  have  a  little  patience. 
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LETTER    LXXI. 
Minor  French  Novelists, 

It  is  not  long  since,  in  writing  to  yon  of  modern  French 
works  of  imagination,  I  avowed  my  great  and  irresistible  ad- 
miration for  the  high  talent  manifested  in  some  of  the  writ- 
ings poblished  under  the  signature  of  George  Sand ;  and  I  re- 
member that  the  observations  I  ventured  to  make  respecting 
them  swelled  into  such  length  as  to  prevent  my  then  uttering 
the  protest  which  all  Christian  souls  are  called  upon  to  make 
against  the  ordinary  productions  of  the  minor  French  story- 
tellers of  the  day.  I  mnst  therefore  now  make  this  amende 
to  the  cause  df  morality  and  truth,  and  declare  to  you  with 
all  sincerity,  that  I  believe  nothing  can  be  more  contemptible, 
yet  at  the  same  time  more  deeply  dangerous  to  the  cause  6f 
virtue,  than  the  productions  of  this  unprincipled  class  of 
writers. 

While  conversing  a  short  time  ago  on  the  subject  of  these 
noxious  ephemera  with  a  gentleman  whose  professional  occu- 
pations of  necessity  bring  him  into  occasional  contact  with 
them,  he  struck  off  for  my  edification  a  sketch  which  he  as- 
sured me  might  stand  as  a  portrait,  wiih  wonderfully  little 
variation,  for  any  individual  of  the  fraternity.  It  may  lose 
something  of  its  raciness  by  the  processes  of  recollecting  and 
translating;  but  I  flatter  myself  that  I  shall  be  able  to  pre- 
serve enough  of  the  likeness  to  justify  my  giving  it  to  you. 

"  These  authors,"  said  their  lively  historian,  "  swarm  au 
sixUme  in  every  quarter  of  Paris.  For  the  most  part,  they 
are  either  idle  scholars  who,  having  taken  an  aversion  to  the 
vulgar  drudgery  of  education,  determine  upon  finding  a  short 
cut  to  the  temple  of  Fame;  or  else  they  are  young  artisans — 
journeymen  workers  at  some  craft  or  other,  which  brings 
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(hem  in  just  francs  enough  to  sustain  an  lionest  decent  exist- 
ence, but  wholly  insufBcient  to  minister  to  the  sublime  ne- 
cessities of  revolutionary  ambition.  As  perfect  a  sympathy 
appears  to  exist  in  tlie  politics  of  all  these  gentry  as  in  their 
doctrine  of  morals  :  they  all  hold  themselves  ready  for  rebel- 
lion at  the  first  convenient  opportunity-— be  it  against  Loais, 
Charles,  Henri,  or  Philippe,  it  is  all  one ;  rebellion  against 
constituted  and  recognised  authority  being,  according  to  their 
high-minded  code,  their  first  duty,  as  well  as  their  dearest  re- 
creation. 

They  must  wait,  however,  till  the  fitting  moment  come; 
and,  meanwhile,  how  may  they  better  the  condition  in  wHich 
the  tyranny  of  kings  and  law-makers  has  placed  them  ?  Shall 
they  listen  to  the  inward  whisperings  which  tell  them,  that, 
being  utterly  unfitted  to  do  their  duly  in  that  state  of  life  to 
which  it  has  pleased  God  to  call  them,  they  must  of  necessity 
and  by  the  inevitable  nature  of  things  be  fitted  for  some 
other?  .  .  .  What  may  it  be?  .  .  .  Treason  and  rapine,  of 
course,  if  time  be  ripe  for  it  — but  en  attendant? 

To  trace  on  an  immortal  page  the  burning  thoughts  that 
mar  their  handicraft.  ...  to  teach  the  world  what  fools  the 
sages  who  have  lived,  and  spoken,  and  gone  to  rest,  would 
make  of  them  ...  to  cause  the  voice  of  passion  to  be  heard 
high  above  that  of  law  or  of  gospel  .  .  .  Yes  ...  it  is  thus 
they  will  at  once  beguile  the  tedious  hours  that  must  precede 
anoth^  revolution,  and  earn  by  the  noble  labours  of  genius 
the  luxuries  denied  to  grovelling  industry. 

This  sublime  occupation  once  decided  on,  it  follows  as  a 
necessary  result  that  they  must  begin  by  awakening  all  those 
tender  sympathies  of  nature  which  are  to  the  imagination  what 
oil  is  to  the  lamp.  A  fovourite  grisette  is  fixed  upon,  and 
invited  to  share  the  glory,  the  cabbage,  the  inspiration,  and 
the  garret  of  the  exalted  journeyman  or  truant  scholar.    It 
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is  said  that  the  whole  of  this  class  of  authors  are  supposed  to 
place  partidular  faith  in  that  tinsel  sentiment,  so  prettily  and 
poetically  untrue,— 

"Love,  light  as  air,  at  sight  of  human  ties. 
Spreads  his  bright  wings,  and  in  a  moment  flies;" 

and  the  inspired  young  man  gently  insinuates  his  unfettered 
ideas  on  the  subject  to  the  chosen  foir  one  who^  if  her  acquaint- 
ance has  lain  much  among  these  '^  folly -developed  intelli- 
gences," is  not  unfrequently  found  to  be  as  sublime  in  her 
notions  of  such  subjects  as  himself;  so  the  interesting  little 
manage  is  mont^  on  the  immortal  basis  of  freedom. 

Then  comes  the  literary  labour,  and  its  monstrous  birth 
^a  volume  of  tales,  glowing  with  love  and  murder,  blas- 
phemy and  treason,  or  downright  obscenity,  affecting  to 
clothe  itself  in  the  playful  drapery  of  wit.  It  is  not  difRcult 
to  iind  a  publisher  who  knows  where  to  meet  with  young 
customers  ever  ready  to  barter  their  last  sous  for  such  com- 
modities, and  the  bargain  is  made. 

At  the  actual  sight  and  at  the  actual  touch  of  the  unhoped- 
for sum  of  three  hundred  francs,  the  flood  of  inspiration  rises 
higher  still.  More  hideous  love  and  bloodier  murders,  more 
phrensied  blasphemy  and  deadlier  treason,  follow;  and  thus 
the  fair  metropolis  of  France  is  furnished  with  intellectual 
food  for  the  craving  appetites  of  the  most  useful  and  produc- 
tive part  of  its  population. 

Can  we  wonder  that  the  Morgue  is  seldom  untenanted  ?.... 
or  that  the  tender  hand  of  affection  is  so  often  seen  to  pillow 
its  loved  victim  where  the  fumes  of  charcoal  shall  soon  extin- 
guish a  life  too  precious  to  be  prolonged  in  a  world  where  laws 
still  exist,  and  where  man  must  live,  and  woman  too,  by  the 

« 

sweat  of  their  brows? 
It  was  some  time  after  the  conversation  in  which  I  received 
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this  sketch,  that  I  fell  into  company  with  an  Englishman  who 
enjoys  the  reputation  of  high  caltivation  and  considerable  ta- 
lent, and  who  certainly  is  not  without  that  species  of  power 
in  conversation  which  is  produced  by  the  belief  that  hyper- 
bole is  the  soul  of  eloquence,  and  the  stout  defence  of  a  para- 
dox the  highest  proof  of  intellectual  strength. 

To  say  I  conversed  with  this  gifted  individual  would  hardly 
be  correct;  bot  I  listened  to  him,  and  gained  thereby  addi- 
tional confirmation  of  a  fact  which  I  bad  repeatedly  heard 
insisted  on  in  Paris,  that  admiration  for  the  present  French 
school  of  decousn  writing  is  manifested  by  critics  of  a  higher 
class  in  England  than  could  be  found  to  tolerate  it  in  France. 

'^  Have  you  read  the  works  of  the  young  men  of  France  ?" 
was  the  comprehensive  question  by  which  this  gentleman 
opened  the  flood-gates  of  the  eloquence  which  was  intended 
to  prove,  that  without  having  stndied  well  the  bold  and  sub- 
lime compositions  which  have  been  put  forth  by  this  class, 
no  one  had  a  right  to  form  a  judgment  of  (he  existing  state 
of  human  intelligence. 

For  myself,  I  confess  that  my  reading  in  this  line,  though 
greatly  beyond  what  was  agreeable  to  my  taste,  has  never 
approached  anything  that  deserved  the  name  of  study;  and, 
indeed,  I  should  as  soon  have  thought  of  forming  an  estimate 
of  the  ^'  existing  state  of  human  intelligence*'  from  the  height 
to  which  the  boys  of  Paris  made  their  kites  mount  from  the 
top  of  Montmartre,  as  from  the  compositions  to  which  he 
alluded :  but,  nevertheless,  I  listened  to  him  very  attentively; 
and  I  only  wish  that  my  memory  would  serve  me,  that  I  might 
repeat  to  you  all  the  fine  things  he  said  in  praise  of  a  multi- 
tude of  authors,  of  whom,  however,  it  is  more  than  probable 
you  never  heard,  and  of  works  that  it  is  hardly  possible  yon 
should  have  ever  seen. 

It  would  be  difficult  to  give  you  any  just  idea  of  the  energy 
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and  enthusiasm  which  he  manifested  on  this  sabject.  His  eyes 
ahnost  started  from  his  head,  and  the  blood  rashed  over  his 
face  and  temples,  when  one  of  the  party  hinted  that  the  taste 
in  which  most  of  these  works  were  composed  was  not  of  the 
mo^  classic  elegance,  nor  their  apparent  object  any  very  high 
degree  of  moral  utility. 

14  is  a  well-known  fact  that  people  are  seldom  angry  when 
tl^ey  are  quite  in  the  right ;  and  I  believe  it  is  equally  rare  to 
see  such  an  extremity  of  vehemence  as  this  individual  dis- 
played in  asserting  the  high  intellectual  claims  of  his  favour- 
ites exhibited  on  any  question  where  reason  and  truth  are  on 
the  side  espoused  by  the  speaker.  I  never  saw  the  veins  of  the 
forehead  swell  in  an  attempt  lo  prove  that "  Hamlet"  was  a  fine 
tragedy,  or  that "  Ivanhoe"  was  a  fine  romance ;  bqt  on  this  oc- 
casion most  of  the  company  shrank  into  silence  before  the  im- 
passioned pleadings  of  this  advocate  for  ...  .  modern 
French  historiettes. 

In  the  course  of  the  discussion  many  young  names  were 
cited ;  and  when  a  few  very  palpable  hits  were  made  to  tell 
on  the  literary  reputations  of  some  among  them,  the  aitic 
seemed  suddenly  determined  to  shake  off  all  slighter  skir- 
mishing, and  to  defend  the  broad  battle-field  of  the  cause 
under  the  distinguished  banner  of  M.  Balzac  himself.  And 
here,  I  confess,  he  had  most  decidedly  the  advantage  of  me; 
for  my  acquaintance  with  the  writings  of  this  gentleman  was 
exceedingly  slight  and  superficial, — ^whereas  he  appeared  to 
have  studied  every  line  be  has  ever  written ,  with  a  feeling  of 
reverence  that  seemed  almost  to  bear  a  character  of  religions 
devotion.  Among  many  of  his  works  whose  names  he  cited 
with  enthusiasm,  that  entitled  ^'  La  Peau  de  Chagrin''  was  the 
one  which  evidently  raised  his  spirit  to  the  most  exalted  pitch. 
It  is  difficult  to  imagine  admiration  and  delight  expressed  more 
forcibly;  and  as  I  had  never  read  a  single  line  of  this  ^^  Peau 
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de  Chagrin/'  my  preconceiTed  notions  of  the  merit  of  M«  Bal- 
zac's compositions  really  gave  way  before  his  enthusiasm ;  and 
I  not  only  made  a  silent  resolution  to  peruse  this  incomparable 
work  with  as  little  delay  as  possible ,  but  I  do  assure  yon  that 
I  really  and  truly  expected  to  find  in  it  some  very  striking 
traits  of  genius,  and  a  perfection  of  natural  feeling  and  deep 
pathos  which  could  not  fail  to  give  me  pleasure,  whatever  I 
might  think  of  the  tone  of  its  principles  or  the  correctness  of 
its  moral  tendency. 

Early  then  on  tlie  following  morning  I  sent  for  ^^La  Peaii 
de  Chagrin."  ...  I  have  not  the  slightest  wish  or  intention  of 
entering  into  a  critical  examination  of  its  merits ;  it  wonld  be 
hardly  possible,  I  think,  to  occupy  time  more  unprofitably  : 
but  as  every  author  makes  use  of  his  preface  to  speak  in  his 
own  person,  whatever  one  finds  written  there  assuming  the 
form  of  a  literary  dictum  may  be  quoted  with  propriety  as 
furnishing  the  best  and  fairest  testimony  of  his  opinions,  and 
I  will  therefore  take  the  liberty  of  transcribing  a  few  short 
sentences  from  the  prefiice  of  M.  Balzac,  for  the  purpose  of 
directing  your  attention  to  the  theory  upon  which  it  is  his  ifi> 
tenlion  to  raise  his  literary  reputation. 

Thepreface  to  ^'  La  Peaude  Chagrin"  appears  to  be  written 
diiefly  for  thepurpose  of  excusingthe  licentiousness  of  a  former 
work  entitled  '^  La  Physiologic  du  Manage."  In  speaking  of 
this  work  he  says,  frankly  enough  certainly,  that  it  was 
written  as  '^  une  tentative  iaite  pour  retoumer  k  la  litt^rature 
fine ,  vive ,  railleuse  et  gaie  du  dix-huiti^me  si^le ,  ou  ks  au- 
teurs  nesetenaient  pas  toujours  droits  etraides.  .  . .  L'auteur 
de  ce  livre  cherche  k  favoriser  la  reaction  litt^raire  que  pr^- 
parent  certains  bons  esprits  .  . .  U  ne  comprend  pas  la  prur 
derie,  rhypocrisie  de  nos  moeurs,  et  refuse,  du  reste,  aux 
gens  blas^  le  droit  d'etre  difficiles." 

Tills  is  telling  his  readers  foirly  enough  what  they  have  to 


AND  THE  PARISIANS.  257 

expect ;  and  if  after  this  they  will  persist  in  plunging  headlong 
into  the  mad  which  nearly  a  century  of  constantly-increasing 
refinement  has  gone  £ir  to  drag  us  out  of .  . .  why  they  must. 
As  another  reason  why  his  pen  has  done  . .  .what  it  has 
done,  M.  Balzac  tells  us  that  it  is  absolutely  necessary  to  have 
something  in  a  genre  unlike  anything  that  the  public  has  late- 
ly been  familiar  with.  He  says  that  the  reading  world  (which 
is  in  fact  all  the  world)  ^^estlasaujourd'hui"  ....  of  a  great 
many  different  styles  of  composition  which  he  enumerates, 
summing  up  all  with  . . .  <'et  FHistoire  de  France,  Walter- 
Scottee  ....  Que  nous  reste-t-il  done?"  he  continues.    ^'  Si 
le  public  condamne  les  efforts  des  ^rivains  qui  essaient  de  re- 
mettre  en  honueur  la  litt^rature  franche  de  nos  ancdtres  .  .  ." 
As  another  specimen  of  the  theories  of  these  new  immor- 
tals ,  let  me  also  quote  the  following  sentence :— '^  Si  Polyeucte 
n'existait  pas ,  plus  d'un  po^te  moderne  est  capable  de  refaire 
Corneille." 

Again,  as  a  reason  for  going  back  to  the  tone  of  literature 
which  he  has  chosen,  he  says,—''  Les  auteurs  ont  souvent 
raison  dans  leurs  impertinences  centre  le  temps  present.  Le 
monde  nous  demande  de  belles  peintures— ou  en  seraient  les 
types  ?  Yos  habits  mesquins — vos  revolutions  manqudes— vos 
bourgeois  discoureurs— votre  religion  morte— vos  pouvoirs 
^teints—vos  rois  en  deml-solde — sont-ils  done  si  poetiques 
qu'il  faille  vous  les  transfigurer  ? .  . .  Nous  ne  pouvons  au- 
jourd'hai  que  nous  moquer~la  raillerie  est  touts  la  litterature 
des  society  expirantes." 

M.  Balzac  concludes  this  curious  essay  on  modern  literature 
thus :— ''Enfin,  le  temps  present  marche  si  vlte— la  vie  in- 
tellectuelle  d^borde  partout  avec  tant  de  force,  que  plusieurs 
id^es  ont  vieilli  pendant  queTauteur  imprimait  son  ouvrage." 
This  last  phrase  is  admirable,  and  gives  the  best  and  clearest 
idea  of  the  notions  oCthe  school  on  the  subject  of  composition 

II.  il. 
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that  I  hare  anywhere  met  with.  Imagine  Shakspeare  and 
Spenser,  Swift  and  Pope,  Voltaire  and  Rousseaa,  publishing^ 
a  work  with  a  similar  preratory  apology!  . .  .  Bat  M.  Balzac 
is  quite  right.  The  ideas  that  are  generated  to-day  will  be 
old  to-morrow ,  and  dead  and  buried  the  day  after.  I  should 
indeed  be  truly  sorry  to  differ  from  him  on  this  point;  foi^ 
herein  lies  the  only  consolation  that  the  wisdom  of  man  can 
suggest  for  the  heavy  calamity  of  witnessing  the  unprece- 
dented perversion  of  the  human  understanding  which  marks 
the  present  hour.  It  will  not  last  :  Common  Sense  will 
reclaim  her  rights ,  and  our  children  will  learn  to  4aogh  at 
these  spasmodic  efforts  to  be  great  and  original  as  cordially  as 
Cervantes  did  at  the  chronicles  of  knight-errantry  which 
turned  his  hero's  brain. 


LETTER    LXXII. 

BreakiQg'Op  of  the  Paris  season.—  Soiree  at  Madame  Recamier's. — 
Recitation. — Storm. — Disappointment. — Atonement — Farewell. 

Mt  letters  from  Paris,  my  dear  fi'iend,  must  now  be  brought 
to  a  close ;  and  perhaps  you  will  say  that  it  is  high  time  it  should 
be  so.  The  summer  sun  has  in  truth  got  so  high  into  the 
heavens,  that  its  perpendicular  beams  ar^  beginning  to  make 
all  the  gay  fblks  in  Paris  fret^or,  at  any  rate,  run  away. 
Everybody  we  see  is  preparing  to  be  off  in  some  direction  or 
other,— some  to  the  sea,  some  to  philosophise  under  the 
shadow  of  their  own  vines,  and  some^  happier  than  all 
the  rest,  to  visit  the  enchanting  watering-places  of  lovely 
Germany. 

We  too  have  at  length  fixed  the  day  for  our  departure,  and 
this  is  positively  the  last  letter  you  will  receive  from  roe  dated 
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from  the  beauteous  capital  of  the  Great  Nation.  It  is  lacky 
for  oar  sensibilities,  or  for  oar  love  of  pleasure,  or  for  any 
other  feeling  that  goes  to  make  up  the  disagreeable  emotion 
usually  produced  by  saying  farewell  to  scenes  where  we  have 
been  very  happy,  that  the  majority  of  those  whose  society 
made  them  delightful  are  going  to  say  farewell  to  them  likewise : 
leaving  Paris  a  month  ago  would  have  been  a  much  more  dismal 
business  to  us  than  leaving  it  now. 

Our  last  soiree  has  been  passed  at  the  Abbaye-aux-Bois; 
and  often  as  I  have  taken  yon  there  already,  I  must  de- 
scribe this  last  evening,  because  the  manner  in  which  we 
passed  it  was  more  essentially  un-English  than  any  other. 

About  ten  days  before  this  our  farewell  visit,  we  met, 
at  one  of  Madame  R^camier's  delightful  reception-nights,  a 
M.  Lafond,  a  tragic  actor  of  such  distinguished  merit,  that 
even  in  the  days  of  Talma  he  contrived,  as  I  understand,  to 
obtain  a  high  reputation  in  Paris,  though  I  do  not  believe  his 
name  is  much  known  to  us;— in  fact,  the  fame  of  Talma  so 
completely  overshadowed  every  other  in  his  own  walk,  that 
few  actors  of  his  day  were  remembered  in  England  when  the 
subject  of  the  French  drama  was  on  the  tapis. 

On  the  evening  we  met  this  gentleman  at  the  Abbaye-aux- 
Bois^  he  was  prevailed  upon  by  our  charming  hostess  ( to  whom 
I  suspect  that  nobody  can  be  found  tough  enough  to  pronounce 
a  refiisal  of  anything  she  asks )  to  recite  a  very  spirited  address 
from  the  pen  of  Casimir  Delavigne  to  the  people  of  Aouen, 
which  M.  Lafond  had  publicly  spoken  in  the  theatre  of  that 
city  when  the  statue  of  Racine,  who  was  native  to  it,  was 
erected  there. 

The  verses  are  good,  full  of  fervour,  spirit,  and  true  poetical 
feeling,  and  the  manner  in  which  they  were  spoken  by 
M.  Lafond  gave  them  their  full  effect.  The  wiiole  scenewas, 
indeed,  striking  and  beautiful.    A  circle  of  elegant  women, 
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— among  whom,  by  the  way,  was  a  niece  of  Napoleon's, — 
sarrounded  the  performer  :  the  g;entlemen  were  stationed  in 
groups  behind  them;  while  the  inspired  figure  of  G^rardls 
Corinne,  strongly  brought  forward  from  the  rest  of  the  pic- 
ture by  a  very  skilful  arrangement  of  lamps  concealed  from 
the  eye  of  the  spectator,  really  looked  like  the  Genius  of  Poetry 
standing  apart  in  her  own  proper  atmosphere  of  golden  light 
to  listen  to  the  honours  rendered  to  one  of  her  faTourite  sons. 

I  was  greatly  delighted ;  and  Madame  Rtomier,  who  per- 
ceived the  pleasure  which  this  recitation  gave  me,  proposed 
to  me  that  I  should  come  to  her  on  a  future  eyening  to  hear 
M.  Lafond  read  a  play  of  Racine*s. 

No  proposition  could  haye  been  more  agreeable  to  us  all. 
The  parly  was  immediately  arranged;  M.  Lafond  promised 
to  be  punctually  there  at  the  hour  named,  and  we  returned 
home  well  pleased  to  think  that  the  last  soir^  we  should  pass 
in  Paris  would  be  occupied  so  delightfully. 

Last  night  was  the  time  fixed  for  this  engagement.  The 
morning  was  fair,  but  there  was  no  movement  in  the  air,  and 
the  heat  was  intense.  As  the  day  advanced,  thick  clouds 
came  to  shelter  us  from  the  sun  while  we  set  forth  to  make 
some  of  our  last  farewell  calls;  but  they  brought  no  coolness 
with  them,  and  their  gloomy  shade  afforded  little  relief  from 
the  heavy  heat  that  oppressed  us :  on  the  contrary,  thesnltry 
weight  of  the  atmosphere  seemed  to  increase  every  moment, 
and  we  were  soon  driven  home  by  the  ominous  blackness 
which  appeared  to  rest  on  every  object,  giving  very  intelligi- 
ble notice  of  a  violent  summer-storm. 

It  was  not,  however,  till  late  in  the  evening  that  the  full 
fury  of  this  threatened  deluge  fell  upon  Paris;  but  about  nine 
o'clock  it  really  seemed  as  if  an  ocean  had  broken  through  the 
dark  canopy  above  us,  so  violent  were  the  torrents  of  rain 
which  then  fell  in  one  vast  water-spout  upon  her  rooC«. 
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We  listened  to  the  rushing  sound  with  very  considerable 
uneasiness,  for  our  anxious  thoughts  were  fixed  upon  our  pro- 
mised visit  to  the  Abbaye-aux-Bois;  and  we  immediately  gave 
orders  that  the  porter's  scout—a  sturdy  little  personage  well 
known  to  be  good  at  need— should  be  despatched  without  a 
moment's  delay  for  a  fiacre  :  and  you  never,  I  am  sure,  saw 
a  more  blank  set  of  faces  than  those  exhibited  in  our  draw- 
ing-room when  the  tidings  reached  us  that  not  a  single  voiture 
could  be  found! 

After  a  moment's  consultation,  it  was  decided  that  the 
experienced  porter  himself  should  be  humbly  requested  to 
run  the  risk  of  being  drowned  in  one  direction,  while  his 
attendant  satellite  again  dared  the  same  fate  in  another.  This 
prompt  and  spirited  decision  produced  at  length  the  desired 
effect;  and  after  another  feverish  lialf-hour  of  expectation, 
we  had  the  inexpressible  delight  of  fihding  ourselves  safely 
enveloped  in  cloaks,  which  rendered  it  highly  probable  we 
might  be  able  to  step  from  the  vehicle  without  getting  wet  to 
the  skin,  and  deposited  in  the  comers  of  one  of  those  curiously- 
contrived  swinging  machines,  whose  motion  is  such  that 
nothing  but  long  practice  or  the  most  vigilant  care  can  enable 
you  to  endure  without  losing  your  balance,  and  running  a 
very  dangerous  tilt  against  the  head  of  your  opposite  neighbour 
with  your  own. 

I  never  quitted  the  shelter  of  a  roof  in  so  unmerdfol  a  night. 
The  rain  bettered  the  top  of  our  vehicle  as  if  enraged  at  the 
opposition  it  presented  to  its  impetuous  descent  upon  the 
earth.  The  thunder  roared  loud  above  the  rattling  and 
creaking  of  all  the  crazy  wheels  we  met,  as  well  as  the  ceaseless 
grinding  of  those  which  carriedus;  and  the  lightning  flashed 
with  such  rapidity  and  brightness,  that  the  very  mud  we 
dashed  through  seemed  illuminated. 

The  effect  of  this  storm  as  we  passed  the  Pont  Neuf  was 
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really  beaaiiful.  One  instant  our  eyes  looked  out  upon  the 
thickest  darkness;  and  the  next,  the  old  towers  of  Notre 
Dame,  the  pointed  roofs  of  the  Palais  de  Jnstice,  and  the  fine 
bold  elevation  of  St.  Jacques,  were 'Mnstant  seen  and  instant 
gone."  One  bright  blue  flash  fell  foil,  as  we  dashed  by  it,  on 
the  noble  figure  of  Henri  Quatre,  and  the  statua  gentilissinia, 
horse  and  all,  looked  as  ghastly  and  as  spectre-like  as  heart 
could  wish. 

At  length  we  reached  the  lofty  iron  grille  of  the  venerable 
Abbaye.  The  ample  court  was  filled  with  carriages :  we  felt 
that  we  were  late,  and  hastening  up  the  spacious  stairs,  in  a 
moment  found  ourselves  in  a  region  as  different  as  possible 
from  that  we  had  left.  Instead  of  darkness,  we  were  sur- 
rounded by  a  flood  of  light ;  rain  and  the  howlmg  blast  were 
exchanged  for  smiles  and  gentle  greetings;  and  the  growling 
thunder  of  tlie  storm,  for  the  sweet  voice  of  Madame  Reca* 
mier,  which  told  us  however  that  M.  Lafond  was  not  yel 
arrived. 

As  the  party  expeoted  was  a  large  one,  it  was  Miss  G 's 

noble  saloon  that  received  us.  It  was  already  nearly  full,  but 
its  stately  monastic  doors  still  continued  to  open  from  time  to 
time  for  the  reception  of  new  arrivals — yet  still  M.  Lafond 
came  not. 

At  length,  when  disappointment  was  beginning  to  take 
place  of  expectation,  a  note  arrived  ftom  the  tragedian  to 
Madame  Recamier,  stating  that  the  deluge  of  rain  which  had 
fallen  rendered  the  streets  of  Paris  utterly  impassable  without 
a^earriage,  and  the  same  cause  made  it  absolutely  impossible 
to  procure  one ;  ergo,  we  could  have  no  M.  Lafond— no 
Racine. 

Sucli  a  contre-tems  as  this,  however,  is  by  no  means  very 
difficult  to  bear  at  the  Abbaye-aux-Bois.  But  Madame  R^a- 
mier  appeared  very  sorry  for  it,  though  nobody  else  did ;  and 
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admirable  as  M.  Lafond's  reading  is  known  to  be,  i  am 
persuaded  that  the  idea  of  her  being  vexed  by  his  failing  to 
appear  caused  infinitely  more  regret  to  every  one  present 
than  the  loss  of  a  dozen  tragedies  could  have  done.  And 
then  it  was  that  the  spirit  of  genuine  French  amahilite  shone 
forth;  and  in  order  to  chase  whatever  was  disagreeable  in 
this  change  in  the  destination  of  our  evening's  occupations, 
one  of  the  gentlemen  present  most  good-humouredly  con- 
sented to  recite  some  verses  of  his  own,  which,  both  from 
their  own  merit,  and  from  the  graceful  and  amiable  manner 
in  which  they  were  given,  were  well  calcnlated  to  remove 
every  shadow  of  dissatisfacion  from  all  who  heard  them. 

This  example  was  immediately  followed  in  the  same 
delightful  spirit  bfanother,  who,  in  like  manner,  gave  us  more 
than  one  proof  of  his  own  poectic  power,  as  well  as  of  that 
charming  national  amenity  of  manner  which  knows  so  well 
how  to  round  and  polish  every  rough  and  jutting  corner  which 
untoward  accidents  may  and  must  occasionally  throw  across 
the  path  of  life. 

One  of  the  pieces  thus  recited  was  an  extremely  pretty 
legend,  called,  if  I  mistake  not,  '^  Les  Soeurs  Grises,"  in 
which  there  is  a  sweet  and  touching  description  of  a  female 
character  made  up  of  softness,  goodness,  and  grace.  As  this 
description  fell  trait  by  trait  from  the  lips  of  the  poet,  many 
an  eye  turned  involuntarily  towards  Madame  R^camier;  and 
the  Duchesse  d'Abrantes,  near  whom  I  was  sitting,  making 
a  slight  movement  of  the  hand  in  the  same  direction,  said  in 
a  half  whisper, — 

"  C'est  bien  elle ! " 

♦  *  jf  *  «  ♦ 

On  the  whole,  therefore,  our  disappointment  was  but 
lightly  felt ;  and  when  we  rose  to  quit  this  delightful  Abbaye- 
aux-Bois  for  the  last  time,  all  the  regret  of  which  we  were 
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ooBsciOtis  arose  from  recollecting  how  doubtfol  it  i^as  whether 
we  should  eyer  find  oarselves  within  its  venerable  walls 
again. 
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The  letters  which  are  herewith  presented  to  the  pnblic 
contain  nothing  beyond  passing  notices  of  sach  objects  as 
chiefly  attracted  my  attention  during  nine  very  agreeable 
weeks  passed  amidst  the  care-kiliing  amusements  of  Paris. 
I  hardly  know  what  they  contain;  for  though  I  have  cer^ 
tainly  been  desirous  of  giving  my  correspondent,  as  for  as  I 
was  able,  some  idea  of  Paris  at  the  present  day,  I  have  been 
at  least  equally  anxious  to  avoid  everything  approaching  to 
so  presumptuous  an  attempt  as  it  would  have  been  to  give  a 
detailed  history  of  all  that  was  going  on  there  during  the  pe- 
riod of  our  stay. 

These  letters,  therefore,  have  been  designedly  as  uncon- 
nected as  possible.  I  have  in  this  been  dieousu  upon  pHn- 
ctple,  and  would  rather  have  given  a  regular  journal,  after 
the  manner  of  Lloyd's  List,  noting  all  the  diligences  which 
have  come  in  and  gone  out  of  ^'  la  belle  ville"  during  my 
stay  there,  than  h^ve  attempted  to  analyse  and  define  the 
many  unintelligible  incongruities  which  appeared  to  me  to 
mark  the  race  and  mark  the  time. 

But  though  I  felt  quite  incapable  of  philosophically  exam- 
ining this  copious  subject,  or,  in  fact,  of  going  one  inch  be- 
neath the  surface  while  describing  the  outward  aspect  of  all 
around  me,  I  cannot  but  confess  that  the  very  incongruity 
which  I  dared  not  pretend  to  analyse  appeared  to  me  by  for 
the  most  remarkable  feature  in  the  present  state  of  the 
country. 
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There  has,  I  know,  always  been  something  of  this  kind  at- 
tributed to  the  French  character.  Splendour  and  poverty— 
graice  and  grimace— delicacy  and  filth— learning  and  folly — 
science  and  frivolity,  have  often  been  observed  among  them 
in  a  closeness  of  juxta-position  quite  unexampled  elsewhere ; 
bnt  of  late  it  has  become  infinitely  more  conspicuous,— or  ra- 
ther, perhaps,  this  want  of  consistency  has  seemed  to  embrace 
objects  of  more  importance  than  formerly.  Heretofore, 
though  it  was  often  suspected  in  graver  matters,  it  was  openly 
demonstrated  only  on  points  which  concerned  the  externals 
of  society  rather  than  the  vital  interests  of  the  country ;  bat 
from  the  removal  of  that  restraint  which  old  laws,  old  cus- 
toms, and  old  authority  imposed  upon  the  public  acts  of  the 
people,  the  unsettled  temper  of  mind  which  in  time  past 
showed  itself  only  in  what  might,  comparatively  speaking,  be 
called  trifles,  may  in  these  latter  days  be  traced  without 
much  difficulty  in  affairs  of  much  greater  moment. 

No  one  of  any  party  will  now  deny,  I  believe,  that  many 
things  which  by  their  very  nature  appear  to  be  incompatible 
have  been  lately  seen  to  exist  in  Paris,  side  by  side,  in  a 
manner  which  certainly  resembled  nothing  that  could  be  found 
elsewhere. 

As  instances  of  this  kind  pressed  upon  me,  I  have  soioe* 
times  felt  as  if  I  had  got  behind  (he  scenes  of  a  theatre,  and 
that  all  sorts  of  materials,  for  all  sorts  of  performances,  were 
jmnbled  togelher  around  me,  that  they  might  be  ready  at 
a  moment's  notice  if  called  for.  Here  a  crown— there  a  cap 
of  liberty.  On  this  peg,  a  mantle  embroidered  with  fleurs- 
de-lis  ;  on  that,  a  tricoloured  flag.  In  one  comer,  all  the  pa- 
raphernalia necessary  to  deck  out  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of 
the  Catholic  church;  and  in  another,  all  the  symbols  that  can 
be  found  which  might  enable  them  to  show  respect  and  ho- 
nour to  Jews,  Turks,  infidels,  and  heritics.  In  this  depart- 
it  ift 
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ment  might  be  seen  very  noble  prefarations  to  support  a 
^and  military  spectacle;  and  in  that,  all  the  prettiest  pageants 
in  the  world,  to  typify  eternal  peace. 

I  saw  all  these  things,  for  it  was  impossible  not  to  see  them; 
but  as  to  the  scene^shifters  who  were  to  prepare  the  different 
tableaux,  I  in  truth  knew  nothing  about  them.  Their  trap- 
doors, wires,  and  other  machinery,  were  very :wisely  kept  out 
ofsightof  such  eyes  as  mine;  for  had  I  known,  anything  of 
the  matter,  I  should  most  assuredly  have  told  it  all,  which 
would  greatly  tend  to  mar  the  effect  of  the  next  change  of 
decorations.  * 

It  was  with  this  feeling,  and  in  this  spidt  of  purely  super- 
ficial observation,  that  the  foregoing  letters  were  written;  but, 
ere  I  commit  them  to  the  press,  I  wish  to  add  a  few  graver 
thoughts  which  rest  upon  my  mind  as  the  result  of  all  that  I 
saw  and  heard  while  at  Paris,  connected  as  they  now  are 
with  the  eventful  changes  which  have  occurred  in  the  short 
interval  that  has  elapsed  since  I  left  it. 

"  The  country  is  in  a  state  of  transition,''  is  a  phrase  which 
I  have  often  listened  to,  and  often  been  disposed  to  laugh  at, 
as  a  sort  of  oracular  interpretation  of  paradoxes  which,  in 
truth,  no  one  could  understand  :  but  the  phrase  may  now  be 
used  without  any  Delphic  obscurity.  France  was  indeed  in 
a  slate  of  transition  exactly  at  the  period  of  which  I  have  been 
writing;  but  this  uncertain  state  is  past,. nearly. all  the  puz- 
zling anomalies  which  so  completely  defied  interpretation  have 
disappeared,  and  it  may  now  be  fairly  permitted  to  simple- 
minded  travellers  who  pretend  not  to  any  conjuring  skill,  to 
guess  a  little  what  she  is  about. 

I  revisited  France  with  that  animating  sensation  of  pleasure 
which  arises  from  the  hope  of  reviving  old  and  agreeable  im- 
pressions ;  but  this  pleasure  was  nevei  theless  dashed  with  such 
feeling  of  regret  as  an  Eiiglts/i  conservativemay  be  supposed 
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to  feel  for  the  popular  violence  which  had  banished  from  her 
throne  its  legitimate  sovereign. 

As  an  abstract  question  of  right  and  wrong,  my  opinion  of 
this  act  cannot  change;  but  the  deed  is  done, — France  has 
chosen  to  set  aside  the  claim  of  the  prince  who  by  the  law  of 
hereditary  succession  has  a  right  to  the  crown,  in  favour  of 
another  prince  of  the  same  royal  line,  whom  in  her  policy  she 
deems  more  capable  of  insuring  the  prosperity  of  the  country. 
The  deed  is  done ;  and  the  welfare  of  tens  of  millions  who  had, 
perhaps,  no  active  share  in  bringing  it  about  now  hangs  upon 
the  continuance  of  the  tranquillity  which  has  followed  the 
change. 

However  deep  therefore  may  be  the  respect  felt  for  those 
who,  having  sworn  fealty  to  Charles  the  Tenth,  continue 
steadfastly  undeviating  in  their  declaration  of  his  right,  and 
lirm  in  their  refusal  to  recognise  that  of  any  other,  still  a 
stranger  and  sojourner  in  the  land  may  honestly  acknowledge 
the  belief  that  the  prosperity  of  France  at  the  present  hour 
depends  upon  her  allegiance  to  the  king  she  has  chosen, 
without  being  accused  of  advocating  the  cause  of  revolu- 
tion. 

To  ju(^e  fairly  of  France  as  she  actually  exists,  it  is  abso- 
lutely necessary  to  throw  aside  all  memory  of  the  purer  course 
she  might  have  pursued  five  years  ago^  by  the  temperate  plead- 
ing of  her  chartered  rights,  to  obtain  redress  of  such  evils  as 
really  existed.  The  popular  clamour  which  rose  and  did  the 
work  of  revolution,  though  it  originated  with  factious  dema- 
gogues and  idle  boys,  left  the  new  power  it  had  set  in  action 
in  the  hands  of  men  capable  of  redeeming  the  noble  country 
they  were  called  to  govern  from  the  state  of  disjointed  weak- 
ness in  which  they  found  it.  The  task  has  been  one  of  almost 
unequalled  difficulty  and  peril ;  but  every  day  gives  greater 
confidence  to  the  hope,  that  after  forty  years  of  blundering  blus- 
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iering  policy,  and  changes  so  multiplied  as  to  render  the  very 
name  of  revolution  ridiculous,  this  superb  kingdom,  so  long  our 
rival,  and  now,  as  we  firmly  trust,  our  most  assured  ally,  will 
establish  her  government  on  a  basis  firm  enough  to  strength- 
en the  cause  of  social  order  and  happiness  throughout  all 
Europe. 

The  days,  thank  Heaven !  are  past  when  Englishmen  be- 
lieved it  patriotic  to  deny  their  Gallic  neighbours  every  fa- 
culty except  those  of  making  a  bow  and  of  eating  a  frog,  while 
they  were  repaid  by  all  the  weighty  satire  comprised  in  the 
two  impressive  words  John  Bull.  We  now  know  each 
other  better — we  have  had  a  long  fight,  and  we  shake  hands 
across  the  water  with  all  the  mutual  good-will  and  respect 
which  is  generated  by  a  hard  struggle,  bravely  sustained  on 
both  sides,  and  finally  terminated  by  a  hearty  reconciliation. 

The  position,  the  prospects,  the  prosperity  of  France  are 
become  a  subject  of  the  deepest  interest  to  the  English  na- 
tion ;  and  it  is  therefore  that  the  observations  of  any  one  who 
has  been  a  recent  looker-on  there  may  have  some  value,  even 
though  they  are  professedly  drawn  from  the  surface  only. 
But  when  did  ever  the  surface  of  human  affairs  present  an 
aspect  so  full  of  interest  ?  Now  that  so  many  of  the  circum- 
stances which  have  been  alluded  to  above  as  puzzling  and  incon- 
gruous have  been  interpreted  by  the  unexpected  events  which 
have  lately  crowded  upon  each  other,  I  feel  aware  that  I  have 
indeed  been  looking  on  upon  the  denouement  of  one  of  the 
most  interesting  political  dramas  that  ever  was  enacted.  The 
movements  of  King  Philippe  remind  one  of  those  by  which  a 
bold  rider  settles  himself  in  the  saddle,  when  he  has  made  up 
his  mind  for  a  rough  ride,  and  is  quite  determined  not  to  be 
thrown.  When  he  first  mounted,  indeed,  he  took  his  seat 
less  firmly ;  one  groom  held  the  stirrup,  another  the  reins  : 
he  felt  doubtful  how  far  he  should  be  likely  to  go— the  weather 
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looked  doudy—he  might  dismount  directly. . . .  Bat  soon 
the  sun  burst  from  behind  the  cloud  that  threatened  him*? 
Now  for  it,  then!  neck  or  nothing !  He  orders  his  girths  to 
be  tightened,  his  curb  to  be  well  set,  and  the  reins  fairly  and 
horsemanly  put  into  his  hands....  Now  he  is  off!  and  may 
liis  ride  be  prosperous !— for  should  he  fail,  it  is  impossible  to 
guess  how  the  dust  which  sucha  catastrophe  might  raise  would 
settle  itself. 

The  interest  which  his  situation  excites  is  sufRciently  awak- 
ening, and  produces  a  species  of  romantic  feeling,  that  may 
be  compared  to  what  the  spectators  experienced  in  the  tour* 
naments  of  old,  when  they  sat  quietly  by  to  watch  the  result 
of  a  combat  d  outrance.  But  greater,  far  greater  is  the  in- 
terest produced  by  getting  a  near  view  of  the  wishes  and 
hopes  of  tlie  great  people  who  liave  placed  their  destinies  in 
his  hands. 

Nothing  that  is  going  on  in  Paris— in  the  Chamber  of  De- 
puties,  in  tbeGham])er  of  Peers,  or  even  in  the  Cabinet  of  the 
King— could  touch  me  so  much,  or  give  me  half  so  much 
pleasure  to  listen  to,  as  the  tone  in  which  I  have  heard  some 
of  the  most  distinguished  men  in  France  speak  of  the  repeated 
changes  and  revolutions  in  her  government. 

It  is  not  in  one  or  two  instances  only  that  I  have  remarked 
this  tone,— in  fact,  I  might  say  that  I  have  met  it  whenever  I 
was  in  the  society  of  those  whose  opinions  especially  deserved 
attention.  I  hardly  know,  however,  how  to  describe  it,  for 
it  cannot  be  done  by  repeating  isolated  phrases  and  observa- 
tions. I  should  say,  that  it  marks  distinctly  a  consciousness 
that  such  frequent  changes  are  not  creditable  to  any  nation— 
that  they  feel  half  ashamed  to  talk  of  them  gravely,  yet  more 
than  half  vexed  to  speak  of  the  land  they  love  with  anything 
approaching  to  lightness  or  contempt.  That  the  men  of 
whom  I  speak  do  love  their  country  with  a  true,  devoted, 
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Roman-like  aUachment,  I  am  quite  sore;  and  I  never  re- 
member to  have  felt  the  conviction  that  I  was  listening  to  real 
patriots  so  strongly  as  when  I  have  heard  them  reason  on  the 
causes,  deplore  the  effects,  and' deprecate  the  recnrrenee  of 
these  direful  and  devastating  convulsions. 

It  is,  if  I  mistake  not,  this  noble  feeling  of  wishing  to  pre- 
serve their  connlry  from  the  disgrace  of  any  farther  demon- 
strations of  such  frail  inconstancy,  which  will  tend  to  keep 
Louis-Philippe  on  Ihs  throne  as  much,  or  even  more  perhaps, 
than  that  newly-iawakened  energy  in  favour  of  the  boutique 
and  the  bourse  of  which  we  hear  so  much. 

It  is  nowise  Surprising  that  this  proud  but  virtuous  senti- 
ment should  yet  exist,  notwithstanding  all  that  has  happened 
to  check  and  te  chill  it.  Frendimen  have  still  much  of  which 
they  may  justly  boast.  After  a  greater  continuance  of  ex- 
ternal war  and  internal  commotion  than  perhaps  any  country - 
was  ever  exposed  to  within  the  sawfe  space  of  (iuie,' France  is 
in  no  degree  behind  the  most  favoured  nations  of  Europe  in 
any  one  of  the  advantages  which  have  ever  been  considered 
as  among  the  especial  blessings  of  peace.  Tremendous  as  have 
been  her  efforts  and  her  struggles,  the  march  of  science  has 
never  faltered :  the  fine  arts  have  been  cherished  with  unremit- 
ting zeal  and  a  most  constant  care,  even  while  every  citizen 
was  a  soldier ;  and  now,  in  this  breathing-time  that  Heaven 
has  granted  her,  she  presents  a  spectacle  of  hopeful  industry, 
active  improvement,  and  prosperous  energy,  which  is  un- 
equalled, I  believe,  in  any  European  country  except  our  own. 

Can  we  wonder,  then,  that  the  nation  is  disposed  to  rally 
round  a  prince  whom  Fate  seems  to  have  given  expressly  as 
an  anchor  to  keep  her  firm  and  steady  through  the  heavy 
swell  that  the  late  storms  have  left  ?  Can  w<e  wonder  that 
feelings,  and  even  principles,  are  found  to  bend  before  an 
influence  so  sakitary  and  so  strong  ^ 
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However  irregular  the  manner  in  which  he  ascended  the 
throne,  Louis-Philippe  had  himself  little  more  to  do  with  it 
than  yielding  to.  the  voice  of  the  triumphant  party  who  called 
uponhim.  to,  mount  jts  troublesome  pre-eminence;  and  at  the 
moment  he  did  so,  he,  might  very  fairly  have  exclaimed— 

"If  chance  will  have  me  king,  why  chance  may  crown  me 
Without  my  stir." 


*•  *• 


Never  certainly  did  any  event  brought  on  by  tumult  and  con- 
fusion give  such  £aiir  promise  of  producing. eventually  there- 
verse,  as  the  accession  of  King  Louis-Philippe  to  the  throne 
of  France. 

The  manner  of  this  unexpected  change  itself,  the  scenes 
which  led  to  it,  and  even  the  state  of  parties  and  of  feel- 
ings which  came  afterwards,  all  bore  a  character  of  un- 
settled confusion  which  threatened  every  species  of  misery  to 
the  country. 

When  we  look  back  upon  this  period,  all  the  events  which 
occurred  during  the  course  of  it  appear  like  the  rough  and  ill- 
assorted  fragments  of  worsted  on  the  reverse  of  a  piece  of 
tapestry.  No  one  could  guess,  not  even  the  agents  in  them, 
what  the  final  result  would  be.  But  they  were  at  work  upon 
a  design  drawn  by  the  all-powerful  and  unerring  hand  of  Pro- 
vidence; and  strange  as  the  medley  has  appeared  to  us  during 
the  process,  the  whole  when  competed  seems  likely  to  produce 

an  excellent  effect. 

The  incongruous  elements,  however,  of- which  the  chaos 
was  composed  from  -whence  this  new  order  of  things  was  to 
arise,  though  daily  and  by  slow  degrees  assuming  shape  and 
form,  were  still  in  a  state  of  ^^  most  admired  disorder"  during 
our  abode  in  Paris.  It  was  impossible  to  guess  wherennto 
all  those  things  tended  which  were  evidently  in  movement 
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around  ns;  and  the  signs  of  the  times  were  in  many  instances 
so  contrary  to  eath  other,  that  nolhing  was  left  for  those  who 
came  to  view  the  land,  bat  to  gaze— to  wonder,  and  pass  od, 
without  attempting  toreoondieoonlradlctions  so  totally  unin- 
telligible. 

But,  during  the  few  weeks  that  have  elapsed  since  I  left  the 
capital  of  France,  this  obscurity  has  been  dispersed  likea  mist. 
It  was  the  explosion  of  an  infernal  machine  that  scattered  it; 
but  it  is  the  light  of  heaven  that  now  shines  upon  the  land, 
making  visible  to  the  whole  world  on  what  foundation  rest 
its  hopes,  and  by  what  means  they  shall  be  brought  tofruUion. 

Never,  perhaps,  did  even  a  successful  attempt  upon  the  life 
of  an  individual  produce  results  so  important  as  those  likely 
to  ensue  from  the  fisiilure  of  the  atrocious  plot  against  the  King 
of  the  French  and  his  sons.  It  has  roused  the  whole  nation  as 
a  sleeping  army  is  roused  by  the  sound  of  a  trumpet.  The 
indifferent,  the  doubting— nay,  even  the  adverse,  are  now 
bound  together  by  one  common  feeling ;  an  assassin  has 
raised  his  daring  arm  against  France,  and  France  in  an  instant 
assumes  an  attitude  so  firm,  so  bold,  so  steady,  and  so  pow- 
erful, that  all  her  enemies  must  quail  before  it. 

As  for  the  wretched  faction  who  sent  forth  this  bloody 
agent  to  do  their  work,  they  stand  now  before  the  face  of  all 
men  in  the  broad  light  of  truth.  High  and  noble  natures 
may  sometimes  reason  amiss,  and  may  mistake  the  worse 
cause  for  the  better ;  but  however  deeply  this  may  involve 
them  in  error,  it  will  not  lead  them  one  inch  towards  crime. 
Sucli  men  have  nothing  in  common  with  the  republicans  of 
4855. 

From  their  earliest  existence  as  a  parly,  these  republicans 
have  avowed  themselves  the  unrelenting  enemies  of  all  the 
powers  that  be:  social  order,  and  all  that  sustains  it,  is  their 
abhorrence;  and  neither  honour,  conscience,  nor  humanity 
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has  force  sufficient  lo  restrain  them  from  the  most  hideous 
crimes  when  its  destruction  is  the  object  proposed.  Honest 
men  of  all  shades  of  political  opinions  must  agree  in  consider- 
ing this  unbridled  faction  as  the  common  enemies  of  the  hu- 
man race.  In  eyery  struggle  to  sustain  the  laws  which  bind 
society  together,  their  hand  is  against  every  man;  and  the  in- 
evitable consequence  must  and  will  be,  that  every  man's  hand 
shall  be  against  them. 

Deplorable  therefore  as  were  the  consequences  of  the 
Fieschi  plot  in  its  partial  murderous  success,  it  is  likely  to 
prove  in  its  ultimate  result  of  the  most  important  and  lasting 
benefit  to  France.  It  has  given  union  and  strength  to  her 
councils,  energy  and  boldness  to  her  acts ;  and  if  it  be  the 
will  of  Heaven  that  anything  shall  stay  the  plague  of  insurrec- 
tion and  revolt  which,  with  infection  more  fearful  than  that 
of  the  Asiatic  pest,  has  tainted  the  air  of  Europe  with  its  poi- 
sonous breath,  it  is  from  France,  where  the  evil  first  arose, 
that  the  antidote  to  it  is  most  likely  to  come. 

It  will  be  in  vain  that  any  republican  clamour  shall  attempt 
to  stigmatise  the  acts  of  the  French  legislature  with  the  odium 
ofan  undue  and  tyrannical  use  of  the  power  which  it  has  been 
compelled  to  assume.  The  system  upon  which  this  legisla- 
ture has  bound  itself  to  act  is  in  its  very  nature  incompatible 
with  individual  power  and  individual  ambition :  its  acts  may 
be  absolute— and  high  time  is  it  that  they  should  be  so, — but 
the  absolutism  will  not  be  that  ofan  autocrat. 

The  theory  of  the  doctrinaire  government  is  not  so  well, 
or  at  least  so  generally,  understood  as  it  will  be;  but  every 
day  is  making  it  better  known  to  Europe,— and  whether  the 
new  principles  on  which  it  is  founded  be  approved  or  not,  its 
power  will  be  seen  to  rest  upon  them,  and  not  upon  the  tyran- 
nical will  of  any  man  or  body  of  men  whatever. 

It  is  not  uncommon  to  hear  persons  dtelare  that  they  under- 
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Stand  no  difference  between  ihejuste-mtlieu.party  and  that  of 
the  doctrinaires;  but  they  cannot  have  listened  very  (atten- 
tively to  the  reasonings  of  either  party.    . 

The  juste- milieu  party,  if  I  understand  the'm'aright,  consists 
of  politicians  whose  principles  >are  in  exact  conformity  to  the 
expressive  title  they  have  chosen.  They  approve  neither  of 
a  pure  despotism  nor  of  a.  pqre  democracy,  but  plead  for  a 
justly-balanced  constitutional  government  with  a  monarch  at 
its  head. 

The  doctrinaires  are  much  'less  definite  in  their  specification 
of  the '  form  of.  government  which  they  believe  the  circum- 
stances of  France,  l^o  require.  It  might  be  thought  indeed, 
from  some  of  their  speculations,  that  they  were  almost  indif- 
ferent as  to  what  form  the  government  should  assume,  or  by 
what  name  it  should  be  known  to  the  world,  provided  always 
that  it  have  within  itself  power  and  efficacy  sufficient  to  adopt, 
and  carry  into  vigorous  effect  such  measures  as  its  chiefs  shall 
dee<n  most  beneficial  to  the  country  for  the  time  being.  A 
government  formed  on  these  principles  can  pledge  itself  by  no 
guarantee  to  any  particular  line  of  politics,  and  the  country 
must  rest  contented  in  the  beliefthat  its  interests  shall  becared 
for  by  those  who  are  placedin a  situs^tion  to. control  them. 

Upon  these  ?  prinajpl^s^*  it,  is.  evident .  that  the  .circumstances 
in  which^the  country  is,  placed,  .internally  and  externally,  must 
regulate  the  policy  of  hc^r  ca|)inet,  and  not  any  abstract  theory 
connected  with  the  name  assumed  by  her  government...  Thus 
despotism  may  be  the  offspring  of  a  republic;  and  liberty,  the 
gift  of  a  dynasty  which  has  reigned  for  ages  by  rjght  divine. 
M.  de  Garn^,  a  political  writer  of  much  ability^  in  his  essay 
on  parties  and  '^  le  mouvement  actuel,"  ridicules  in  a  spirit  of 
keen  satire  the  idea  that  any  order  of  men  in.Fraoce,  at  the 
present  day  should  be  supposed  to  interest  themselvesseriously 
for  any  abstract  political  opinion. 
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'^  Croit-on  bien  serieusement  encore/'  he  says,  ^^aa  meca- 
nisme  constitutionnel— ^la  multipHcitedeses  poids  et  contre- 
poids— ^  Tinviolabilite  sacree  de  la  pens^  dirigeante,  combi- 
nee  avec  la  responsabilitd  d'argent?" . . . 

And  again  he  says, — ^^Est-il  beaacoup  d*espriis  graves  qui 
attachent  aojoard'hui  une  importance  de  premier  ordre  pour 
le  bien-Slre  moral  et  matieriel  de  la  race  humaine  ^  la  substi- 
tution d'une  pr^sidence  amdricaine  &la  royaut^  de  4830?*' 

It  is  evident  from  the  tone  sustained  through  the  whole  of 
this  ingenious  essay,  that  it  is  the  object  of  M.  Carn^  to  con- 
vince his  readers  of  the  equal  and  total  futility  of  every  poli- 
tical creed  founded  on  any  fixed  and  abstract  principle.  Who 
is  it,  he  asks,  ^^qui  a  ^tabli  en  France  un  despotisme  dont  on 
ne  trouve  d'exemple  qu'en  remontant  aux  monarchies  de 
r  Asie  ?— Napoleon — lequel  rdgnait  comme  les  Gesars  Remains,  < 
en  vertu  de  la  souverainete  dn  peuple.  Qui  a  fonde,  apr^s. 
tant  d'impuissantes  tentatives,  une  liberte  s^rieuse,  et  Ta  fait 
eritrdrdans  nosmceursau  point  de  ne  pouvoir  plus  Ini  r^sister  ? 
-^La  maison  de  Bourbon,  qui  regnait  par  le  droit  divin.'' 

In  advocating  this  system  of  intrusting  the  right  as  well  as 
the  power  of  governing  a  country  to  the  hands  of  its  rulers, 
without  exacting  from  them  a  pledge  that  their  measures 
shall  be  guided  by  theoretical  instead  of  practical  wisdom,  M. 
Carn^  naturally  refers  to  his  own— that  is  to  say,  the  doctri- 
naire party,  and  expresses  himself  thus; — ^^Cette  disposition 
k  chercher  dans  les  circonstances  et  dans  la  morale  privee  la* 
seule  r^gle  d'action  politique,  a  donn^  naissance  k  un  parti 
qui  s'est  trophdt^de  se  produire,  mais  chez  lequel  il  y  a  assez 
d'avenir  pour  resister  k  ses  propres  fautes.  II  serait  difficile 
d'en  formuler  le  programme,  si  vaporeux  encore,  autrement 
qn'en  disant  qu'il  s'attache  k  substituer  Tdtude  des  lois  de  la 
richesse  publiqne  aux  speculations  constitutionnelles,  dont  le 
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principal  r^ultat  est  d'^qailibrer  snr  le  papier  des  forces  qai 
se  deplacent  in^vitablement  dans  leur  action." 

It  is  certainly  possible  that  this  distaste  for  pledging  them- 
selves to  any  form  or  system  of  government,  and  the  apparent 
readiness  to  accommodate  their  principles  to  the  exigences  of 
the  hour,  may  be  as  much  the  result  of  weariness  arising 
from  all  the  restless  experiments  they  have  made,  as  from 
conviction  that  this  loose  mode  of  wearing  a  political  colour, 
ready  to  drop  it,  or  change  it  according  to  circumstances,  is 
in  reality  the  best  condition  in  which  a  great  nation  can 
place  itself. 

It  can  hardly  be  doubled  that  the  French  people  have 
become  as  weary  of  changes  and  experiments  as  then:  neigh- 
bours are  of  watching  them.  They  have  tried  revolutions  of 
every  size  and  form  till  they  are  satiated,  and  their  spirits  are 
worn  out  and  exhausted  by  the  labour  of  making  new  projects 
of  laws,  new  charters,  and  new  kings.  It  is,  in  truth,  con- 
trary to  their  nature  to  be  kept  so  long  at  work.  No  people 
in  the  world,  perhaps,  have  equal  energy  in  springing  forward 
to  answer  some  sudden  call,  whether  it  be  to  pull  down  a 
Bastille  with  Lafayette,  to  overturn  a  throne  with  Robespierre, 
to  overrun  Europe  wtth  Napoleon,  or  to  re-organise  a  mo- 
narchy with  Louis- Philippe.  All  these  deeds  could  be  done 
with  enthusiasm,  and  therefore  they  were  natural  to  French- 
men. But  that  the  mass  of  the  people  should  for  long  years 
together  check  their  gay  spirits,  and  submit  themselves, 
without  the  recompense  of  any  striking  stage  effect,  to  prose 
over  the  thorny  theories  of  untried  governments,  is  quite 
impossible, — for  such  a  state  would  be  utterly  hostile  to  the 
strongest  propensities  of  the  people.  ^'  Ghassez  le  naturel,  il 
revient  au  galop."  It  is  for  this  reason  that  ^^  la  lot  bow- 
geoise"  has    been  proclaimed  ;  which,  being  interpreted, 
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certainly  means  the  law  of  being  contented  to  remain  as  they 
are,  making  themselves  as  rich  and  as  confortable  as  they 
possibly  can,  under  the  shelter  of  a  king  who  has  the  will 
and  the  power  to  protect  them. 

M.  Garn^  truly  says, — ''  Le  plus  puissant  argument  que 
pnisse  employer  la  royaute  pour  tenir  en  respect  la  bourgeoi- 
sie, est  celui  dont  usait  Tastrologue  de  Louis  Onze  pour  avoir 
raison  des  capricieusesvelldit^s  de  son  maltre, — '  Je  mourrai 
juste  trois  jours  avant  votre  majeste.' " 

This  quotation,  though  it  sound  not  very  courtier-like,  may 
be  uttered  before  Louis-Philippe  without  offence ;  for  it  is  im- 
possible, let  one's  previous  political  bias  have  been  what  it 
will,  not  to  perceive  in  every  act  of  his  government  a  firm 
determination  to  support  and  sustain  in  honour  and  in  safety 
the  order  of  things  which  it  has  established,  or  to  perish;  and 
the  consequence  of  this  straightforward  policy  is,  that  thou- 
sands and  tens  of  thousands  who  at  first  acknowledged  his  rule 
only  to  escape  from  anarchy,  now  cling  to  it,  not  only  as  a 
present  shelter,  but  as  a  powerful  and  sure  defence  against 
the  return  of  the  miserable  vicissitudes  to  which  they  have 
been  so  long  exposed. 

Among  many  obvious  advantages  which  the  comprehensive 
principles  of  the  "  doctrine"  offered  to  France  under  the  pe- 
culiar circumstances  in  which  she  was  placed  at  the  time  it 
was  first  propagated,  was,  that  it  offered  a  common  resting- 
place  to  all  who  were  weary  of  revolutions,  let  them  be  of 
what  party  they  would.  This  is  well  expressed  by  M.  Garn^ 
when  he  says, — '*  Ge  parti  semble  appele,  par  ce  qu'il  a  de  va- 
gue en  lui,  k  dev^nir  le  sympathique  liende  ces  nombreuses  in- 
telligences ddvoyees  qui  oiit  pen^tr^  le  vide  de  Tidee  politique." 

There  cannot,  I  think,  be  a  happier  phrase  to  describe  the 
host  who  have  bewildered  themselves  in  the  interminable 
mazes  of  a  science  so  little  understood  by  the  multitude,  than 
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this  of  '^  itiieUigences  divoy^es  qui  ont  pHHri  le  vide  de  Vi- 
die  politique."  For  these,  it  is  indeed  a  blessing  to  have  found 
one  common  name  ( vague  though  it  be )  under  which  they 
may  all  shelter  themselves,  and,  without  the  slightest  reproach 
to  the  consistency  of  (heir  patriotism,  join  heart  and  hand  in 
support  of  a  government  which  has  so  ably  contrived  to  ^^draw 
golden  opinions  from  all  sorts  of  men." 

In  turning  over  the  pages  of  Hume^  History  in  pursuit  of 
a  particular  passage,  I  accidentally  came  upon  his  short  and 
pithy  sketch  of  the  character  and  position  of  our  Henry  the 
Seventh.  In  many  points  it  approaches  very  nearly  to  what 
might  be  said  of  Louis-Philippe. 

^^  The  personal  character  of  the  man  was  full  of  vigour,  in- 
dustry, and  severity ;  deliberate  in  all  his  projects,  steady  in 
every  purpose,  and  attended  with  caution,  as  well  as  good  for- 
tune, in  each  enterprise.  He  came  to  the  throne  after  long 
and  bloody  civil  wars.  The  nation  was  tired  with' discord 
and  intestine  convulsions,  and  willing  to  submit  to  usurpations 
and  even  injuries  rather  than  plunge  themselves  anew  into 
like  miseries.  The  fruitless  efforts  made  against  him  served 
always,  as  is  usual,  to  confirm  his  authority." 

Such  a  passage  as  this,  and  some  others  with  which  I  oc- 
casionally indulge  myself  from  the  records  of  the  days  that . 
are  gone,  have  in  them  a  most  consoling  tendency.  We  are 
apt  to  believe  that  the  scenes  we  are  painfully  witnessing 
contain,  amidst  the  materials  of  wiiich  they  are  formed,  ele- 
ments of  mischief  more  terrible  than  ever  before  threatened 
the  tranquillity  of  mankind ;  yet  a  little  recollection,  and  a 
little  confidence  in  the  Providence  so  visible  in  every  page  of 
the  world's  history,  may  suffice  to  inspire  us  with  better  hopes 
for  the  future  than  some  of  our  doubting  spirits  have  courage 
to  anticipate. 

The  fruitless  efforts  made  against"  King  Philippe  '^  have 
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served  to  confirm  his  authority,"  and  have  done  the  same 
good  office  to  him  that  similar  outrages  did  to  our  "  princely 
Tudor". in  the  fourteenth  century.  The  people  were  sick  of 
**  discord  and  intestine  convulsions"  in  his  days :  so  are  they 
at  the  present  time  in  France ;  so  will  th6y  be  again^  at  no 
. very Tdfstant  period,' in  England. 

While  congratulating  the  country  I  hive  so  recently  left, 
as  I  do'niost  heartidr^  on  the  very  essential  inaprovements 
whichihavenaken  place  since  my  departure,  I  feel  jas*if  I  ought 
to  apologise  for  some  statements  to  be  found  in  the  preceding 
pages  bf  Ihesie  vohiVnes  whicfi  if  made  now  might  fairly  be 
challenged  as  untrue.  But  during  the  last  few  months,  letters 
from  France  should  have  been '  both  written  and  read  post- 
haste, or  (he^news  they  contained  would  not  be  of  much 
worth.    We  left  Paris  towards  the  end  of  June,  and  before 
the  end  of  July  the  whole  moral  condition  of  France  had 
received  a  shock,  and  undeigone  a  change  which,  though  it 
does  not  falsify  any  of  my  statements,  renders  it  necessary  at 
least  that  the  tense  of  many  of  them  should  be  altered. 

Thus,  when  I  say  that  an  unbounded  license  in  caricaturing 
prevails,  and  that  the  walls  of  the  capital  are  scrawled  over 
with  grotesque  representations  of  the  sovereign,  the  errata 
should  have—'*  tor  prevails,  read  did  prevail;  for  arc,  read 
were;"  and  the  like  in  many  other  instances. 

The  task  of  declaring  that  such  statements  are  no  longer 
correojt  is,  however,  infinitely  more  agreeable  than  that  of 
making  them.  The  daring  profligacy  of  all  kinds  which  was 
exposed  to  the  eyes  and  the  understanding  at  Paris  before  the 
establishment  of  the  laws,  which  have  now  taken  the  morals 
of  the  people  under  their  protection,  was  fast  sinking  the 
country  into  the  worst  and  coarsest  species  of  barbarism ;  and 
there  is  a  sort  of  patriotism,  not  belonging  to  the  kingdom, 
hut  to  the  planet  that  gave  one  birth,  which  must  be  gratified 
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by  seeing  a  check  giveo  ta  what  (ended  to  lowerhaman  na- 
ture itself. 

As  a  matter  of  hope^  fin4  consolation  too,  under  similar 
evMs  which  beset  us  athome,' there  is  much  aatisfkction  to  be 
derived  from  perceiving  th^t,  however  inveterate  the  taint 
may  appear  which  unchecked  licentiousness  has  brought 
upon  a  land,  there  ai  power  e^bugh  in  the  hands  of  a  vigorous 
and  efficient  magistracy  to  stay  its  progpess  and  wipe  out  the 
stain.  A  ^^  Te  Deum"  for  this  cleansing  law  should  be  per- 
formed in  every  church  in  Christendom. 

♦  ♦  »  ♦  ♦ 

There  is  something  assuredly  of  more  than  common  politi- 
cal interest  in  the  present  position  of  France  interesting  to 
all  Europe,  but  most  especially  interesting  to  us.  The  wildest 
democracy  has  been  advocated  by  her  press,  and  even  in  her 
senate.  The  highest  court  of  justice  in  die  kingdom  has  not 
been  held  sufficiently  sacred  40  prevent  the  utterance  of 
opinions  within  it  which,  if  acted  upon,  would  have  taken  the 
sceptre  from  the  hands  of  the  king  and  placed  it  in  those  of 
the  mob.  Her  journals  have  poured  forth  the  most  unbridled 
abuse,  the  most  unmitigated  execrations  against  the  acts  of 
the  government,  and  almost  against  the  persons  of  its  agents. 
And  what  has  been  the  result  of  all  this?  Steadily,  tranquilly, 
firmly,  and  without  a  shadow  of  vacillation,  has  that  govern- 
ment proceeded  in  performing  the  duties  intrusted  to  it  by 
the  country.'  It  has  done  nothing  hastily,  nothing  rashly,  no- 
thing weakly.  On  first  receiving  the  perilous  deposit  of  a 
nation's  welfare,— at  a  moment  too  when  a  thousand  dangers 
from  within  and  without  were  threatening,— the  most  cautious 
and  consummate  wisdom  was  manifested,  not  only  in  what  it 
did  but  in  what  it  did  not  do.  Like  a  skilful  general  standing 
on  the  defensive,  it  remamed  still  awhile,  till  the  first  head- 
long rush  which  was  intended  to  dislodge  it  from  its  new  po- 
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sition  had  passed  by  |  and  \i4)en  this  was  over,  it  contemplated 
well  the  ground,  the  forcie,  dhd  the  resources  placed  under  its 
command)  bef»re  it  stirred  ope  step  towards  improving  them. 
When  I  recollect  all  the  qonsense^J  listened  to  in  Paris  pre- 
vious to  the  trial  of  the  Lycms  {ftisofters;  the  prophecies  Cliat 
the  king  would  not  dars  to  persevere  in  it;  the  assurances 
from  some  that  the  populace  would  rise  to  rescue  them^^'-from 
othqfs,  that  the  peers^wQuld  refuse  to  sit  in  judgment,— and 
from  more  stHl,  that  if  «othing  of  all  this  occurred  in  Paris, 
a  counter-revolution  would  assuredly  break  out  in  the  South ; 
— when  I  remember  all  this,  and  compare  it  to  the  steady 
march  of  daily- increasing  power  which  has  maiked  every  act 
of  tbis  singularly-vigorous  government  from  that  period  to 
the  present,  I  feel  it  difficult  to  lament  that,  at  this  evcuiful 
epoch  of  the  world's  history,  power  should  have  fallen  into 
hands  so  capable  of  using  it  wisely. 

Yet,  with  all  this  courage  yid  bpldness  of  decision,  there 
has  been  nolhing  reckless,  nouiing  like  indifference  to  public 
opinion,  in  the  acts  of  the  French  government;.  The  ministers 
have  uniformly  appeared  wiUing  to  hear  and  to  render  reason 
respecting  all  the  measures  ibey  have  pursued ;  and  the  king 
himself  has  never  ceased  to  manifest  the  same  temper  of  mind 
which,  through  all  the  vicissitudes  of  his  remarkable  life, 
have  rendered  him  so  universally  popular.  But  it  is  quite 
clear  that,  whatever  were  the  circumstances  which  led  to  his 
being  placed  on  the  throne  of  France,  Louis-'Philippe  can 
never  become  the  tool  of  a  faction  :  I  can  well  conceive  him 
replying,  to  any  accusation  brought  agauist  him,  in  the  gentle 
but  dignified  words  of  Athalie— 

"  Ce  que  j'ai  fait,  Abner ,  j'ai  cru  le  devoir  faire — 
Je  ue  prends  point  pour  juge  un  peuple  temeraire." 

And  who  is  there,  of  all  those  whoai  nature,  fortune,  and 
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edncatiOD  have  placecf,  as  it  were,  in  inevitable  opposifion  (cr 
him,  but  must  be  forced  to  acknowledge  that  he  is  fii^^ht? 
None,  I  truly  belieye,— save  only  that  nnfortnnate,  bewildered,, 
puzzle-headed  set  of  politicians,  the  republicans,  who  seem 
still  to  hang  together  chiefly  because  no  other  party  will  have 
anything  to  say  to  them,  and  because  they  alone,  of  all  the 
host  of  would-be  lawgivers,  dafre  not  to  seek  for  standing- 
room  under  the  ample  shelter  of  the  dgctriney  inasmuch  a& 
its  motto  is  ^'  Public  Order,"  and  the  well-known  gathering 
word  of  their  tribe  is  ^^  Confusion  and  Misrule." 

There  are  still  many  persons,  I  believe,  who,  though  nowise 
desirous  themselves  of  seeing  any  farther  change  in  the  govern- 
ment of  France,  yet  still  anticipate  that  change  must  come, 
because  they  consider  it  impossible  that  this  restless  party  can 
tong  remain  quiet.  I  have  heard  several  who  wish  heartily 
well  to  the  government  of  Louis-Philippe  express  very  gloomy 
forebodings  on  this  subject.  T^y  say,  that  however  beneficial 
the  present  order  of  things  has  been  found  for  France,  it  is  vain 
to  hope  it  should  long  endure,  contrary  to  the  wish  and  will  of  so 
numerous  a  faction;  especially  as  the  present  government  is 
formed  on  the  doctrine,  that  the  protection  ofarts  and  industry, 
and  the  fostering  of  all  the  objects  connected  with  that  wealtli 
and  prosperity  to  which  the  restoration  of  peace  has  led,  should 
be  its  fbst  object :  whereas  the  republicans  are  ever  ready  to 
be  up  and  doing  in  any  cause  that  promises  change  and  tumult, 
and  will  therefore  be  found,  whenever  a  struggle  shall  arise, 
infinitely  better  prepared  to  fight  it  out  than  the  peaceable  and 
well-contented  majority,  of  whom  they  are  the  declared 
enemies. 

I  think,  however,  that  suchreasoners  are  altogether  wrong  :. 
they  leave  out  of  their  consideration  one  broad  and  palpable 
fact,  which  is,  however,  infinitely  more  important  than  any 
other,— namely,  that  a  republic  is  a  form  of  government  com^ 
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pletely  at  variance  with  the  spirit  of  the  French  people.  That 
it  has  been  already  tried  and  found  to  ifail,  is  only  one  among 
many  proofs  that  might  easily  be  brought  forward  to  show 
this.  That  love  of  glory  which  all  the  world  seems  to  agree 
in  attfibuting  to  France  as  one  of  her  most  remarkable  national 
characteristics,  must  ever  prevent  her  placing  the  care  of  her 
dignity  and  her  renown  in  the  hands  of  a  mob.  It  was  in  a 
moment  of  ^'  drunken  enthusiasm"  that  her  first  degrading 
revolution  was  brought  about ;  and  deep  as  was  the  disgrace 
of  it,  no  One  can  fairly  say  that  the  nation  should  be  judged  by 
the  wild  acts. then  perpetrated.  Everything  that  has  since 
followed  goes  to  establish  the  conviction,  that  France  cannot 
exist  as  a  republic. 

There  is  a  love  of  public  splendour  in  their  nature  that  seems 
as  much  born  with  them  as  their  black  eyes;  and  they  must 
have,  as  a  centre  to  that  splendour,  a  king  and  a  court,  round 
which  they  may  move,  and  to  which  they  may  do  homage  in 
the  face  of  Europe  without  fearing  that  their  honour  or  their 
dignity  can  be  compromised  thereby.  It  has  been  said  (by 
an  Englishman )  that  the  present  is  the  government  of  the 
bourgeoisie,  and  that  Louis-Philippe  is  ''un  roi  bourgeois." 
His  Bourbon  blood,  however,  saves  him  from  (his  jest ;  and  if 
by  *Hhe  government  of  the  bourgeoisie"  is  meant  a  cabinet 
composed  of  and  sustained  by  the  wealth  of  the  country,  as 
well  as  its  talent  and  its  nobility,  there  is  nothing  in  the  state- 
ment to  shock  either  patrician  pride  or  regal  dignity. 

The  splendid  military  pageant  in  which  the  French  people 
followed  the  imperial  knight-errant  who  led  them  as  con- 
(fuerorsover  half  Europe,  might  well  have  sufficient  charm  to 
make  so  warlike  a  nation  forget  for  a  while  all  the  blessings 
of  peace,  as  well  as  ttib  more  enduring  glory  which  advancing 
science  and  well-instructed  industry  might  bring.  But  even 
had  Napoleon  not  fallen,  the  delirium  of  this  military  fever 
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could  not  have  been  much  longer  mistaken  for  national  pros- 
perity by  such  a  country  as  France;  and,  happily  for  her,  it 
was  not  permitted  togo  on  longenough  to  exhaust  her  strength 
so  entirely  as  to  prevent  her  repairing  its  effects,  and  starling 
with  fresh  vigour  in  a  far  nobler  course. 

But  even  now,  with  objects  and  aml)ition  so  new  and  so 
widely  different  Ijefore  their  eyes,  what  is  the  period  to  which 
the  memory  of  the  people  turns  with  the  greatest  compla- 
cency? . .  .  Is  it  to  the  Convention,  or  to  the  Directory  ? — Is 
it  to  their  mimicry  of  Roman  Consulships?  Alas!  for  the 
classic  young-headed  republicans  of  France!  ....  they  may 
not  hope  that  their  cherished  vision  can  ever  endure  within 
the  realm  of  St.  Louis  long  enough  to  have  its  liciors'  and  its 
tribunes'  robes  defioitively  decided  on. 

No !  it  is  not  to  this  sort  of  schoolboy  mummery  that  Gallic 
fancies  best  love  to  return,— but  to  that  portentous  interval 
when  the  bright  blaze  of  a  magnificent  meteor  shone  upon 
their  iron  chains,  and  made  (hem  look  like  gold.  If  this  be 
true— if  it  cannot  be  denied  that  the  affections  of  the  French 
people  cling  with  more  gratitude  to  the  splendid  despotism  of 
Napoleon  than  to  any  other  period  of  their  history,  is  it  to  be 
greatly  feared  that  they  should  turn  from  the  substantial 
power  and  fame  that  now 

**  Flames  in  the  forehead  of  the  moniiDg  sky  *' 

before  their  eyes,  accompanied  as  they  are  by  the  brightest 
promise  of  individual  prosperity  and  well-being,  in  order  to 
plunge  themselves  again  into  the  mingled  ''blood  and  mire" 
wiih  which  their  republic  begrimed  its  altars  ? 

Were  there  even  no  other  assurance  against  such  a  deplo- 
rable effort  at  national  self-destruction  than  that  which  is 
furnished  by  the  cutting  ridicule  so  freely  and  so  generally 
bestowed  upon  it,  tlus  alone,  in  a  country  where  a  laugh  is  so 
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omnipotent,  might  suffice  to  reassnre  the  spiriis  of  ihe  timid 
and  the  doubling.  It  has  been  said  sturdily  by  a  French  in- 
terpreter of  French  feelings,  that  '^  si  le  diable  sorlail  de  Tenfer 
pour  se  battre,  il  se  pr^senlerait  un  Frangais  pour  accepter  le 
defi."  I  dare  say  this  may  be  very  true,  provided  said  diable 
does  not  come  to  the  combat  equipped  from  the  armoury  of 
Ridicnle,~in  which  case  the  French  champion  would,  I 
think,  be  as  likely  to  run  away  as  not :  and  for  this  reason,  if 
fur  no  other,  I  truly  believe  it  to  be  impossible  that  any  sup- 
port should  now  be  given  in  France  to  a  party  which  has  not 
only  made  itself  supremely  detestable  by  its  atrocities ,  but 
supremely  ridiculous  by  its  absurdities. 

It  is  needless  to  recapitulate  here  observations  already  made. 
They  have  been  recorded  lightly,  however,  and  their  effect 
upon  the  reader  may  not  be  so  serious  as  that  produced  upon 
my  own  mind  by  the  circumstances  which  drew  them  forth; 
but  it  is  certain  that  had  not  the  terrible  and  most  ferocious 
plot  against  the  King's  life  given  a  character  of  horror  to  the 
acts  of  the  republican  party  in  France,  I  should  be  tempted  to 
conclude  my  statement  of  all  I  have  seen  and  heard  of  (hem 
by  saying,  that  they  had  mixed  too  much  of  weakness  and  of 
folly  in  their  literature,  in  t{ieir  political  acts,  and  in  their 
general  bearing  and  demeanour,  to  be  ever  again  considered 
as  a  formidable  enemy  by  the  government. 

I  was  amused  the  other  day  by  reading  in  an  English 
newspaper,  or  rather  in  an  extract  from  an  Irish  one  ( The 
Dublin  Journal),  a  passage  in  a  speech  of  Mr.  Daniel 
O'Conncirs  to  the  ''Dublin  Trades'  Union,"  the  logic  of 
which,  allowing  perhaps  a  little  for  the  well-knoi^n  peculi- 
arities in  the  eloquence  of  the  ''Emerald  Isle,"  reminded  me 
strongly  of  some  of  the  republican  reasonings  to  which  I  have 
lately  listened  in  Paris. 

"  The  House  of  Commons/^  says  Mr.  Daniel  O'Connell, 
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'^  will  always  be  a  pare  and  independent  body,  because  we 
are  under  the  lash  of  our. masters,  and  we  will  be  kicked 
out  if  we  do  not  perform  the  duties  imposed  on  us  by  the 
people." 

Trifling  as  are  the  foregoing  pages,  and  little  as  they  may 
seem  obnoxious  to  any  very  grave  cristicism,  I  am  quite  aware 
that  they  expose  me  to  the  reproach  of  having  permitted 
myself  to  be  wrought  upon  by  the  "mnd  of  doctrine,*'  I 
will  not  deny  the  charge;  but  I  will  say  in  defence  of  this 
'^  shadow  of  turning  "  (for  it  is  in  truth  no  more),  that  I  return 
with  the  same  steadfast  belief  which  I  carried  forth,  in  the 
necessity  of  a  government  for  every  country  which  should 
possess  power  and  courage  to  resist  at  all  times  the  voice  of  a 
wavering  populace,  while  its  cares  were  steadily  directed  to 
the  promotion  of  the  general  welfare. 

As  well  might  every  voice  on  board  a  seventy-four  be  lifted 
to  advise  the  captain  how  to  manage  her,  as  the  judgment  of 
all  the  working  classes  in  a  state  be  offered  on  questions 
concerning  her  government. 

A  self-regulating  populace  is  a  chimera,  and  a  dire  one. 
The  French  have  discovered  \^\s  already;  the  Americans 
are  beginning,  as  I  hear,  to  feel  some  glimmerings  of  this 
iraportairt  truth  breaking  in  upon  them ;  and  for  our  England, 
spite  of  all  the  trash  upon  this  point  that  she  has  been*pleased 
to  speak  and  to  hear,  she  is  not  a  country  likely  to  submit,  if 
the  struggle  should  come,  to  be  torn  to  pieces  by  her  own 
mob. 

Admirably,  however,  as  this  jury-mast  of  ^^the  doctrine" 
appears  to  answer  in  France,  where  the  whirlwind  and  the 
storm  had  nearly  made  the  brave  vessel  a  wreck,  it  would  be  a 
heavy  day  for  England  were  she  to  find  herself  compelled  to 
have  recourse  to  the  same  experiment  for  safely— for  the  need 
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of  it  can  never  arise  without  being  accompanied  by  a  necessity 
for  such  increased  severity  of  discipline  as  would  be  very  dis- 
tasteful to  her.  It  is  true,  indeed,  that  her  spars  docreak 
and  crack  rather  ominously  just  at  present :  nevertheless^  it 
will  require  a  tougher  gale  than  any  she  has  yet  had  to  €h- 
counter,  before  she  will  be  tempted  to  throw  overboard  such  a 
noble  piece  of  heart  of  oak  as  her  constitution,  which  does  in 
truth'  tower  above  every  other,  and,  ^'iike  the  tall  mast  of 
some  proud  admiral, "  looks  down  upon  those  around,  whether 
old  or  new,  well-seasoned  and  durable,  or  only  skilfully  erect- 
ed for  the  nonce,  with  a  feeling  of  conscious  superiority  that 
she  would  be  very  sorry  to  give  up. 

But  whatever  the  actual  position  of  England  may  be,  it 
must  be  advantageous  to  her,  as  well  as  to  every  other  country 
in  Europe,  that  France  should  assume  the  attitude  she  has 
now  taken.  The  cause  of  social  order  is  a  common  cause 
throughout  the  civilised  world,  and  whatever  tends  to  promote 
it  is  a  common  blessing.  Obvious  as  is  this  truth,  its  im- 
portance is  not  yet  fully  understood;  but  the  time  must  come 
when  it  will  be,— and  then  all  the  nations  of  the  earth  will  be 
heard  to  proclaim  in  chorus,  that 

**  Le  pire  des  etats,  c'est  Telat  populaire/' 
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